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TITUS    ANDKONICTJS. 


ACT  I. 

Scene  I.    Rome.    Before  the  Capitol, 

7%e  Tomb  o/A»  Akdbokici  appearing,-  the  Tribnnet  and  Seuitorg 
aloji.  Sitter,  below,  Jrom  one  aide,  fiATURNHFUB  amd  hie  Fol- 
lowers; eaidjrom  the  oA^  ride,  BAfisuirua  and  his  PoUowerB; 
mik  drum  and  colour*. 

Sat.  Noble  patricians,  patrons  of  my  right. 
Defend  the  justice  of  my  cause  with  anns ; 
Ajtd,  coontiymen,  my  loving  followers. 
Plead  my  successive  title  with  your  swords ; 
I  am  his  first-bom  son,  that  was  the  last 
That  wore  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome ; 
Hen  let  my  father'a  honours  live  in  me. 
Nor  witmg  mine  age  with  this  indignity. 

Bae.  Romans, — friends,  followers,  favourers  of  my  right, — 
If  eva  Basuanns,  Caesar's  son, 
Wwe  giadoQa  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep,  then,  this  passage  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  suf&r  not  dishonour  to  approach 
The  imperial  seat,  to  virtue  consecrate, 
To  justice,  c«mtinence,(')  and  nobility : 
Bnt  let  desert  in  pure  election  ahine ; 
And,  Romans,  fi^t  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 

SnUff  Maxcus  AiTDBOKicna,  alqfi,  trith  the  croon. 
Marc.  Princes, — ^that  strive  by  factions  and  by  friends 
Anibitioaaly  for  rule  and  empery, — 
Know  that  the  people  of  Rome,  for  whom  we  stand 
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4  TiTUS  AHDEONICUS.  I*ot  i. 

A  Special  par^,  have,  by  common  voice, 

In  election  for  the  Roman  empery. 

Chosen  Andronicus,  surnam^d  Piua 

For  many  good  and  great  deserts  to  Rome : 

A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior, 

Lives  not  this  day  within  the  city  walls : 

He  by  the  senate  is  accited  home 

From  weary  wars  against  the  barbarous  Goths; 

That,  with  his  sons,  a  terror  to  our  foes. 

Hath  yok'd  a  nation  strong,  tndn'd  up  in  arms. 

Ten  years  are  spent  once  first  he  undertook 

This  cause  of  Rome,  and  chastised  with  arms 

Our  enemies'  pride :  five  times  he  hath  returned 

Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  sous 

In  coffins  from  the  field ; 

And  now  at  last,  laden  with  honour's  spoils. 

Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Rome, 

RenownSd  Titus,  flourishing  in  arms. 

Let  us  entreat, — by  honour  of  bis  name. 

Whom  worthily  you  would  have  now  succeed. 

And  in  the  Capitol  and  senate's  right, 

"Wliom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore, — 

That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  strengtii  j 

Dismiss  your  followers,  and,  as  suitors  should, 

Plead  your  deserts  in  peace  and  humbleness. 

StU.  How  iair  the  tribune  speaks  to  calm  my  lliougfats  1 

Sat.  Marcus  Andronicus,  so  I  do  a^ 
In  thy  uprightness  and  integrity, 
And  so  I  love  and  honour  thee  and  thine. 
Thy  noble  brother  Titus  and  his  sons, 
And  her  to  whom  my  thoughts  are  humbled  all^ 
Gracious  Iiavinia,  Rome's  rich  ornament, 
That  I  will  here  dismiss  my  loving  friends ; 
And  to  my  fwtunes  and  the  people's  favour 
Commit  m^  cause  in  balance  to  be  weigh'd. 

\Exeunl  the  FoUowert  of  Btutiantu. 

•Sat.  Friends,  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  my  right, 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  dismiss  you  all ; 
And  to  ihe  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
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Msni.]  Tirns  AinyBomcua.  • 

C<mumt  myself}  my  person,  and  the  cause. 

[Exeunt  the  FoUowen  of  Saiumimu: 
Rome,  he  aa  just  and  gracious  unto  roe 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee, — 
Op^i  the  gat£fl,^  and  let  me  in* 

^of.  Tnbunes,  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 

[^Flotiruh,   Sattimimu  and  Satsiamtt  go  up  inl6 
the  C^itoL 

Enter  a  Captwo. 
Cap,  Romant,  make  way :  the  good  Andromcus, 
Patrcm  6f  virtue,  Rome's  best  champion,  -  . 

Sncceesful  in  the  battles  that  he  fights. 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  b  retum'd 
From  where  he  circnmscrihed  with  his  sword, 
And  brought  to  yoke,  the  enemies  of  Rome. 

Dtmaa and  trun^da  iMmded.  Enter  Uaktius  and  Munrs;  ajier 
titan,  tun  Men  bearing  a  co^  covered  wiA  hlaek  ;  then  Luorm 
and  QnoTDS.  4/^  'hem,  Trrus  Ahbbosicub;  and  then 
Tamoka,  toith  AiARBBB,  DEifBiBiDS,  Chiboit,  Aaboh,  and 
alAt^  Qodis,  prieoners;  Soldtera  and  Vety^le  Ji^omng.  Z%s 
Beanra  let  down  ^  eofm,  and  Trrus  ^eaka. 
Tii,  Hail,  Rome,  nctorioua  in  thy  mourning  weeds  1 

Lo,  aa  the  bark,  that  hath  discharg'd  her(^}  &aught, 

B«tDnu  with  precioua  lading  to  the  bay 

From  iriience  at  first  she  weigh'd  her  anchorage, 

Cometh  Andronicns,  bound  wi&  laurel  boughs, 

To  re-salnte  his  country  with  his  tears, — 

Teus  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome, — 
'  ThoQ  great  defender  of  this  Capitol, 

Stand  graciooa  ta  the  rites  that  we  intend !— > 

Romans,  of  five-and-twenty  valiant  sons. 

Half  of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had. 

Behold  the  poor  remiuns,  alive  and  dead  1 

These  that  survive  let  Rome  reward  with  love ; 

llieae  that  I  bring  unto  their  latest  home. 

With  burial  amongst  their  ancestors : 

Here  Cloths  have  given  me  leave  to  sheathe  my  sword. 

'Htos,  unkind,  and  careless  of  thine  own. 
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Why  soffer'st  thou  thy  sons,  unburied  yet, 
To  hover  on  the  dieadful  shore  of  Styx  ? — 
Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  hrethren. — 

[I7ts  tomb  it  opened. 
There  greet  in  silence,  as  the  dead  are  wont, 
And  sleep  in  peace,  slain  in  your  country's  wars ! 
O  sacred  receptacle  of  my  joys. 
Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility, 
How  many  sons  of  mine  hast  thou  in  store. 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more ! 

Imc.  Give  us  the  proudest  prisoner  of  the  Goths, 
That  we  may  hew  hu  limbs,  and  on  a  pile 
^d  manet  fratnan  sacrifice  his  flesh, 
Before  this  earthy  prison  of  their  bones ; 
That  so  the  shadows  be  not  unappeas'd. 
Nor  we  disturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

TU.  I  give  him  you, — the  noblest  that  survives. 
The  eldest  son  of  this  distressed  queen. 

Tarn.  Stay,  Roman  brethren ! — Gracious  conqueror, 
Victorious  Titus,  rue  the  tears  I  shed, 
A  mother's  tears  in  passion  for  her  son : 
And  if  thy  sons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O,  think  my  son  to  be  as  dear  to  me  I 
Sufficeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs  and  return. 
Captive  to  thee  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke  | 
But  must  my  sons  be  slaughter'd  in  the  streets. 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  cause  1 
O,  if  to  fight  for  king  and  commonweal 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  these. 
Andronicus,  stun  not  thy  tomb  with  blood: 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  7 
Draw  near  th^,  then,  in  being  merciful : 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge : 
Thrice-noble,  Titus,  spare  my  first-bom  son. 

TU.  Patient  yourself,  madam,  and  pardon  me. 
These  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Ooths  beheld 
Alive  And  dead  i  and  for  their  bicthien  slain 
Religiously  they  ask  a  sacrifice : 
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To  this  jam  son  is  mark'd ;  and  die  he  must. 
To  appease  their  groaning  shadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc,  Away  with  him !  and  make  a  fire  straight ; 
And  with  our  swords,  upon  a  pile  of  wood. 
Let's  hew  his  limhs  till  they  be  clean  conaum'd. 

[Exemt  Laouu,  Qmntat,  Martita,  tmd  Mutha, 
mihAlarbta. 

TVns.  O  Gxiiel^  iireligioos  pietf ! 

Chi,  Was  ever  Scythia  half  so  barbaroosf 

DsBi.  Oppose  not  Scythia  to  ambitioiis  Rome. 
Alarbns  goes  to  rest ;  and  we  sorriTe 
To  tremble  under  Titos'  threatening  looks. 
Then,  madam,  stand  resolT'd ;  but  hope  withal. 
The  self-same  gods,  that  arm'd  the  Queen  of  Tiby 
With  opportunity  of  sharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tjrrant  in  his(*)  tent. 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  queen  of  Goths 
(When  Goths  were  Q^ths,  and  Tamora  was  queen)» 
To  ^uit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 


r  Lucme^'  Qonrnje^  Mabtiub,  and  Munca,  vnA  t^eir  mordt 
Mood}/. 

JJue,  S6e,  lord  and  &ther,  how  we  have  perform'd 
Our  Roman  rites :  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopp'd. 
And  entrails  feed  the  sacrificing  fire, 
Whose  smoke,  like  incense,  doth  perfume  the  sky. 
Remaineth  naught,  but  to  inter  our  brethren. 
And  with  loud  'larums  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

7^.  Let  it  be  so ;  and  let  Andronicus 
Uake  this  his  latest  farewell  to  their  souls. 

[IVuvqtett  aouaded,  and  the  coffin^  laid  tn  ihe  tomb. 
In  peace  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons ; 
Rome's  readiest  champions,  repose  you  here  in  rest, 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mishaps  I 
Here  lurks  no  treason,  here  no  envy  swells, 
'Ben  grovr  no  damned  grudges;  here  areO  no  storms. 
No  noise,  but  silence  and  eternal  sleep : 

JEnier  LATnna. 
In  peace  and  bonoor  rest  you  here,  uiy  sons  1 
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Lav.  In  peace  and  honour  live  Lord  Tttus  I<mg  ; 
My  noble  lord  and  father,  live  in  fame ! 
Lo,  at  this  tomb  jny  tributary  tears 
I  render,  for  my  brethren's  obsequies ; 
And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  joy, 
Shed  on  the  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome : 
O,  bless  me  here  with  ^y  victorious  hand. 
Whose  fortunes  Rome's  best  citizens  applaud  1 

Tit.  Kind  Rome,  that  hast  t£us  lovingly  leserv'd . 
The  cordial  of  mine  age  to  glad  my  heart  t— 
Lavinia,  live }  outlive  thy  father's  days,  ■ 
And  fame's  eternal  date,  for  virtue's  praise  I 

£nt«r,  bdow,  TiiMTUB  Akdronicus  and  Tnbnnei;  n-ailar 
Satdsninub  and  Babsiahus,  aUended. 

Marc.  Long  live  Lord  Titus,  my  belovfed  brother. 
Gracious  tri6mpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome  I 

Tit.  Thanks,  gentle  tribune,  noble  brother  Marcus. 

Marc.  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  snccessfnl  warSi 
Tou  that  survive,  and  you  that  sleep  in  fame ! 
Fair  lords,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all. 
That  in  your  country's  service  drew  your  swords : 
But  safer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp, 
That  hath  aspir'd  to  Solon's  happiness. 
And  triumphs  over  chance  in  honour's  bed,— 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whose  friend  in  justice  thou  hast  ever  been. 
Send  thee  by  me,  their  tribune  and  their  truat. 
This  palliament  of  white  and  spotless  hue ; 
And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire. 
With  these  our  late-deceased  emperor's  sons : 
Be  candidattts,  then,  and  put  it  on. 
And  help  to  set  a  head  on  headless  Rome. 

3Ht.  A  better  bead  her  glorious  body  £ts 
Than  his  that  shakes  for  age  and  feebleness ; 
What  should  I  don  this  robe,  and  trouble  you  f 
Be  chosen  with  proclamations  (^  to-day. 
To-morrow  yield  up  rule,  resign  my  life. 
And  set  abroad  (^  new  bumness  for  you  all  t 
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Rrane,  I  have  been  thy  stJdier  forty  years. 
And  led  my  country's  strength  successfully. 
And  buried  one-and-twenty  valiant  bods, 
Knighted  in  field,  slain  manfully  in  arms, 
In  right  and  service  of  their  noble  conntry ; 
Give  me  a  ataff  of  honour  for  miDC  age, 
Bot  not  a  sceptre  to  control  the  world : 
Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  held  it  last. 

Mare.  Titus,  thou  shalt  obtais  aaA  ask  the  empery. 

Sal.  Proud  and  ambitious  tribune,  canst  thou  tell  ? 

Tit.  Patience,  Prince  Sataminas.(*) 

Sat,  Romans,  do  me  right  ;— 

Patricians,  draw  your  swords,  and  sheathe  them  not 
Till  Satnminus  he  Rome's  emperor. — 
Andronicus,  would  thou  wert  shipp'd  to  hell. 
Bather  than  rob  me  of  the  people's  hearts ! 

Iaus.  Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 
Tbat  noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee  1 

TU.  Content  thee,  prince ;  I  will  restore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  £rom  themselves. 

Bat,  Andronicus,  I  do  not  flatter  thee, 
But  hcoionr  thee,  and  will  do  till  I  die : 
My  factimi  if  thoo  strengthen  with  thy  friends,("') 
I  will  most  thankful  he ;  and  thanks  to  men 
Of  nohle  minds  is  honourable  meed. 

2if.  People  of  Rome,  and  people's  tribunes  here, 
I  ask  your  voices  and  your  auffrages : 
"VnSi  you  bestow  them  Mendly  on  Andronicus  f 

Tribmut.  To  gratify  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  safe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

JH,  Tribunes,  I  thank  you:  and  this  suit  I  make. 
That  yon  create  yonr  emperor's  eldest  son. 
Lord  Saturnine ;  whose  virtues  will,  I  hope. 
Reflect  on  Rome  as  Titan's  rays  on  earth, 
And  ripen  justice  in  this  conmionweal ; 
llien,  if  you  will  elect  by  my  advice, 
C^own  him,  and  say,  *'  Long  live  our  emperor !" 

Mare,  With  voices  and  applause  of  eveiy  sort. 
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Patricians  and  plebeians,  we  create 

Lrard  Satuminiu  itome's  great  emperor. 

And  say,  "  Long  live  our  Emperor  Saturnine !" 

Sat,  Titus  Androuicus,  for  thy  faToura  done 
To  us  in  our  election  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deserts, 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentleness : 
And,  for  an  onset,  Titos,  to  advance 
Thy  name  and  honourable  family, 
Lavinia  will  I  make  my  empiess,(^^) 
Home's  royal  mistress,  mistress  of  my  heart, 
And  in  the  sacied  Pantheon  (^  her  espoose : 
Tell  me,  Andionicus,  doth  this  motion  please  thee  ? 

2%i,  It  doth,  my  worthy  lord ;  and  in  this  match 
I  hold  me  highly  honour'd  of  your  grace : 
And  here,  in  sight  of  Rome,  to  Saturnine, — 
King  and  commander  of  onr  commonweal. 
The  wide  world's  emperor,— do  I  consecrate 
My  sword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prisoners; 
Presents  well  worthy  Rome's  imperial  lord : 
Receire  them,  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe, 
Mine  honour's  ensigns  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

Sat.  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life  1 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee  and  of  thy  gifts, 
Rome  shall  record ;  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  least  of  these  unspeakable  deserts, 
Romans,  forget  your  fealty  to  me, 

at.  Now,  madam,  are  you  prisoner  to  an  emperor ; 

[7*0  Tamora. 
To  him  that,  for  your  honour  and  your  state, 
"Will  use  you  nobly  and  your  followers. 

Sat.  A  goodly  lady,  trust  me ;  of  the  hue 
That  I  would  choose,  were  I  to  choose  anew. — 
Clear  up,  fair  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance : 
Though  chance  of  war  hath  wrought  this  change  of  cheer. 
Thou  com'st  not  to  be  made  a  scorn  in  Rome: 
Princely  shall  be  thy  usage  every  way. 
Rest  on  my  word,  and  let  not  discontent  .    . 
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Daunt  all  yoor  hopes :  madam,  he  comforts  ;ou 
Can  make  yon  greater  than  the  Queen  of  Goths. — 
Lavinia,  yon  are  not  displeas'd  with  this  ? 

Lae.  Not  I,  my  lord  ;  sith  true  nobility 
Warranta  these  words  in  princely  courtesy. 

Sat.  Thanks,  sweet  LaTinia. — Komans,  let  us  go : 
Bansomless  here  we  set  our  priacmers  free ; 
Proclaim  ouz  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  drum. 

{^Flourith.   Saturaum  com-tt  Tamora  in  damb  tkov. 

Sag.  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  14  mine. 

[Seiaing  Lantia. 

TU.  How,  air  I  are  yon  in  eameat,  then,  my  lord  i 

Sat.  Ay,  noble  Titos ;  and  resolT'd  withal 
To  do  myself  this  reason  and  this  right. 

Marc.  Stmm  cuigua  ia  oar  Roman  justice : 
This  prince  in  justice  seizeth  hut  hia  own. 

Zoc.  And  that  he  will,  and  shall,  if  Lucius  live, 

2U.  Traitors,  avaunt  I — Where  is  the  emperor'a  guard  f — 
Treason,  my  lord, — Lavinia  is  surpris'd  1 

Sat.  Suri«ia'dl  by  whom? 

Bom.  By  him  that  justly  may 

Bear  his  betroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

[^Exeunt  Satsiamu  and  Marcui  ivilh  Zavinia. 

Mut.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away. 
And  with  my  swivd  111  keep  this  door  safe. 

[^Exeunt  JJuchu,  Quintut,  and  Mariitu. 

Tit,  Follow,  my  lord,  and  I'll  soon  bring  her  back. 

Mat.  My  lord,  you  pass  not  here. 

lit.  What,  villain  boy  I 

Barr'st  me  my  vaj  in  Rome  t  [Sli^biag  Mativi, 

Mut.  Help,  Lucius,  help  E         [Diet, 

Jb-«nier  Luciua. 

Zmc.  My  lord,  you.  are  unjust ;  and,  more  than  so. 
In  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  slain  your  aoo. 

lU.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  sons  of  mine ; 
My  mu  would  never  so  dishonour  me : 
Tnitor,  restore  I^vioia  to  the  emperor. 

Luc.  Dead,  if  you  will ;  but  not  to  be  hia  wife. 
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That  is  another's  lawful  promis'd  love.  [Exit. 

Sat,  No,  Titus,  no ;  the  emperor  needs  her  not,(") 
Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  an;  of  thy  stock : 
I'll  trust,  by  leisure,  him  that  mocks  me  once ; 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  traitorous  haughty  sons. 
Confederates  all  thus  to  dishoDOur  me. 
Was  none  in  Rome  to  make  a  fltale,(") 
But  Saturnine  ?    Full  well,  Andionicua, 
Agree  these  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine, 
That  saidst,  I  b^;g'd  the  empire  at  thy  hands. 

SU.  O  monstrons  \  what  reproachful  words  are  these  ? 

Sat.  But  go  thy  ways ;  go,  give  that  changing  piece 
To  him  that  flounsh'd  for  her  widi  his  sword : 
A  valiant  son-in-law  thou  shalt  enjoy ; 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawless  sons. 
To  ruffle  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rome. 

!nt.  These  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart. 

Sat.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamors,  queen  of  Goths, — 
Hiat,  like  the  stately  Phcebe  'mongst  her  nymphs, 
Dost  overshine  the  gallant'st  dames  of  Rome, — 
If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  sudden  chince, 
Behold,  I  choose  thee,  Tamora,  fcnr  my  bride. 
And  will  create  thee  empress(>^)  of  Rome. 
Speak,  Queen  of  Goths,  dost  thou  applaud  my  choice  f 
And  here  I  swear  by  all  the  Roman  gods, — 
■Sith  priest  and  holy  water  are  so  near. 
And  tapers  bom  so  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readiness  for  Hymentens  stand, — 
I  will  not  re-salute  the  streets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palace,  till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead  espous'd  my  bride  along  with  me. 

Tarn.  And  here,  in  sight  of  heaven,  to  Rome  I  swear. 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  Queen  of  Goths, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  desires, 
A  loving  nurse,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat.   Ascend,  fair  queen.  Pantheon. — Lords,  accom- 
pany 
Tour  noble  emperor  and  his  lovely  bride. 
Sent  by  die  heavens  for  Prince  Saturnine, 
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Whose  wisdom  hatlt  ber  fortime  conquered: 
There  shall  we  consummate  our  spousal  rites. 

{Excumt  Satuminui  atteitded,  Tamora,  Dtmettiut, 
CtUron,  Aartm,  and  Goth*. 
Hit.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride : — ■ 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  alone, 
Dishonour'd  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs  ? 

Ba-mhr  Uaboub,  Luciu^  QuiHTua,  imd  Mastids. 

Marc.  O  Titos,  see,  O,  see  what  thou  hast  done ! 
In  a  bad  qoairel  slain  a  virtuous  son. 

lU.  No,  foolish  tribune,  no ;  no  son  of  mine, — 
Nor  thou,  aor  these,  confederates  in  tbe  deed 
That  hath  dishcmour'd  all  our  family ; 
TjQW<»rthy  brother,  and  unworthy  sons  1 

Zmc,  But  let  us  {pve  him  burial,  as  becomes ; 
GItc  MutiuB  bniial  with  our  brethren. 

TUt  Traitors,  away  1  lie  rests  not  in  this  tmnb : — 
This  m<mament  five  hundred  years  hath  stood, 
Which  I  have  sumptuously  re-edified  i 
Here  n<Hie  but  scddiers  and  Rome's  servitors 
Bepoae  io  £uue ;  none  basely  slain  in  brawls : — 
SvoTf  him  where  yon  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Marc.  My  lord,  this  is  impie^  in  you : 
My  nephew  Mutius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him ; 
He  must  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

Quin,  Mart.  And  shall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 

lU^  And  shall !  what  villain  was  it  spake  that  word  ? 

Qtitii.  He  that  would  vouch  it  in  any  place  but  here. 

XU,  What,  would  you  buiy  him  in  my  despite  t 

Mare.  No,  noble  Titus ;  but  entreat  of  thee 
To  pardon  Madus,  and  to  bury  him. 

Tit.  Marcus,  even  thou  hast  struck  upon  my  crest, 
And,  with  these  boys,  mine  honour  thou  hast  wounded : 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one ; 
So,  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Mart.  He  is  not  with  himself;  let  us  withdraw. 

QuiMf  Not  I,  till  Mutios'  bones  be  buried. 

[iforcuf  and  the  Son*  of  Tilui  ineeU 
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Marc,  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead, — 

Qum.  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  speak, — 

TU,  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  rest  will  speed. 

Marc.  Benowned  Titus,  more  than  half  mj  soul, — 

Imc.  Dear  father,  soul  and  auhataoce  of  ua  all,— *  . 

Marc,  Suffer  thy  hrother  Marcus  to  intec 
His  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  nest, 
That  died  in  honour  and  I^avinia's  cause. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,— be  not  barbarous : 
The  Greeks  upon  advice  did  huiy  Ajaz 
That  slew  himself;  and -wise  Laertes'  son 
Did  graciously  plead  for  his  funerals : 
Let  not  young  Mutius,  then,  that  was  thy  joy, 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

!Rt.  Bise,  Marcus,  rise ; — 

The  dinnall'st  day  is  tlus  that  e'er  I  saw, 
To  be  dishonout'd  by  my  sons  in  Rome ! — 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

[Mutitu  it  put  into  th«  lomb. 

Luc.  There  lie  thy  -bones,  sweet  Mutius,  with  thy  friends, 
Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb. 

All.  {ImeeUng]  No  man  shed  tears  for  noble  Mutius ; 
He  lives  in  fame  that  died  in  virtue's  cause. ('") 

Marc.  My  lord, — to  step  out  of  these  dreary(")  dumps,— 
How  comes  it  that  the  subtle  Queen  of  Qoths 
Is  of  a  sudden  thus  advanc'd  in  Rome  7 

TU.  I  know  not,  Marcus ;  but  I  know  it  is, — 
Whether  by  device  or  no,  the  heavens  can  tell : 
Is  she  not,  then,  beholding  to  the  man 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  so  far  7 

Marc,  Yes,  and  will  nobly  him  remanerate.(") ' 

FlourieJi.  Jie-mter, /rota  OM  dda,  8AT0BMDn7a  atlmded,  Takoba, 
Dbmktbiub,  CniBoir,  and  Aaeoh  ;  /rom  At  other,  Bassiakus, 
Lavikia,  and  cthert. 

Sat.  So,  Bassianus,  you  have  play'd  your  prize : 
God  give  you  joy,  sir,  of  your  gallant  bride  I 

Bat.  And  you  of  yours,  my  lord  I  I  say  no  more* 
Nor  wish  no  less ;.  and  so,  I  take  my  leave. 
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Sat.  Tnitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have  poWer, 
Thou  and  thy  factim  shall  repent  this  rape. 

Sat.  Rape,  call  jrou  it,  my  \oiA,  to  seize  my  own, 
My  true-betrothed  loTe,  and  now  my  wife  i 
Bat  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all ; 
Meanwhile  I  am  possess'd  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  'Tis  good,  sir:  you  are  very  short  with  us ; 
But,  if  we  live,  well  he  as  sharp  with  you. 

Bat.  My  lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  hest  I  may. 
Answer  I  must,  and  shall  do  with  my  life. 
Only  thus  much  X  give  your  grace  to  know , — 
By  all  the  duties  that  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  gentleman.  Lord  TitUa  here, 
Is  in  opinion  and  in  honour  wrong'd ; 
That,  in  thaTesene  of  Lavinia, 
Widi  bis  own  hand  did  day  his  youngest  son. 
In  zeal  to  you,  and  tug^y  mov'd  to  wrath 
To  be  cfmtroll'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave : 
Receive  him^  then,  to  favour.  Saturnine, 
That  hath  express'd  himself,  in  all  his  deeds, 
A  father  and  a  friend  to  thee  and  Rome. 

2U.  Prince  BassianuB,  leave  to  plead  my  deeda  : 
1^  thou  and  thooe  that  have  diahonour'd  me. 
Rtnne  and  the  righteous  heavens  he  my  judge. 
How  I  have  lov'd  and  hononr'd  Saturnine  1 
Tam.  My  worthy  lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  giadoufl  in  those  princdy  eyes  of  thine. 
Then  hear  me  speak  indiflerently  for  all ; 
And  at  my  suit,  sweet,  pardon  what  is  past. 

Sat.  What,  madam  1  he  dishonour'd  openly. 
And  basely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 

Tom.  Not  so,  my  lord ;  the  gods  of  R<mie  focfead  ' 
I  should  be  author  to  dishoaour  you  t 
But  on  mine  hono9r  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  Xjord  Titus*  innocence  in  all ; 
Whose  fury  not  dissembled  speaks  his  griefs : 
Then,  at  my  suit,  look  graciously  on  him ; 
lioae  not  so  noble  a  friend  on  vata  suppose. 
Nor  with  sour  looks  afflict  his  gentle  heart. — 
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My  lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  last ;  [Atide  to  Sat, 

Dissemble  all  your  griefii  and  discontents : 

You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  tluronej 

Xiest,  then,  the  people,  and  patricians  too. 

Upon  a  just  survey,  take  Titus'  part. 

And  so  supplant  you  for  ingratitude 

(Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  sin). 

Yield  at  entreats ;  and  then  let  me  alone : 

111  find  a  day  to  massacre  them  all. 

And  raze  their  faction  and  their  family. 

The  cruel  father  and  his  traitbious  sons. 

To  whom  I  Bu^d  for  my  dear  son's  life ; 

And  make  them  know  what  'tis  to  let  a  queen 

Kneel  in  the  streets  and  beg  for  grace  in  vain.^ 

Come,  come,  sweet  emperor, — come,  Andronicus, — 

Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  cheer  the  heart 

That  dies  in  tempest  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rise,  Titus,  rise ;  my  empress  hath  prevail'd. 

Jit.  I  thank  your  majesty,  and  her,  my  lord: 
These  words,  these  looks,  infuse  new  life  in  me. 

Tam.  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman:  now  adopted  happily, 
And  must  advise  the  emperor  for  his  good. 
This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus ; — ' 
And  let  it  be  mine  honour,  good  my  lord, 
^3^t  I  have  reconcil'd  your  friends  and  you.— 
rot  you.  Prince  Bassianus,  I  have  pass'd 
My  word  and  promise  to  the  emperor. 
That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tractable.— 
And  fear  not,  lords, — and  you,  Lavinia;— 
By  my  advice,  all  humbled  on  your  knees. 
Yon  shall  ask  pardon  of  his  majes^. 

Luc.  We  do ;  and  vow  to  heaven,  and  to  his  highness. 
That  what  we  did  was  mildly  as  we  might. 
Tendering  our  aster's  honour  and  our  own. 

Marc.  That,  on  mine  honour,  here  I  do  protest. 

Sat,  Away,  and  talk  not ;  trouble  us  no  more. 

Tom.  Nay,  nay,  sweet  emperor,  we  must  all  be  friends : 
The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace ; 
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I  will  not  be  denied :  nveet  heart,  look  back* 

Sat.  Marcos,  for  thy  sake  and  tby  brother's  here. 

And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  entreats, 

I  do  remit  these  young  men's  heinous  fiiolts : 

Stand  up. — (■) 

lAvinia,  tboogh  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 

I  found  a  &iend ;  and  sure  as  death  I  swore 

I  would  not  part  a  bachelor  &om  the  priest. 

Come,  if  the  emperor's  court  can  feast  two  brides, 

You  are  my  guest,  Larinia,  and  your  firiends. — 

This  day  shall  be  a  lore-day,  Tamora, 

I%t,  To-morrow,  an  it  please  your  majes^ 

To  hunt  the  pandier  and  the  hart  with  me, 

With  horn  and  bound  well  give  your  grace  (oiffow. 

Sat,  Be  it  so,  'ntus,  and  giamercy  too,  [Exeunt^ 


AOTIL 


Scene  I.     Some.   Sefore  the  palace. 

Enter  Aasok. 
Aar,  Now  climbeth  Tamora  Olympus'  top. 
Safe- out  of  fortune's  shot;  and  sits  aloft. 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack  or  lightning  flash ; 
Advanc'd  above  pale  envy's  threatening  reach. 
As  when  the  golden  sua  salutes  the  mom. 
And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  vrith  his  beams, 
Gallops  the  zodiac  in  his  glistering  coach. 
And  overlooks  the  highest-peering  hills ; 
So  Tamora : 

Uptm  her  wit(")  doth  earthly  honour  wait. 
And  virtue  stoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown. 
Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts. 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  mistress, 
And  mount  her  pitch,  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Hast  prisoner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains. 
And  iaxber  bound  to  Aaron's  charming  eyes 
Than  is  Prometheus  tied  to  Caucasus. 


j,9,i,ze*i>y  Google 


18  TITUS  ANDROHICUS.  [ior  ii. 

Awa;  with  sUvish  weeds  and  servile  thoughts  ■ 
I  will  be  bright,  aod  shine  in  pearl  and  gold. 
To  wait  upon  this  new-made  empress. 
To  wait,  said  I  ?  to  wanton  with  this  queen. 
This  goddess,  this  Semiramis,  this  nymph, 
This  siren,  that  will  charm  Byrne's  Saturnine, 
And  see  his  shipwreck  and  his  commonweal's. — 
Holla !  what  storm  is  thia  ? 

Enter  BsttSTBifjB  and  Chibom,  braving. 

Dem.  Chiion,  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants  edge, 
And  manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd ; 
And  may,  for  aught  thou  know'st,  affected  be. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  thou  dost  over-ween  in  all ; 
And  so  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  braves. 
'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year  or  two 
Makes  me  less  gracious,  or  thee  more  fortunate : 
I  am  as  able  and  as  fit  as  thou 
To  serve,  and  to  deserve  my  mistress'  grace ; 
And  that  my  sword  upon  thee  shall  approve. 
And  plead  my  passions  for  Lavinia's  love. 

jlar.  Clubs,  clubs !  these  lovers  will  not  keep  the  peace. 

[jtxide. 

Dem,  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother,  unadvis'd. 
Gave  you  a  dancing-rapier  by  your  side, 
Are  you  so  desperate  grown,  to  threat  your  friends ! 
Go  to ;  have  your  lath  glu'd  within  your  sheath 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

CM.  Meanwhile,  sir,  with  the  little  skill  I  have, 
Full  well  shalt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dem,  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  so  brare  ?  [7%ey  draw. 

Aea.  \coming  forv>arS\  Wly,  how  now,  lorda ! 

So  near  the  empei^jr's  palace  dare  you  draw, 
And  maintain  such  a  quarrel  openly  f 
Full  well  I  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge : 
I  would  not  for  a  milli6n  of  gold 
The  cause  were  known  to  them  it  most  concerns ; 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother  for  much  more 
Be  so  dishonour'd  in  the  court  of  Rome. 
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For  shame,  put  up. 

Dem.  Not  I,  till  I  have  aheath'd 

My  lapier  in  his  bosom,  and  withal 
Ilmist  these  reproachful  speeches  down  his  throat 
That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  dishonour  here. 

Chi.  For  that  I  am  prepar'd  and  full  resolv'd, — 
Foul-spoken  coward,  that  thunder'st  with  thy  tongue. 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'st  perform, 

^ar.  Away,  I  say ! — 
Now,  by  the  gods  that  warlike  Gotha  adore, 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all. — 
Why,  lords,  and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  jet  upon  a  prince's  right  ? 
What,  is  Lavinia,  Uien,  become  so  loose, 
Or  Bassianua  so  degenerate, 
That  for  her  love  such  quarrels  may  be  broach'd 
Without  controlment,  justice,  or  revenge  ? 
Young  lords,  beware !  an  should  the  empress  know 
This  discord's  ground,  the  music  would  not  please. 

Chi.  I  care  not,  1,  knew  she  and  all  the  world : 
I  tove  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

Dem.  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make  some  meaner  choice : 
Lavinia  is  thine  elder  brother's  hope. 

j4ar.  Why,  are  ye  mad  ?  or  know  ye  not,  in  Kome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be. 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love  ? 
I  tell  you,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

Chi.  Aaron,  a  thousand  deaths 

Would  I  propose  to  acfaiere  her  whom  I  love.^) 

Aar.  To  achieve  her ! — how  ? 

Dem.  Why  mak'st  &ou  it  so  strange  ? 

She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd ; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won ; 
She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  must  be  lov'd. 
What,  man !  more  water  glidetb  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  easy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  sbive,  we  know  : 
Though  Bassianus  be  the  emperor's  brother, 
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Better  than  he  have  worn  Vulcan'a  badge. 

Aar.  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Saturninus  may.  \Atide. 

Dem.  Then  why  should  he  despair  that  knows  to  court  it 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality  ? 
What,  hast  not  thou  full  often  struck  a  doe, 
And  home  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nose  ? 

Jar.  Why,  then,  it  seems,  some  certain  snatch  or  so 
Would  serve  your  turns. 

Chi.  Ay,  so  the  turn  were  sery'd. 

Dem.  Aaron,  thou  hast  hit  it. 

Jar.  Would  you  had  hit  it  too ! 

Then  should  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado. 
Why,  hark  ye,  hark  je, — and  are  you  such  fools 
To  square  for  this  ?  would  it  offend  you,  then, 
Thai  both  should  speed  ! 

Chi.  Faith,  not  me. 

Dem.  Nor  me,  so  I  were  one. 

Jar.  For  shame,  be  friends,  and  join  for  that  you  jar : 
Tis  policy  and  stratagem  must  do 
That  you  affect ;  and  so  must  you  resolve. 
That  what  you  cannot  as  you  would  achieve. 
You  must  perforce  accomplish  as  you  may. 
Take  this  of  me, — Lucrece  was  not  more  chaste 
Than  this  Lavinia,  Bassianus'  love. 
A  speedier  course  thaii(^)  lingering  languishment 
Must  we  pursue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 
My  lords,  a  solemn  hunting  is  in  hand ; 
There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop : 
The  forest- walks  are  wide  and  spacious ; 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are 
Fitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  villany : 
Single  you  thither,  then,  this  dainty  doe, 
And  strike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words : 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  stand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  empress,  with  her  sacred  wit 
To  villany  and  vengeance  consecrate, 
Will  we  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend ; 
And  she  shall  file  our  engines  with  advice. 
That  will  not  suffer  you  to  square  yourselves. 
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But  to  jooi  viabes'  height  advance  you  both. 

The  emperor's  court  is  like  the  house  of  Fame, 

The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  and  ears : 

The  woods  are  ruthless,  dreadful,  deaf,  and  dull ; 

There  speak,  and  strike,  brave  boys,  and  take  your  turns ; 

There  serve  your  lust,  shadow'd  from  heaven's  eye, 

And  revel  in  Lavinia's  treasury. 

Cki.  Thy  counsel,  lad,  smells  of  no  cowardice. 

Dem,  Sit/at  out  nefat,  tiU  I  find  the  stream 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  the8e(^)  fits, 
Per  Styga,  per  manet  vehor.  \EmeuiU. 


Scene  II.    Aforett  near  Rome.    Home  taid  cry  of  houndt 

heard. 
Sitter  TrmB  Ahdbomicus,  mth  Huntera,  Ac.,  IUbcob,  Ludua, 
QciNTDB,  and  Mabtitjs, 
7U.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  mom  is  bright  and  grey,^*) 
The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green : 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay, 
And  wake  the  emperor  and  his  lovely  bride. 
And  rouse  the  prince,  and  ring  a  hunter's  peal, 
That  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  noise. 
Sous,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours. 
To  attend  the  emperor's  person  carefully : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  ray  sleep  this  night. 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  inspir'd. 

Home  wind  a  peal.     Enter  SATCBXimrs,  Takora,  BABSiAinra, 
Lavimia,  Demstsihb,  Chisoit,  and  Attendants. 
Many  good  morrows  to  your  majesty ; — 
Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good : — 
I  promised  your  grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat.  And  you  have  rung  it  lustily,  my  lord ;(") 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new-married  ladies. 

Baa,  Lavinia,  how  say  you  7 

Lav.  I  say,  no ; 

I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 
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Sat.  Come  on,  then ;  horse  and  chariots  let  us  have. 
And  to  OUT  sport. — Madam,  now  shall  ye  see 
Our  Roman  hunting.  [To  Tamora. 

Marc.  ,        I  have  dogs,  mj  lord, 

Will  rouse  the  proudest  panther  in  the  chase. 
And  climb  the  highest  promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  I  hare  horse  will  follow  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  swallows  o'er  the  plain. 

Dem.  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  horse  nor  hound, 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  ground.  [^Exeunt. 


Scene  III.     A  lonely  part  oftheforett. 
EiUer  Aabon,  toith  a  hag  of  gold. 
Aar.  He  that  had  wit  would  think  that  I  had  none. 
To  bury  so  much  gold  under  a  tree. 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 
Let  him  that  thinks  of  me  so  abjectly 
Know  that  this  gold  must  coin  a  stratagem. 
Which,  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villany : 

And  so  repose,  sweet  gold,  for  their  unrest     \Hidei  the  gold. 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  empress'  chest, 

ErOer  Takora. 
Tarn.  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look'st  thou  sad. 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boast  ? 
The  birds  chant  melody  on  every  bush ; 
The  snake  lies  rolled  in  the  cheerful  sun  ; 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind, 
And  make  a  chequer'd  shadow  on  the  ground : 
Under  their  sweet  shade,  Aaron,  let  us  sit, 
And,  whilst  the  babbling  echo  mocks  the  hounds, 
Replying  shrilly  to  the  well-tun'd  horns. 
As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, 
Let  us  sit  down  and  mark  their  yelping  noise ; 
And, — after  conflict  such  as  was  suppos'd 
The  wandering  prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy'd, 
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When  with  a  happ;  stonn  tbey  were  siupria'd. 

And  cortBUi'd  with  a  counsel-keepiDg  cave, — 

We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms, 

Onr  pastimes  done,  possess  a  golden  slumber ; 

Whiles  hounds  and  horns  and  sweet  melodious  birds 

Be  unto  us  as  is  a  nurse's  song 

Of  lullaby  to  bring  het  babe  asleep. 

Aar.  Madam,  though  Yeans  goTem  your  denres, 

Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine : 

What  signifies  ra^  deadly-standing  eye. 

My  silence  and  my  cloudy  melancholy, 

My  fleece  of  woolly  hair  that  now  uncurU 

Even  as  an  adder  when  she  doth  unroll 

To  do  some  &tal  execution  ? 

No,  madam,  these  are  no  venereal  ^gns ; 

Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand, 

Blood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 

Hark,  Tamora, — the  empress  of  my  soul. 

Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  rests  in  tbee, — 

This  is  the  day  of  doom  for  Bassianue : 

His  Philomel  must  lose  her  tongue  to-day ; 

Thy  aons  make  pillage  of  her  chastity. 

And  irash  their  hands  in  Bassianus'  blood, 

Seest  thou  this  letter  !  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee. 

And  give  the  king  this  fatal-plotted  scroll. — 

Now  qnesti<ni  me  no  more, — we  are  espied ; 

Here  CMnes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty, 

Which  dreads  not  yet  their  lives'  destruction. 

Tom.  Ah,  my  sweet  Moor,  sweeter  to  me  than  life  I 
Am^.  No  more,  great  empress, — Basaanus  comes : 

Be  cross  with  him ;  and  111  go  fetch  thy  sons 

To  back  thy  qaarrels,^^  whatsoe'er  they  be.  \Ma^. 

£tUer  Basslasdb  and  Lavinu. 
Sas.  Who  have  we  here  7  Rome's  royal  empress, 
Unfnmish'd  of  het  weU-beseeming  troop  f 
Or  is  it  Dian,  habited  like  her. 
Who  bath  abandoned  her  holy  groves 
To  see  the  general  hunting  in  this  forest  ? 
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Tom.  Saucy  controller  of  our  private  atepa  1 
Had  I  ^  power  that  some  say  Dian  had, 
Thy  temples  should  be  planted  presently 
With  borns,  as  was  Actteou's ;  and  the  hounds 
Should  drive  (^)  upon  thy  new-transformM  limbs, 
Unniaiuierly  intruder  as  thou  art  I 

Lav.  Under  your  patience,  gentle  empress, 
*Tia  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  bomiug; 
And  to  be  doubted  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  singed  forth  to  try  experiments : 
Jove  shield  your  husband  from  his  bounda  to-day  1 
'Tis  pity  they  should  take  bim  for  a  stag. 

Baa.  Believe  me,  queen,  your  snarth  Cimmerian 
Dotb  make  your  honour  of  bis  body's  hue, 
Spotted,  detested,  and  abominable, 
"Why  are  you  sequester'd  from  all  your  train. 
Dismounted  from  your  snow-white  goodly  steed. 
And  wander'd  hither  to  an  obscure  plot. 
Accompanied  but  vrith  a  barbarous  Moor, 
If  foul  desire  had  not  conducted  you  t 

Lav,  And,  being  intercepted  in  your  sport. 
Great  reason  that  my  noble  lord  be  rated 
For  sauciness. — I  pray  you,  let  us  bence, 
And  let  her  joy  her  raven-colour'd  lore ; 
This  valley  fits  the  purpose  passing  welL 

B(u.  The  king  my  brother  shall  have  note(*'J  of  this. 

Lav.  Ay,  for  these  slips  have  made  him  noted  long : 
Good  king,  to  be  so  mightily  abus'd! 

Tern.  Why  have  I  (^)  patience  to  endure  all  this  f 

Enter  Dkutbius  and  Chibon. 
Dem.  How  now,  dear  sovereign,  and  our  gracious  mo- 
ther! 
Why  doth  your  highness  look  so  pale  and  wan  f 

Tarn.  Have  I  not  reason,  think  you,  to  look  pale  ? 
These  two  have  tic'd  me  hither  to  this  place: — 
A  barren  detested  vale,  you  see  it  is ; 
The  trees,  though  summer,  yet  fwlom  and  lean, 
O'ercome  with  moss  and  baleful  mistletoe : 
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Here  never  ihines  the  sun ;  liere  nothing  breeds, 

TJnleaa  the  nighdj  owl  or  fatal  nvea : — 

And  when  they  show'd  me  this  abhorred  pit, 

The;  told  me,  here,  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 

A  thousand  fiends,  a  thousand  hissing  snakes, 

Ten  thousand  swelling  toads,  as  many  urchins. 

Would  make  such  fearful  and  confusM  cries. 

As  any  mortal  body  hearing  it 

Should  strught  fall  mad,  or  else  die  suddenly. 

No  sooner  had  they  told  this  hellish  tale. 

But  stiai^t  they  told  me  they  would  bind  me  here 

Unto  the  body  of  a  dismal  yew, 

And  leave  me  to  this  miserable  death : 

And  then  they  call'd  me  foul  adidterets, 

Lasctvioos  Goth,  and  sll  the  bitterest  terms 

That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  such  effect: 

And,  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come, 

This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed. 

Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  mother's  life, 

Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  call'd  my  children. 

DcM.  This  is  a  witness  that  I  am  thy  son. 

[Stabt  Battiamu. 

Ca,  And  this  for  me,  struck  htmie  to  show  my  strength. 
l^Aito  ttaba  Bastiamu,  who  diet. 

Lao,  Ay,  come,  Semiramis, — nay,  barbarous  Tamora, 
"Eat  no  name  fits  thy  nature  hut  thy  own ! 

7*0111.  Give  me  thy  poniard ; — you  shall  know,  my  boya. 
Tout  mother's  hand  shall  right  your  mother's  wrong. 

Dem.  Stay,  madam ;  here  is  more  beltmgs  to  her ; 
First  thrash  the  com,  then  after  bum  the  straw : 
This  minion  stood  upon  her  chasti^, 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty. 
And  with  that  painted  hope  braves  your  mightineas  :(■') 
And  shall  she  cany  this  unto  her  grave  I 

Chi.  An  if  she  do,  I  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  husband  to  some  secret  hole, 
And  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  lust, 

Tim.  But  when  ye  have  the  honey  ye(^)  desire. 
Let  not  this  wasp  outlive,  us  both  to  sting. 
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Chi.  I  warrant  ;ou,  madam,  we  will  make  that  sure. — 
Come,  mistress,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoy 
That  nice-preserved  honest;  of  yours. 

Zav.  O  Tamora !  thou  bear'st  a  woman's  face, — 

Tarn.  I  will  not  hear  her  speak ;  away  with  her ! 

Xao.  Sweet  lords,  entreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word. 

Dem.  Listen,  fair  madam :  let  it  be  youi  glory 
To  see  her  tears ;  but  be  your  heart  to  them 
As  unrelenting  flint  to  drops  of  rain. 

Ltw.  When  did  the  tiger's  youag  ones  teach  the  dam  ? 
O,  do  not  learn  her  wrath, — she  taught  it  thee ; 
The  milk  thou  Auck'dst  from  her  did  turn  to  marble ; 
£yen  at  thy  teat  thou  hadst  thy  tyranny. — 
Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  sons  alike : 
Do  thou  entreat  her  show  a  woman  pil^.  \_To  Chiron. 

Chi.  What,  wouldst  thou  have  me  prove  myself  a  bas- 
tard? 

Lat.  'Tis  true, — the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a  lark : 
Yet  have  I  heard, — O,  could  I  find  it  now ! — • 
The  lion,  mov'd  with  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  away : 
Some  say  that  ravens  foster  forlorn  chilflren. 
The  whilst  their  own  birds  famish  in  their  nests : 
O,  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  say  no, 
Nothing  so  kind,  but  something  pitiful ! 

Tarn.  I  know  not  what  it  means: — away  with  herl 

Lav.  O,  let  me  teach  thee !  for  my  father's  sake, 
That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  slain  thee. 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

Tarn.  Hadst  thou  in  person  ne'er  offended  me, 
Even  for  his  sake  am  I  pitiless. — 
Remember,  boya,  I  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vain. 
To  save  your  brother  from  the  sacrifice ; 
But  fierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent: 
Therefore,  away  with  her,  and  use  her  as  you  will ; 
The  worse  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lav.  0  Tamora,  be  call'd  a  gentle  queen, 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place ! 
For  'tis  not  life  that  I  have  begg'd  so  long; 
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Poor  I  was  slain  when  BassiaDus  died. 

Tam.  'What  begg'st  thou,  then  ?  fond  woman,  let  me  go. 

I^av,  Tis  present  death  I  heg;  and  one  thing  mote 
That  womanbood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell : 
O,  keep  me  from  their  worse  than  killing  lust. 
And  tumble  me  into  some  loathsome  pit, 
"Where  never  man's  eje  may  behold  my  body : 
Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

Tam.  So  should  I  rob  my  sweet  sons  of  their  fee : 
No,  let  them  satisfy  their  lust  on  thee. 

Dem.  Away !  for  thou  hast  stay'd  us  here  too  long. 

Lav.  No  grace?  no  womanhood?     Ah,  beastly  creature! 
The  blot  and  enemy  to  our  general  name ! 
Confusion  fall — 

Chi,  Nay,  then  111  stop  your  mouth. — Bring  thou  her 
husband : 
This  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him. 

[Demetritu  throwt  the  body  of  Bagtianw  into  the 
pit;  then  exeunt  Demetriutand  Chiron,  drag- 
g*'*9  off  Lavinia. 

Tam.  Farewell,  my  sons :  see  that  you  make  her  sure : — 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed. 
Till  all  the  Andionici  be  made  away. 
Now  will  I  hence  to  seek  my  lovely  Moor, 
And  let  my  spleenful  sons  this  trull  defiour.  [Exit. 

Se-mter  Aaboit,  toith  QuiNTDS  and  Uabttvs. 

Aar.  Come  on,  my  lords,  the  better  foot  before ; 
Straight  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathsome  pit 
Where  I  espied  the  panther  fast  asleep. 

Qain.  My  sight  is  very  dull,  whate'er  it  bodes. 

Mart.  And  mine,  I  promise  you ;  were't  not  for  shame, 
Well  could  I  leave  our  sport  to  sleep  awhile. 

[FalU  into  the  pit. 

Quin.  What,  art  thou  fall'n  ?— What  subtle  hole  is  this, 
Whose  mouth  is  cover'd  with  rude-growing  briers, 
Upon  whose  leaves  are  drops  of  new-ahed  blood 
As  fresh  as  morning's  dew  distill'd  on  flowers  ? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  seems  to  me. — 
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Speak,  brother,  hast  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  £all  ? 

Mart,  O  hrother,  with  the  dismall'st  object  hurt 
That  ever  eje  with  sight  made  heart  lament  I 

Aar.  [cuidel  Now  will  I  fetch  the  king  to  find  them  here. 
That  he  thereby  may  give  a  likely  guess 
How  these  were  they  that  made  away  his  brother.         [£»f. 

Mart.  Why  dost  not  comfort  me,  and  help  me  out 
From  this  unhallow'd  and  blood -stained  hole  ? 

Quin,  I  am  surprised  with  an  uncouth  fear ; 
A  chilling  sweat  o'er-runa  my  trembling  joints ; 
Hy  heart  suspects  more  than  mine  eye  can  see. 

Mart.  To  prove  thou  hast  a  true-divining  heart, 
Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den, 
And  see  a  fearful  sight  of  blood  and  death. 

Quin.  Aaron  is  gone ;  and  my  compassionate  heart 
Will  not  permit  mine  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing  whereat  it  trembles  by  surmise : 
O,  tell  me  howC*)  it  is  j  for  ne'er  till  now 
Was  I  a  child  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Mart.  Lord  Bassianus  lies  embrewed  here, 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  slaughter'd  lamb, 
In  this  detested,  dark,  blood -drinking  pit. 

Quin.  If  it  be  dark,  how  dost  thou  know  'tis  he  f 

Mart.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole, 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  some  monument. 
Doth  shine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  cheeks, 
And  shows  the  ragged  entrails  of  the  pit : 
So  pale  did  shine  the  moon  on  Pyramus 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  blood, 

0  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand, — 
If  fear  bath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath, — 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle, 

As  hateful  as  Cocytus'  misty  mouth. 

Quin.  Reach  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  help  thee  out; 
Or,  wanting  strength  to  do  thee  so  much  good, 

1  may  be  pluck'd  into  the  swallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Bassianus'  grave. 

I  have  no  strength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 
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Mart.  Nor  I  no  streDgth  to  climb  without  thj  help. 

Quin.  Th;  hand  once  more ;  I  will  not  loose  again, 
Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below : 
Thou  canst  uot  come  to  me, — I  come  to  thee.  \FaUt  in. 

EfUer  Satukdinub  wUh  Aabok. 

Sat,  Along  with  rae :  111  see  what  hole  ia  here, 
And  what  he  ia  that  now  is  leap'd  into  it. — 
Say,  who  art  thou  that  lately  didst  descend 
.Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

Start.  The  unhappy  son  of  old  Andronicus  ; 
Brought  hither  in  a  most  unlucky  hoar, 
To  find  thy  brother  Bassianus  dead. 

Sat.  My  brother  dead  I  I  know  thou  dost  but  jest : 
He  and  hia  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge 
Upon  the  north  side  of  this  pleasant  chase ; 
'Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  left  him  there. 

MoTt.  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  alive ; 
But,  out,  alas !  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

£e-enler  Takora,  toiih  Atteudantt;  Trrns  Amdboricub,  atMJ 
Lucius. 

7am.  Where  ia  my  lord  the  king  ? 

Sat.  Here,  Tamora ;  though  griev'd  with  killing  grief. 

Tarn.  Where  is  thy  brother  Bassianus  ? 

Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  dost  thou  search  my  wound : 
Poor  Baasianus  here  lies  murdered. 

Tarn.  Then  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fatal  writ, 

[Giving  a  letter. 
The  complot  of  this  timeless  tragedy ; 
And  wonder  greatly  that  man's  face  can  fold 
In  pleasing  smiles  such  murderous  tyranny. 

Sat.  [readt]  "An  if  we  miss  to  meet  him  handsomely, — 
Sweet  huDteman,  Bassituius  'tis  we  mean, — 
Do  thou  so  much  as  dig  the  grave  for  him : 
Thou  know'st  our  meaniog.     Look  for  thy  reward 
Among  the  nettles  at  the  elder-tree 
Which  overshades  the  mouth  of  that  saute  pit 
Where  we  decreed  to  bury  Bassianus. 
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Do  this,  And  pnichwe  lu  thj  lasting  friends." — ■ 

0  Tamora!  was  ever  heard  the  like? — ■ 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder-tree: — 
Look,  sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntsman  out 
That  should  have  murder'd  Bassianus  here. 

Aar.  My  gracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold. 

[Showinff  it. 

Sat.  [to  Tittu]  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  cms  of  bloody 
•  kind. 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life. — 
Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prison : 
There  let  them  bide  until  we  have  devis'd 
Some  never-heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tarn,  What,  are  they  in  this  pit  ?    O  wondrous  thing ! 
How  easily  murder  is  discovered  I 

Tit.  High  emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 

1  beg  thb  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  shed, 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accursed  sons, — 
Accursed,  if  the  fault(**)  be  prov'd  in  them, — 

Sat.  If  it  be  prov'd !  you  see  it  is  apparent. — 
Who  found  this  letter?  Tamora,  was  it  you  ? 

Tarn.  Andronicua  himself  did  take  it  up. 

Til.  I  did,  my  lord :  yet  let  me  be  their  bail ; 
For,  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow 
They  shall  be  ready  at  your  highness'  will 
To  answer  their  suspicion  with  their  lives. 

Sat.  Thou  shalt  not  bail  them :  see  thou  follow  me.^ 
Some  bring  the  murder'd  body,  some  the  murderers : 
Let  them  not  speak  a  word, — the  guilt  is  plain ; 
For,  by  my  soul,  were  there  worse  end  than  death, 
That  end  upon  them  should  be  executed, 

Tam,  Andronicus,  I  will  entreat  the  king : 
Fear  not  thy  sons ;  they  shall  do  well  enough. 

Tit.  Come,  Lucius,  come ;  stay  not  to  talk  with  them. 

[Exeunt  Saturninut,  Tamora,  Aaron,  and  Attend- 
ant*, with  Quinlus,  Martita,  and  the  body  of 
Basiianut ;  then  Avdroniciu  and  JjUciuM. 
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Scene  tV.    Another  part  of  the  forest. 

MtUftr  Dkhetucs  and  Chibov,  mih  LAvmA,  ravtM^td;  har  kmub 
ad  off,  and  her  tongue  cut  out. 

Demi.  So,  now  go  tell,  an  if  thy  tongue  can  ipeak, 
Who  'twns  that  cut  thy  tongue  and  isvitli'd  thee. 

C&t.  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning  ao, 
Ao  if  thy  stumps  will  let  thee  play  the  scribe, 

Dem.  See,  bow  with  signs  and  tokens  she  can  scrowl. 

Chi.  Go  home,  call  for  sweet  water,  wash  thy  handa. 

Dem.  She  hath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to  wash ; 
And  so  let's  leave  her  to  hw  silent  walks. 

Chi,  An  'tweze  my  ca8e,(**)  I  should  go  bang  myself. 

Dtm.  If  thou  hadst  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 

\ExemU  Denutriu$  and  CMron. 

f Titer  Marocs. 
Mar.  Who  is  this, — my  niece, — that  flies  away  so  fast  I — 
Counn,  a  word ;  where  is  your  husband  f— 
If  I  do  dream,  would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  me  1 
If  I  do  wake,  some  planet  strike  me  down. 
That  I  may  slomber  in  eternal  sleep ! — 
Speak,  gratle  niece, — what  stem  ungentle  bands 
Have  lopp'd  and  hew'd  and  made  thy  body  bare 
Of  her  two  branches, — those  sweet  ornaments, 
Whoae  circling  shadows  kings  have  sought  to  sleep  in, 
And  might  not  gain  so  great  a  bappinesa 
Aa  haTeC*)  thy  love  f    Why  dost  not  speak  to  me  ? — 
Alas,  a  crimson  river  of  warm  blood, 
like  to  a  bubblii^  fountain  stdir'd  with  wind. 
Doth  rise  and  fall  between  thy  ros^d  lips, 
Ccming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 
Bnt,  sore,  some  Tereus  hath  deflour^d  thee, 
And,  lest  tbou  ^ouldst  detect  bim.C)  cut  thy  tongue. 
Ah,  now  thou  tum'st  away  thy  face  for  shame  1 
And,  notwithstanding  all  this  loss  of  blood, — 
As  &om  a  conduit  with  three  ('^  isaoing  spouts, — 
Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan's  face 
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Bloshing  to  be  encounter'd  with  a  cloucL 

Shall  I  speak  for  thee  ?  shall  I  say  'tis  ao  T 

O,  that  I  knew  thj  heart ;  and  knew  the  beast. 

That  I  might  riiil  at  him,  to  ease  1117  mind  I 

Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  stopp'd, 

Doth  bum  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  U. 

Fair  Philomela,  she  but  lost  her  tongue, 

And  in  a  tedious  sampler  sew'd  her  mind : 

But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee ; 

A  ccaftiec  Tereus,  cousin,  hast  thou  met. 

And  he  hath  cut  those  pretty  fingers  off, 

That  could  hare  better  sew'd  than  Philomel. 

O,  had  the  monster  aeen  those  lily  hands 

Tremble,  like  aspen-leaves,  upon  a  lute, 

And  make  the  silken  strings  delight  to  kiss  them, 

He  would  not,  then,  have  touch'd  them  for  his  life ! 

Or,  bad  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony 

Which  that  sweet  tongue  hath  made,C>) 

He  would  have  dropp'd  his  knife,  and  fell  asleep 

As  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  poet's  feet. 

Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind; 

For  such  a  sight  will  blind  a  father's  eye : 

One  hour's  storm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads ; 

What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  fitther's  eyes  t 

Do  not  draw  back,  fmr  we  will  mourn  with  thee : 

O,  could  our  mourning  ease  thy  misery  I  [Exetmt. 


ACT  UL 

ScKNB  I.     Jtome.   A  ttreet. 
Aite- Senaton^  Tribunes,  <i«<2  Officers  of  Justice,  uifi  VLixrrmand 

QnurruB,  honmd,  patting  on  to  A6  piaee  o/tMeution;  Titus 

going  he/ore,  litadmg. 

Tit.  Hear  me,  grave  fathers !  noble  tribunes,  stay ! 
For  pity  of  mine  age,  whose  youth  was  spent 
In  dangerous  wars,  whilst  you  securely  slept ; 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome's  great  quarrel  shed; 
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For  all  tte  frosty  nights  that  I  have  watch'd ; 
And  for  these  bitter  tears,  which  now  you  see 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks ; 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  sons, 
Whose  souls  are  not  corrupted  as  'tis  thought 
For  two-and -twenty  sons  I  never  wept, 
BecaoK  thej  died  in  honour's  lofty  bed. 
For  these,  tribunes,  in  the  dust  I  write  (^ 

[7%ronitn^  hinuelf  on  the  ground. 
My  heart's  deep  languor  and  my  soul's  sad  tears : 
Let  my  tears  stanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite ; 
My  sons'  sweet  blood  will  moke  it  shame  and  blush, 

[ExeoBt  SenatOTi,  Tribune;  ^c.  mth  the  Pritonert. 
0  earth,  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain, 
That  shall  distil  from  these  two  ancient  umSgC^) 
Than  yoDthful  April  shall  with  all  his  showers : 
In  snnuner's  drought  I'll  drop  upon  thee  still ; 
In  winter  with  warm  tears  111  melt  the  snow. 
And  keep  eternal  spring-time  on  thy  face, 
So  thoa  refuse  to  drink  my  dear  sons'  blood. 

ElUer  Lucius,  with  his  award  drawn. 
0  reretend  tribunes!  0  gentle,  aged  men ! 
Unbind  my  sons,  reverse  the  doom  of  death ; 
And  let  me  say,  that  never  wept  before, 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators. 

Lue.  O  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vain : 
The  tribunes  hear  you  not ;  no  man  is  by ; 
And  you  recount  your  sorrows  to  a  stone. 

Ht.  Ah,  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead. — 
Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you, — 

Lae.  My  gracious  lord,  do  tribune  hears  you  speak, 

ZU.(**)  Why,  'tia  no  matter,  man :  if  they  did  hear. 
They  would  not  mark  me  -,  or  if  they  did  mark, 
Hiey  would  not  pity  me ;  yet  plead  I  must, 
And  bootless  unto  them. 
Therefore  I  tell  my  sorrows  to  the  stones ; 
Who,  though  they  cannot  answer  my  distress, 
Yet  in  some  sort  they  are  better  than  the  tribunw, 

VOL.  v.  D 


itizecoy  Google 


M  TITUS  AHDRONICUa.  [act  u 

For  that  they  will  not  intercept  mj  tale : 

When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  feet 

Receive  my  tean,  and  seem  to  weep  with  me ; 

And,  were  they  but  attired  in  ^are  weeds, 

Rome  could  afford  no  tribune  like  to  these. 

A  stone  is  soft  as  wax, — tribunes  more  hard  than  stones ; 

A  stone  is  silent,  and  offeodeth  not, — 

And  tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death.-—  [Site. 

But  wherefore  atand'st  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn  f 

Xmc.  To  rescue  my  two  brothers  from  their  death : 
for  which  attempt  the  judges  have  proQonnc'd 
My  everlasting  doom  of  banishment. 

lit.  O  happy  man !  they  have  befriended  thee. 
"Why,  foolish  Lucius,  doat  thou  not  perceive 
That  Rome  is  but  a  wilderness  of  tigers  f 
Tigers  must  prey ;  and  Rome  affords  no  prey 
But  me  and  mine :  how  happy  art  thou,  then. 
From  these  devourers  to  be  banished ! — 
But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here  f 

Enter  Uarocs  and  Lavihia. 

Mare.  Titus,  prepare  thy  aged  eyes  to  weep ; 
Or,  if  not  so,  thy  noble  heart  to  break ; 
I  bring  consuming  sorrow  to  thine  age, 

lit.  Will  it  consume  me  ?  let  me  see  it,  then. 

Marc.  This  was  thy  daughter. 

Tit.  Why,  Marcus,  so  she  is. 

Lttc.  Ay  me,  this  object  kills  me  1 

7U,  Funt-bearted  boy,  arise,  and  look  upon  her. — 
Speak,  Lavinia,(*')  what  accursed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handless  in  thy  father's  sight ! 
What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  sea. 
Or  brou^t  a  faggot  to  bright-bumiDg  Troy  ? 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'at; 
And  now,  like  Nilus,  it  disdaineth  bounds. — 
Give  me  a  sword,  I'll  chop  off  my  hands  too ; 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain ; 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe,  in  feeding  life ; 
In  bootless  prayer  have  they  been  held  up, 
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And  th«y  have  serr'd  me  to  effectleat  use : 

Now  ftll  the  service  I  require  of  them 

Is,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other. — 

"Ha  well,  Laviuia,  that  thou  haat  no  hands ; 

For  hands,  to  do  Rome  service,  are  but  vain. 

£,ttc.  Speak,  gentle  nster,  who  hath  msrtyr'd  tbea  t 
Marc.  O,  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts, 

That  blabb'd  them  with  such  pleasing  eloquence, 

Is  torn  from  forth  that  pret^  hollow  cage, 

Where,  like  a  sweet  melodious  hird,  it  sung 

Sweet  varied  notes,  enchanting  ever;  ear! 

Jmc.  O,  say  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  deed  t 
Marc.  O,  thus  I  found  her,  straying  in  the  park. 

Seeking  to  hide  henelf,  as  doth  the  deer 

That  hath  receiv'd  some  unrecuring  wound. 

7U.  It  was  my  deer ;  and  he  that  wounded  her 

Hath  hurt  me  mote  than  had  he  kill'd  me  dead : 

For  now  I  stand  as  one  upon  a  rock, 

Fnviron'd  with  a  wilderness  of  sea ; 

Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  hy  wave. 

Expecting  ever  when  some  envious  surge 

Will  in  his  brinish  bowels  swallow  him. 

This  way  to  death  my  wretched  sons  are  gone ; 

Here  stands  my  other  son,  a  baniah'd  man ; 

And  here  my  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes ; 

But  that  which  gives  my  soul  the  greatest  spurn. 

Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  soul. — 

Had  I  but  seen  thy  picture  in  this  plight, 

It  would  have  madded  me :  what  shall  I  do 

Now  I  behold  thy  lively  body  so  ? 

Thou  hast  no  hands,  to  wipe  away  thy  tears ; 

Nor  tongue,  to  tell  me  wfao  hath  martyr'd  thee ; 

Thy  husband  he  is  dead ;  and  for  hts  death 

Thy  brothers  are  condemn'd,  and  dead  by  this. — 

Look,  Marcus !  ah,  son  Lucius,  look  on  her  1 

When  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  fresh  tears 

Stood  on  her  cheeks,  as  doth  the  honey -dew 

Upon  a  gather'd  lily  almost  wither'd. 

Marc.  Perchance  she  weeps  because  they  kill'dherhu>1wnd| 
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FerduDce  because  slie  knows  them  innocent. 

Tit.  If  they  did  kill  thy  husband,  then  be  joyful. 
Because  the  law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them. — 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  so  foul  a  deed; 
Witness  the  sorrow  that  their  sister  makes. — 
Gentle  Lavinia,  let  me  kiss  thy  lips ; 
Or  make  some  sign  how  I  may  do  thee  ease : 
Shall  thy  good  uncle,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 
And  thou,  and  I,  at  round  about  some  fountain, 
LooHng  all  downwards,  to  behold  our  cheeks 
How  they  are  stain 'd,  as(*^)  meadows,  yet  not  dry. 
With  miry  slime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  ? 
And  in  the  fountain  shall  we  gaze  so  long 
Till  the  fresh  taste  he  taken  from  that  clearness. 
And  made  a  brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears  f 
Or  shall  we  cut  away  our  hands,  like  thine  ? 
Or  shall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  shows 
Pass  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days  i 
What  shall  we  do  7  let  us,  that  have  our  tongues, 
Plot  some  device  of  further  misery. 
To  make  us  wonder'd  at  in  time  to  come. 

JiUC.  Sweet  father,  cease  your  tears;  for,  at  your  grief. 
See  how  my  wretched  sister  sobs  and  weeps. 

Marc,  Patience,  dear  niece. — Good  Titus,  dry  thine  eyes, 

I%t.  Ah,  Marcus,  Marcus  1  brother,  well  I  wot 
Thy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine. 
For  thou,  poor  man,  hast  drown'd  it  with  thine  own, 

Luc.  Ah,  my  Lavinia,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 

IHt.  Mark,  Marcus,  mark  I  I  understand  her  signs : 
Had  she  a  tongue  to  speak,  now  would  she  say 
That  to  her  brother  which  I  said  to  thee : 
His  napkin,  with  hi3('*')  true  tears  ail  bewet. 
Can  do  no  service  on  her  sorrowful  cheeks. 
O,  what  a  sympatby  of  woe  is  this, — 
Ab  far  from  help  as  Limbo  is  from  bliss ! 

Bnler  Aabos. 
Jar.  Titus  Andronicus,  my  lord  the  emperor 
,  Sends  thee  this  word, — that,  if  thou  love  thy  sons, 
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Let  Marcos,  LaciuB,  or  thyself,  old  Titus, 
Or  aoj  one  of  you,  chop  off  your  hand, 
And  aend  it  to  the  iang :  he  for  the  same 
Will  send  thee  hither  both  thy  sona  alive ; 
And  that  shall  be  the  ransom  for  their  fault. 

7if.  O  gracious  emperor!  O  gentle  Aaron! 
Did  ever  raven  sing  so  like  a  lark, 
That  gives  sweet  tidings  of  the  sun's  uprise  ? 
With  all  my  heart.  111  send  the  emperor 
My  hand: 
Good  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  offF 

Jmc.  Stay,  father !  for  that  nohle  hand  of  thine. 
That  hath  thrown  down  so  many  enemies. 
Shall  not  be  sent :  my  hand  will  serve  the  turn : 
Mj  youth  can  better  spare  my  blood  than  you ; 
And  therefore  mine  shall  save  my  brothers'  lives. 

Afarc.  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Rome, 
And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  battle-axe, 
Writing  destruction  on  the  enemy's  castle  ?(") 
O,  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  desert : 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle ;  let  it  serve 
To  ransom  my  two  nephews  from  their  death ; 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

^ar.  Nay,  come,  agree  whose  hand  shall  go  along, 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 

Marc.  My  hand  shall  go. 

Luc.  By  heaven,  it  shall  not  go  1 

TU.  Sirs,  strive  no  more :  such  wither'd  herbs  as  these 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine, 

Luc.  Sweet  father,  if  I  shall  be  thought  thy  son. 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Marc.  And,  for  our  father's  sake  and  mother's  core, 
Now  let  me  show  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

TU.  Agree  between  you ;  I  will  spare  my  hand, 

Luc.  Then  111  go  fetch  an  axe. 

Marc.  But  I  will  use  the  axe. 

\Exeunt  Lucius  and  Marcut. 

Tit.  Come  hither,  Aaron ;  I'll  deceive  them  both : 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 
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Aar.  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  houest, 
And  ncTer,  whilst  I  live,  deceive  men  so ; — 
But  I'll  deceive  you  in  anothei  sort, 

And  that  you'll  say,  ere  balf  an  hour  pass.  \And». 

[Cult  off  litut't  hand. 

Se-mler  Lucius  and  Mabgus. 

Tit.  Now  stay  your  strife :  what  shall  be  is  dispatch 'd. — 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  majesty  my  hand : 
Tell  him  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
From  thousand  dangers ;  hid  him  bury  it ; 
More  hath  it  merited, — that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  sons,  say  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purchas'd  at  an  easy  price ; 
And  yet  dear  too,  because  I  bought  mine  own. 

Aar.  I  go,  Androaicus :  and  for  thy  hand 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  sons  with  thee : — 
Their  heads,  I  mean.     O,  how  this  villany  [Atide. 

Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thoughts  of  it ! 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  soul  black  like  his  face.  \jExil. 

I%t,  O,  here  I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven, 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth : 
If  any  power  pities  wretched  tears. 

To  that  I  call !— What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with  me  f     [To  Lav. 
Do,  then,  dear  heart ;  for  heaven  shall  hear  our  prayers ; 
Or  with  our  sighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim, 
And  stain  the  sun  with  fog,  as  sometime  clouds 
When  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bosoms. 

Marc,  O  brother,  speak  with  possibilities. 
And  do  not  break  into  these  deep  extremes. 

Tit.  Is  not  my  sorrow  deep,  having  do  bottom  I 
Then  be  my  passions  bottomless  with  them. 

Marc.  But  yet  let  reason  govern  thy  lament 

Tit.  If  there  were  reason  for  these  miseries. 
Then  into  limits  could  I-bind  my  woes : 
When  heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  o'erflow  t 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  sea  wax  mad, 
Threatening  the  welkin  with  his  big-swoln  face  t 
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And  wilt  thou  have  a  reason  for  thia  coil  t 
I  am  the  sea ;  hark,  how  her  eighs  do  blow !  (") 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth : 
Hien  must  mj  sea  be  moved  with  her  sighs ; 
Then  must  m;  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflow'd  and  drown'd : 
For  why  (*")  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes. 
But  like  a  drunkard  must  I  vomit  them, 
Iheu  give  me  leare ;  for  losers  will  have  leave 
To  ease  their  stomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  Messenger,  mth  ttoo  heads  and  a  hand. 

Mesr.  Worthy  Androuicus,  ill  art  thou  repaid 
Fcv  that  good  hand  thou  sent'st  the  emperor. 
Here  are  the  beads  of  thy  two  noble  sons ; 
And  here's  thy  hand,  in  scorn  to  thee  sent  back,— 
Thy  griefs  their  sports,  thy  resolution  mock'd : 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes, 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.  [Exit. 

Marc,  Mow  let  hot  ^tna  cool  in  Sidly, 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-huming  hell  1 
These  miseries  are  more  than  may  be  borne. 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  ease  some  deal; 
But  sorrow  flouted  at  is  double  death. 

JJue.  Ah,  that  this  sight  should  make  so  deep  a  wound, 
And  yet  detested  life  not  shrink  thereat ! 
That  ever  death  should  let  life  bear  his  name, 
Where  life  hath  no  more  int^est  but  to  breathe ! 

[Lavinia  kuie*  km. 

Mare.  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kiss  is  comfortless 
As  frozen  water  to  a  starved  sn^e. 

Tit.  When  will  this  fearful  slumber  have  an  end  t 

Mare,  Mow,  farewell,  flattery :  die,  Andronicus ; 
Thou  dost  not  slumber :  see,  thy  two  sons'  beads, 
lliy  warlike  hand,  thy  mangled  daughter  here; 
Thy  other  banish'd  son,  with  this  dear  sight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodless ;  and  thy  brother,  J, 
Even  like  a  stony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah,  now  no  more  will  I  control  thy  (**)  grie& : 
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Rent  off  thy  silTei  hear,  thy  other  hand 
Grnawing  with  thy  teeth ;  and  he  this  dismal  sight 
The  closing  up  of  our  most  wretched  eyes : 
Now  IB  a  time  to  storm ;  why  art  thou  still  ? 

Tit.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ■ 

Marc.  Why  dost  thou  laugh  ?  it  fits  not  with  this  hour. 

lit.  Why,  I  have  not  another  tear  to  shed : 
Besides,  this  sorrow  is  an  enemy, 
And  would  usurp  upon  my  watery  eyes. 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears: 
Then  which  way  shall  I  find  Revenge's  cave  ? 
For  these  two  heads  do  seem  to  speak  to  me. 
And  threat  me  X  shall  never  come  to  bliss 
Till  all  these  mischiefs  be  retum'd  again 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come,  let  me  see  what  task  I  have  to  do. — 
You  heavy  people,  circle  me  about. 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you. 
And  swear  unto  my  soul  to  right  your  wrongs.^ 
The  vow  is  made. — Come,  brother,  take  a  head; 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear. — 
liavinia,  thou  shalt  be  employ'd  in  these  things  ;(^ 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  sweet  wench,  between  thy  teeth. — 
As  for  thee,  boy,  go  get  thee  from  my  sight ; 
Thou  art  an  exile,  and  thou  must  not  stay : 
Hie  to  the  Gotfas,  and  raise  an  army  there : 
And,  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do. 
Let's  kiss  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do. 

[Exeunt  Titua,  Marctu,  attd  Lavinia, 

Luc.  Farewell,  Andronicus,  my  noble  father, — 
The  wofull'st  man  that  ever  liv'd  in  Rome : 
Farewell,  proud  Rome ;  till  Lucius  come  again, 
He  leaves  ^^)  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life : 
Farewell,  Lavinia,  my  noble  sister ; 
O,  would  thou  wert  as  thou  tofore  hast  been ! 
But  now  nor  Lucius  nor  Lavinia  lives 
But  in  oblivion  and  hateful  gtie&. 
If  LuduB  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs ; 
And  make  proud  Saturnine  and  hia  empress^*) 
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B^  ftt  the  gates,  like  Tarquia  and  his  queen. 

Kow  Trill  I  to  ttie  Goths,  and  raise  a  power. 

To  be  rereng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine.  \^ExiL 


Scene  II.     ji  room  in  Titus's  house.   A  banquet  tet  out. 

Emter  Titdb,  Mabcub,  Latihia,  attd  young  Lucioa,  a  Boy. 

7i/.  So,  so;  DOW  sit:  and  look  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preserve  jiut  SO  much  strength  in  us 
As  will  revenge  these  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus,  unknit  that  sorrow-wreathen  knot : 
Thy  mece  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands. 
And  cannot  passionate  our  tenfold  grief 
With  folded  arms.     This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
Is  lefi  to  Qrraunize  upon  my  hreast ; 
Who,C)  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  misery, 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prison  of  my  fiesh, 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. — 

Thou  map  of  woe,  that  thus  dost  talk  in  signs !   [7b  Lavinia. 
When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating. 
Thou  canst  not  strike  it  thus  to  make  it  stiU. 
Wound  it  with  sighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans ; 
Or  get  some  little  knife  between  thy  teeth. 
And  just  agunst  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole ; 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall 
Hay  run  into  that  sink,  and,  soaking  in. 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  sea-salt  tears. 

Marc.  Fie,  brother,  fie  1  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

Tit.  How  now !  has  sorrow  made  thee  dote  already  ? 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  should  be  mad  but  I. 
What  violent  hands  cao  she  lay  on  hex  life  ? 
Ah,  wherefore  dost  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands ; — 
To  bid  ^neas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er, 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miserable  I 
O,  handle  not  the  theme,  to  talk  of  hands. 
Lest  we  remember  stdll  that  we  have  none,— 
Ke,  fie,  how  iiaaticly  I  square  my  talk, — 
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Aa  if  we  should  foi^t  we  had  no  hands, 

If  Marciu  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands ! — 

Come,  let's  fall  to ;  and,  gentle  girl,  eat  this : — 

Here  is  no  drink ! — Hark,  Marcus,  what  she  sajs ;— > 

I  can  interpret  all  her  mart^r'd  signs ; — 

She  says  she  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears, 

Brew'd  with  her  sorrow,  mesh'd  upon  her  cheeks : — 

Speechless  complainer,  I  will  learn  thy  thought ; 

In  thy  dumb  action  will  I  be  as  perfect 

As  be^ng  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers : 

Thou  shalt  not  sigh,  nor  hold  thy  stumps  to  heaven, 

Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  sign. 

But  I  of  these  will  wrest  an  alphabet, 

And  by  still  practice  learn  to  know  thy  meaning. 

Boy.  Good  grandsire,  leave  these  bitter  deep  lamoits : 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  some  pleasing  tale. 

Marc.  Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  passion  moT'd* 
Doth  weep  to  see  his  grandsice's  heaviness. 

Tit.  Peace,  tender  sapling ;  thou  art  made  of  tears, 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. — 

[Marcui  ttriiet  the  dUh  with  a  inifi. 
What  dost  thou  strike  at,  Marcus,  with  thyC")  knife  t 

Marc,  At  that  that  I  have  kitl'd,  my  lord, — a  fly. 

Tit.  Out  on  thee,  murderer  1  thou  kill'st  my  heart ; 
Mine  eyes  are(*')  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny : 
A  deed  of  death  done  on  the  innocent 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother :  get  thee  gone ; 
I  see  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

JIforc.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  but  kill'd  a  fly. 

Tit.  But(")  how,  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother  I 
How  woald  he  hang  his  slender  gilded  wings. 
And  buzz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air  1 
Poor  harmless  fly, 

That,  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody. 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry  1  and  thou  hast  kill'd  lum. 

Marc.  Pardon  me,  sir;  it  was  a  black  ill-&TOut'd  fly. 
Like  to  the  empress'  Moor ;  therefore  I  kill'd  him. 

T*t.  O,  O,  O, 
Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee, 
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For  tbou  bast  done  a  charitable  deed. 
Gire  me  thy  knife,  I  will  insult  on  liim ; 
Flattering  niTaelf,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor 
Come  hither  purposely  to  poisoa  me. — 
There's  for  thyself,  and  that's  for  Tamora. — 
Ah,  siiTah! 

Yet,  I  think,(^  we  ure  not  brought  so  low, 
But  that  between  ua  we  can  kill  a  fly 
That  comes  in  likeness  of  a  coal-black  Moor. 

Marc.  Alas,  poor  man !  grief  has  so  wrought  on  him. 
He  takes  false  shadows  for  true  substances. 

7^.  Come,  take  away. — Lavinia,  go  with  me ; 
111  to  thy  closet ;  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  stories  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. — 
Come,  boy,  sod  go  with  me :  thy  sight  is  young, 
And  tbott  shalt  read  when  mine  hegins(")  to  dazzle. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

ScQHE  I.     Rome.    Before  Titus's  home. 

Snier  Titus  and  Uabcus.    S^en  enter  yowtg  Lucius,  rttnnwy,  wilh 
hookt  tmder  Ma  arm,  and  Ia,vuiu.  rv/aniatg  qUer  him. 

Bog.  Help,  grandsire,  help  1  my  aunt  Lavinia 
Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why : — r 
Good  ancle  Marcos,  see  how  swift  she  comes. — 
Alas,  sweet  annt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Mare.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius;  do  not  fear  thine  aunt. 

Tit.  She  loves  thee,  hoy,  too  well  to  do  diee  harm. 

Boy.  Ay,  when  my  father  was  in  Rome  she  did. 

Marc.  What  means  my  niece  Lavinia  by  these  signs? 

7?/.  Fear  her  not,  Lucius : — somewhat  doth  she  mean : — 
See,  Locius,  see  how  much  she  makes  of  thee : 
Somewhither  would  she  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  sons  than  she  hath  read  to  thee 
Sweet  poetry  and  Tolly's  Orator. 
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Marc.f*')  Canst  thou  not  guess  wherefore  she  plies  thee 
thus? 

Boy.  My  lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can  I  guess, 
Unless  some  fit  or  frenzy  do  possess  her : 
For  I  have  heard  my  graodsire  say  full  oft, 
extremity  of  griefs  would  make  men  mad ; 
And  I  have  read  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  sorrow :  that  made  me  to  fear ; 
Although,  my  lord,  I  know  my  noble  aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did. 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth : 
Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  fly, — ■ 
Causeless,  perhaps. — But  pardon  me,  sweet  aunt : 
And,  madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  most  willingly  attend  your  ladyship. 

Marc.  Lucius,  I  will.  [^Lavinta  lurm  over  toith  k»r 

ttumpt  the  books  which  Luciut  hot  let /all. 

Tii.  How  now,  Laviniai — Marcus,  what  means  this? 
Some  book  there  is  that  she  desires  to  see. — 
Which  is  it,  girl,  of  these  ? — Open  them,  boy. — 
But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  skill'd : 
Come,  and  take  choice  of  all  my  library. 
And  so  beguile  thy  sorrow,  till  the  heavens 
Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed. — ("^ 
Why  lifts  she  up  her  arms  in  sequence  thus  ? 

Marc.  I  think  she  means  that  there  was  more  than  one 
Confederate  in  the  fact ; — ay,  more  there  was ; 
Or  else  to  heaven  she  heaves  them  for  revenge. 

7W.  Lucius,  what  book  is  that  she  tosseth  so  f 

Boy.  Grandsire,  'tis  Ovid's  Metamorphoses ; 
My  mother  gave  it  me. 

Marc.  For  love  of  her  that's  gone. 

Perhaps  she  cuU'd  it  &om  among  the  rest. 

7^t.  Soft!  so(")  busily  she  turns  the  leaves  I 
Help  her : 

What  would  she  find  ? — Lavinia,  shall  I  read  f 
This  is  the  tragic  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus'  treason  and  bis  rape ; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 
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Marc.  See,  brother,  see ;  note  bow  she  quotes  tbe  leftvea. 

7ft.  lAvinia,  wett  thou  thus  surpris'd,  sweet  girl, 
Rxviab'd  and  wrong'd,  as  Philomela  was, 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthless,  vast,  and  gloomy  woods  ? — 
Secse.!- 

Ay,  such  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  bunt 
(O,  bad  we  nerer,  never  bunted  there !), 
Patteni*d  by  that  tbe  poet  here  describes. 
By  nature  made  for  murders  and  for  rapes. 

Mare,  O,  why  should  nature  build  so  foul  a  den. 
Unless  the  gods  delight  in  tragedies  t 

Hi.    GiTe  signs,   sweet  girl, — for  here   are  none   but 
friends, — 
Wbat  Roman  lord  it  was  durst  do  the  deed : 
Or  tJQuL  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erst, 
Tltat  left  tbe  camp  to  sin  in  Lucrece*  bed  f 

Mare.  Sit  down,  sweet  niece: — brother,  sit  down  by  me. — ' 
ApollO}  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
Inspire  me,  that  I  may  this  treason  find  1 — 
My  lord,  look  here : — look  here,  Lavinia : 
This  sandy  plot  is  plain ;  guide,  if  thou  canst. 
This  after  me,  whenC)  I  have  writ  my  name 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all.         [He  writet  hit  name 
leitk  kit  itaff,  and  gaidei  it  with  hit  feet  and  mouth. 
Con'd  be  that  heart  that  forc'd  us  to  this  shiftl — 
Write  thou,  good  niece ;  and  here  display,  at  last. 
What  God  will  bare  discoTer'd  for  revenge : 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  tby  sorrows  plain. 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors  and  tbe  truth ! 

[She  takes  the  ttqff'in  her  mouth,  mid  guidei  it 
toith  her  ttampt,  and  loritet. 

1U,  O,  do  ye  read,  my  lord,  what  she  hatfa  writ  ? — 


Marc.  Wbat,  what ! — the  lustful  sons  of  Tamora 
Performers  of  this  beinons,  bloody  deed  i 

Tit.  Magni  Dominator  poU, 
TaM  leniut  audit  tcelera  ?  tam  lentut  tidet  t 

Marc.  O,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord ;  although  I  know 
Tbere  is  enongfa  written  upon  this  earth 
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To  sdr  ft  madDy  in  the  mildest  thoughts, 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
My  lord,  kneel  down  with  me ;  Lavinia,  kneel ; 
And  kneel,  sweet  boy,  the  Roman  Hector's  hope ; 
And  swear  with  me, — as,  with  the  woful  fere 
And  father  of  that  chaste  dishonouT'd  dame. 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  swaie  for  Lucrece'  rape, — ■ 
That  we  will  prosecute,  by  good,  advice, 
Mortal  revenge  upon  these  traitorous  Gotlu, 
And  see  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  reproach. 

Tit.  'Tis  sure  enough,  an  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hunt  (")  these  bear-whelps,  then  beware  t 
The  dam  will  wake ;  and,  if  she  wind  you  once. 
She's  with  the  lion  deeply  still  in  league. 
And  lulls  him  whilst  she  playeth  on  her  back. 
And  when  be  sleeps  will  she  do  what  she  list 
You  are  a  young  huntsman,  Marcus ;  let  it  alooei 
And,  come,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  brass, 
And  with  a  gad  of  steel  will  write  these  words, 
And  lay  it  by :  the  angry  northern  wind 
Will  blow  these  sands,  like  Sibyl's  leaves,  abroad. 
And  where's  your  lesson,  then  i — Boy,  what  say  you  t 

Bog,  I  say,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man, 
Their  mother's  bed-chamber  should  not  be  safe 
For  these  bad  bondmen  to  the  yoke  of  Home. 

Marc.  Ay,  that's  my  boy !  thy  father  hath  full  oft 
For  his  ungrateful  country  done  the  like. 

Soy.  And,  uncle,  so  will  I,  an  if  I  live. 

Tit.  Come,  go  with  me  into  mine  armory; 
Lucius,  111  fit  thee ;  and  withal,  my  boy, 
Shalt(*')  carry  from  me  to  the  empress'  sons 
Presents  that  I  intend  to  send  them  both : 
Come,  come;  thou'lt  do  thy  messa^,  wilt  thou  not? 

Boy.  Ay,  with  my  da^er  in  their  bosoms,  grandaire. 

Ht.  No,  boy,  not  so;  I'll  teach  thee  another  course. — 
Lavinia,  come, — Marcus,  look  to  my  house : 
Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  court; 
Ay,  marry,  will  we,  sir ;  and  we'll  be  waited  on. 

[£icmn<  Titut,  Zamnsa,  and  -Boy. 
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Marc.  O  heaTcns,  can  you  hear  a  gfood  man  groan. 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compassion  liun  f — 
Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecstasy. 
That  hath  more  scan  of  sorrow  in  his  heart 
Than  foemen's  marks  upon  his  batter'd  shield ; 
But  yet  so  just  that  he  will  not  lerenge : — 
Revenge,  y«  (**)  heavens,  for  old  Andnmicns !  [Exit, 


ScEHB  II,     The  tame.   A  room  in  the  palace. 

Xnler,  fiom  one  tidt,  Aabok,  DramiDS,  and  Chibom;  Jrom  At 
oMo-  tid«,  young  Lucios,  and  on  AtteniUnt,  toiA  a  hwwtfa  ^ 
veapons,  and  mtk*  writ  upon  Utom. 

C&i.  Demetrius,  here's  the  son  of  Lncios ; 
He  hath  some  message  to  deliver  us. 

Jar.  Ay,  some  mad  message  from  his  mad  grandiather. 

Soy.  My  lords,  with  all  the  humbleness  I  may, 
I  greet  your  honours  from  Andronicns,— 
And  pray  the  Soman  gods  confound  you  both  I  [Attde. 

Detm,  Gramercy,  lovely  Lucius :  what's  the  news  f 

Boy.  That  you  are  both  decipher'd,  that's  the  news, 
For  villains  mark'd  with  rape  \ande\. — May  it  please  you, 
My  grandaire,  well  advis'd,  hath  sent  by  me 
The  goodliest  weapons  of  his  armory 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth. 
The  hope  of  Rome ;  for  so  he  bade  me  say ; 
And  so  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  present 
Your  lordships,  tlist,('')  whenever  you  have  need. 
You  may  be  arm&d  and  appoioted  well : 
And  so  I  leave  you  both, — ^like  bloody  villains  [atidel. 

[Exeunt  Boy  and  Attendant. 

Dem.  What's  here  P    A  scroll ;  and  written  round  about? 
Let's  see : — 
\Saad»\       "  Integer  vita,  eederieque  pwvs, 

Kon  eget  Maori  jaeuUt,  nee  ami.'* 

Chi.  O,  'tis  a  verse  in  Horace ;  1  know  it  well : 
I  read  it  in  the  grammar  long  ago. 

Aar.  Ay,  j  ust, — a  verse  in  Horace } — tight,  yon  have  it — 
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Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  aas  1  [Atide. 

Here's  no  sound  jeat !  the  old  maa  hath  found  their  guilt ; 

And  sends  them  weapons  wrapp'd  about  with  lines. 

That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick. 

But  were  our  witty  empress  well  a-foot. 

She  would  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit : 

But  let  her  rest  in  her  unrest  awhile. — 

And  now,  young  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  star 

Led  us  to  Rome,  strangers,  and  more  than  so. 

Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height  { 

It  did  me  good,  before  the  palace  gate 

To  brave  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing. 

Dem,  But  me  more  good,  to  see  so  great  a  lord 
Basely  insinuate  and  send  us  gifts. 

jiar.  Had  he  not  reason,  Lord  Demetrius  ? 
Did  you  not  use  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 

Dem.  1  would  we  had  a  thousand  Roman  dames  ■ 
At  such  a  bay,  by  turn  to  serve  our  lusL 

Chi.  A  charitable  wish  and  full  of  lore. 

Jar.  Here  lacks  but  your  mother  for  to  say  amen, 

Chi.  And  that  would  she  for  twenty  thousand  more. 

Dem.  Come,  let  us  go ;  and  pray  to  all  the  gods 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar,  Pray  to  the  devils;  the  gods  have  given  us  over. 

[Aiide. — Flourith  within. 

Dem.  Why  do  the  emperor's  trumpets  flourish  thus  t 

Chi.  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  son. 

Dem.  Soft !  who  comes  here  ? 

Snier  a  KiirBe,  with  a  hladcamoor  Child  in  her  arm*. 

Nur.  Good  morrow,  lords : 

O,  tell  me,  did  you  see  Aaron  the  Moor  f 

Aar.  Well,  more  or  less,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all. 
Here  Aaron  is ;  and  what  with  Aaron  now  f 

Nur.  O  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone  1 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore ! 

Aar.  Why,  what  a  caterwauling  dost  thou  keep ! 
What  dost  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms  t 

Nur.  O,  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's  eye, 
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Our  empreas'  shame,  aad  stately  Rome's  disgrace! — 
She  is  delirer'd,  lords, — she  is  deliver'd. 

jfar.  To  wbom  ? 

AifT.  I  mean,  she  is  brought  a>bed. 

Jar.  Well,  God  give  her  good  rest]     What  hath  be  aent 
her? 

Nur,  A  devil. 

JtMT.  Why,  then  she  is  the  devil's  dam ;  a  joyful  issue, 

Nar,  A  joyless,  dismal,  black,  and  sorrowful  issue : 
Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathsome  as  a  toad 
Amongst  the  fairest  breeders  of  our  clime  t 
The  empress  sends  it  thee,  thy  stamp,  thy  seal,  , 

And  bids  thee  christen  it  with  thy  dagger's  point. 

jtar.  Zounds,  ye  whore !  is  black  so  base  a  hue  ? — 
Sweet  blowse,  yoo  are  a  beauteous  blossom,  sure. 

Dent.  Villain,  what  hast  thou  done  t 

Jar,  That  which  thou  canst  not  undo. 

Chi.  Thou  hast  undone  our  mother. 

Aar.  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  mother. 

Dem.  And  herein,  hellish  d<^,  thou  hast  undone. 
Woe  to  her  chanee,  and  damn'd  her  loathdd  choice ! 
Accnrs'd  the  offipring  of  so  foul  a  fiend  1 

CU.  It  shall  not  live. 

Aar.  It  shall  not  die. 

Nur.  Aaron,  it  mtist ;  the  mother  wills  it  so. 

Aar.  What,  must  it,  nurse  ?  then  let  no  man  but  I 
Do  execution  on  my  flesh  and  blood. 

Dem,  I'll  broach  the  tadpole  on  my  rapier's  point : — 
Kurse,  give  it  me ;  my  sword  shall  soon  dispatch  it, 

Aar.  Sooner  this  sword  shall  plough  thy  bowels  up. 

\Taket  the  Child  from  the  Nurie,  and 
drawt. 
Stay,  murderous  villains !  will  you  kill  your  brother  f 
Xow,  by  the  bumii^  tapers  of  the  sky. 
That  shone  so  brightly  when  this  hoy  was  got, 
He  dies  upon  my  scimitar's  sharp  point 
That  touches  this  my  first-bom  son  and  heir ! 
I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enceladus, 
With  all  his  threatening  band  of  Typhon's  brood. 
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Nor  great  Alcides,  nor  the  god  of  wu, 

Shall  seize  this  prey  out  of  tuB  fathet's  hands. 

What,  what,  ye  sanguiiie,  shallow-hearted  bojs! 

Ye  white-lim'd  -walls  I  ye  alehouse  painted  signs  1 

Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue. 

In  that  it  scorns  to  bear  another  hue ; 

For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 

Can  never  turn  the  swan's  black  legs  to  white. 

Although  she  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood. 

Tell'the  empress  from  me,  I  am  of  age 

To  keep  mine  own,— excuse  it  how  she  can. 

De^.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  mistress  thus? 

Aar.  My  mistress  is  my  mistress ;  this,  myself,— 
The  vigour  and  the  picture  of  my  youth ; 
This  before  all  the  world  do  I  prefer ; 
This  maugre  all  the  world  will  I  keep  safe, 
Or  some  of  you  shall  smoke  for  it  in  Rom«. 

Dem.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  sham'd. 

Chi.  Rome  will  despise  her  for  this  foul  escape. 

Nw.  The  emperor,  in  his  rage,  will  doom  her  death. 

Chi,  I  blush  to  think  upon  this  ignomy. 

Aar,  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bears  i 
Fie,  treacherous  hue,  that  will  betray  with  blushing 
The  dose  enacts  and  counsels  of  the  heart! 
Here's  a  youi^  lad  fram'd  of  another  leer : 
Look,  how  the  black  slave  smiles  upon  the  father, 
As  who  should  say,  "  Old  lad,  I  am  thine  own." 
He  is  your  brother,  lords ;  sensibly  fed 
Of  that  self-blood  that  first  gave  life  to  yon ; 
And  from  that  womb  wfaere  you  imprison'd  were 
He  is  enfranchised  and  come  to  light : 
May,  he  is  your  brother  by  the  surer  side. 
Although  my  seal  be  stamped  in  his  face. 

Nur,  Aaron,  what  shall  I  say  unto  the  empress  f 

Dem.  Advise  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done, 
And  we  will  all  subscribe  to  thy  advice : 
Save  thou  the  child,  so  we  may  all  be  safe. 

Aar.  Then  sit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  consult. 
My  son  and  I  will  have  ihe  wind  of  you : 
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Keep  there :  now  talk  at  pleasure  of  your  safety. 

[?%cy  tit. 

Dem.  How  many  women  saw  this  child  of  his  ? 

jfar.  Why,  so,  hrave  lords !  when  we  (")  join  in  league, 
I  am  a  Iamb :  hut  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lioness. 
The  ocean  swells  not  so  as  Aaron  storms. — 
Bnt  say,  again,  how  many  saw  the  child  I 

2fur.   Cornelia  the  midwife  and  myself; 
And  no  one  else  but  the  deliver'd  empress. 

^ar.   The  empress,  the  midwife,  and  yourself: — 
Two  may  keep  counsel  when  the  third's  away : — 
Go  to  the  empress,  telt  her  this  I  said : — 

[He  ttabt  her,  and  the  diet. 
Weke,  weke  I — so  cries  a  pig  prepar'd  to  the  spit. 

Sem.  What  mean'st  thou,  Aaron!  wherefore  didst  thou 
thisf 

^ar.  O  Lord,  sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy  : 
Shall  she  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours, — 
A  long-tongu'd  babbling  gossip  ?  no,  lords,  no : 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent. 
Not  far,  one  Muliteus,('')  my  countryman. 
His  wife  but  yesternight  was  brought  to  bed ; 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are : 
Go  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold. 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumstance  of  all ; 
And  bow  by  this  their  child  shall  be  advanc'd, 
And  be  received  for  the  emperor's  heir, 
And  substituted  in  the  place  of  mine, 
To  calm  this  tempest  whirling  in  the  court ; 
And  let  the  emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye,  lords ;  ye  see  I  have  given  her  physic, 

[Pointing  to  the  Nftrte. 
And  you  must  needs  bestow  her  funeral ; 
Tlie  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms : 
This  done,  see  that  you  take  no  longer  days, 
But  send  the  midwife  presently  to  me. 
The  midwife  and  the  nurse  well  made  away, 
Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  pleaae. 
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Chi.  Aaron,  I  see  thou  wilt  not  trust  the  air 
With  secrets. 

Dem.         For  this  care  of  Tamora, 
Herself  and  hers  are  highly  bound  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Chi.  hearing  off  the  dead  Nurte. 

Aar,  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  swift  as  swallow  flies ; 
There  to  dispose  this  treasure  in  mine  arms. 
And  secretly  to  greet  the  empress'  friends. — 
Come  OD,  you  thick-lipp'd  slave,  I'll  bear  you  hence ; 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  shifts : 
III  make  you  feed  on  berries  and  on  roots. 
And  feedC)  on  curds  and  whey,  and  suck  the  goat, 
And  cabin  in  a  cave ;  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp,  [£xtf. 


Scene  III.     The  tame,    A  public  place. 

Enter  Titus,  hearing  a/rrowt  untk  letters  at  the  ende  <^  tAmn ;  \mlh 
Aim,  Uascdb,  yfAmg  Lccius,  aatd  other  Qeutlemen,  with  hou>», 
lit.  Come,  Marcus,  come : — kinsmen,  this  is  the  way. — 
Sir  boy,(™)  let  me  see  your  archery ; 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  straight. — 
Terrat  Attraa  reUquit : 

Be  you  remember'd,  Marcus,  she's  gone,  she's  fled. — 
Sirs,  take  you  to  your  tools. — You,  cousins,  shall 
Go  sound  the  ocean,  and  cast  your  nets; 
Happilyf")  you  may  catch  her  in  the  sea; 
Yet  there's  as  little  justice  as  at  land : — 
No ;  Puhlius  and  Sempronius,  you  must  do  it; 
'Tis  you  must  dig  with  mattock  and  with  q>ade. 
And  pierce  the  inmost  centre  of  the  earth : 
Then,  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  r^on, 
I  pray  you,  deliver  him  this  petition ; 
Tell  him,  it  is  for  justice  and  for  aid. 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus, 
Shaken  with  sorrows  in  ungrateful  Home. — 
Ah,  Rome! — Well,  well ;  I  made  thee  miserable 
What  time  I  threw  the  people's  sufliagea 
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On  him  that  thas  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me. — 
60i  get  70a  gone ;  and  pray  be  careful  all, 
And  leave  you  not  a  man-of-war  unsearcb'd : 
This  wicked  emperor  may  have  shipp'd  her  hence ; 
And,  kmsmen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  justice. 

Marc.  O  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  cose. 
To  see  thy  noble  ancle  tbns  distract  ? 

Pub.  Therefore,  my  Iord,(^  it  highly  us  concerns 
By  day  and  night  to  attend  him  carefully. 
And  feed  bis  humour  kindly  as  we  may, 
■fill  time  beget  some  careful  remedy. 

Marc.  Kinsmen,  his  sorrows  are  past  remedy. 
J<Hn  with  the  Gotbs ;  and  witli  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude. 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

7U.  Poblins,  bow  now !  how  now,  my  masters ! 
What,  have  you  met  with  her  t 

Pub.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but  Pluto  sends  you  word. 
If  you  will  have  Revenge  &ora  hell,  you  shall ; 
Marry,  for  Justice,  she  is  so  employ'd. 
He  thinks,  with  Jove  in  heaven,  or  somewhere  else. 
So  that  perforce  you  must  needs  stay  a  time. 

Tit.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  with  delays. 
Ill  dive  into  the  burning  lake  below. 
And  poll  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels. — 
Marcns,  we  are  but  shrubs,  no  cedars  we. 
No  big-bon'd  men  fram'd  of  the  Cyclops'  size ; 
Bnt  metal,  Marcus,  steel  to  the  very  back. 
Yet  vrrung  with  wrongs  more  than  our  backs  can  bear : 
And,  sith  there's  no  justice  in  earth  nor  hell, 
We  will  solicit  heaven,  and  move  the  gods 
To  send  down  Justice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs. — 
Come,  to  this  gear. — Yon  are  a  good  archer,  Marcus ; 

[/Tb  givei  them  the  arrow*. 
Ad  Jovem,  that's  for  you : — ^here,  ctd  ApoUinem : — 
Ad  Martem,  that's  for  myself : — 
Here,  boy,  to  Pallas : — here,  to  Mercury : — 
To  Saturn,  Caius,(^  not  to  Saturnine ; 
Yon  were  as  good  to  shoot  against  the  wind. — 
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To  it,  boy. — Marcus,  loose  when  I  bid. — 
Of  my  word,  I  have  written  to  eflfect ; 
There's  not  a  god  left  unsolicited. 

Marc.  Kinsmen,  shoot  all  youi  shafts  into  the  court : 
We  will  afflict  the  emperor  in  his  pride. 

Til.    Now,  masters,  draw.    [They  ihoot-l    O,  well  said, 
Lucius ! 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo's  lap ;  give  it  Pallas. 

Marc.  My  lord,  I  aim  a  mile  beyond  the  moon ; 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

nt.  Ha,  ha! 
Publius,  Publius,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 
See,  see,  thou  hast  ahot  off  one  of  Taurus'  boms. 

Marc.  This  was  the  sport,  my  lord :  when  Publius  shot. 
The  Bull,  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  such  a  knock 
That  down  fell  both  the  Ram's  horns  in  the  court ; 
And  who  should  find  them  but  the  empress'  villain  ? 
She  laugh'd,  and  told  the  Moor  he  should  not  choose 
But  give  them  to  his  master  for  a  present. 

Tit.  Why,  there  it  goes :  God  give  hia  lordship  joy ! 

Entmr  a  Clown,  with  a  batket,  and  two  pigeons  in  it. 
News,  news  from  heaven !  Marcus,  the  post  is  come. — 
Sirrah,  what  tidings  ?  have  you  any  letters  ? 
Shall  I  have  justice  ?  what  says  Jupiter  ? 

Clo,  Ho,  the  gibbet-maker  ?  he  says  that  he  hath  taken 
them  down  again,  for  the  man  must  not  be  hanged  till  the 
next  week. 

Tit.  But  what  says  Jupiter,  I  ask  thee  t 

Clo.  Alas,  sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter ;  I  never  drank  with 
him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  of  my  pigeons,  sir ;  nothing  else. 

Tit.  Why,  didst  thou  not  come  from  heaven  ? 

Clo.  From  heaven!  alas,  sir,  I  never  came  there:  God 
forbid  I  should  be  so  bold  to  press  to  heaven  in  my  young 
days.  Why,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons  to  the  tribunal 
plebs,  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  betwixt  my  uncle  and 
one  of  the  emperial's  men. 
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Marc.  Why,  sir,  ^t  is  as  fit  w  ean  be  to  serve  for  your  on- 
tion;  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  the  empeior  from  you. 

Tit.  Tell  me,  can  ;ou  delim  an  oration  to  the  emperor 
irith  a  grace! 

Clo.  Nay,  truly,  sir,  I  could  never  say  grace  in  all  my  lif«. 

TU.  Sirrah,  come  hither :  make  no  more  ado, 
Bnt  give  your  pigeons  to  the  emperor : 
By  me  thon  shalt  have  justice  at  his  hands. 
Hold,  hold ;  meanwhile  here's  money  for  thy  chixgca.-^ 
Give  me  pen  and  ink. — 
Sinah,  can  you  vith  a  grace  deliver  a  supplicatitHi  t 

Clo,  Ay,  sir. 

l%t.  Then  here  is  a  supplication  for  you.  And  when  yov 
conte  to  him,  at  the  first  a{q>roBch  you  must  kneel ;  then  kisi 
bis  foot;  tbrai  deliver  up  your  pigeons;  and  then  loc^  for 
your  reward.     Ill  he  at  hand,  sir ;  see  you  do  it  bravdy. 

Cio.  I  warrant  you,  sir,  let  me  alone;. 

l%t.  Sizrah,  hast  thou  a  knife  ?  come,  let  me  aee  iu— 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration ; 
For  thou  hast  made  it  like  an  humble  suppliant: — 
And  when  thou  hast  given  it  the  emperor. 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  says. 

Ch.  God  be  widi  you,  nr ;  I  will. 

7U.  Come,  Marcos,  let  us  go. — Fublius,  follow  me. 

[BmeimL 

ScBHB  IV.     The  game.    B^im  fht  pahee. 

EtiUr  Satubhuub,  Takoha,  DsMrrHius,  Chikon,  Lords,  and 
otAen  ;  Satuksuub  toilA  At  artviM  in  hit  hand  that  TiTUS  *Ao(. 
Sat,  "Why,  lords,  what  wrongs  are  these  I  was  ever  seen 
An  emperor  in  Rome  thus  overborne. 
Troubled,  confironted  thus ;  and,  for  the  extent 
Of  egal  justice,  u^d  in  such  contempt  I 
My  lords,  you  koow,  as  do  the  mightful  gods,C*) 
However  these  disturbers  of  our  peace 
Buzz  in  the  people's  ears,  there  naught  hath  pass'd. 
But  even  with  law,  against  the  wilful  sons 
Of  old  Andronicus.    And  what  an  if 
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His  sorrows  have  bo  orerwhelin'd  his  wits, — 
Sludl  we  be  thus  afflicted  in  hb  wreaks,C) 
His  fits,  his  frenzy,  and  his  bitterness  ? 
And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redress : 
See,  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury ; 
This  to  Apollo ;  this  to  the  god  of  war ; — 
Sweet  scrolls  to  fly  about  the  streets  of  Rome  * 
What's  this  but  libelling  against  the  senate, 
And  blazoning  our  injustice  ever;  where  i 
A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  lords  7 
As  who  would  say,  in  Rome  no  justice  were. 
But  if  I  live,  his  feigned  ecstasies 
Shall  be  no  shelter  to  these  outrages : 
But  he  and  his  shall  know  that  justice  lives 
in  Saturninus'  health ;  whom,  if  sheC*)  sleep. 
Hell  so  awake,  as  she  in  fury  shall 
Cut  off  die  proud'st  conspirator  that  lives. 

Tarn.  My  gracious  lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thoughts, 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age, 
The  effects  of  sorrow  for  his  valiant  sons, 
Whose  loss  hath  pierc'd  him  deep  and  scarr'd  his  heart ; 
And  rather  comfort  his  distressed  plight 
Than  prosecute  the  meanest  or  the  b«it 

J'or  these  contempts. — Why,  thus  it  shall  become        [Atide, 
High-witted  Tamora  to  gloze  with  all : 
But,  Titus,  I  have  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick. 
Thy  life-blood  out :  (^  if  Aaxon  now  be  wise. 
Then  is  all  safe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port. — 

£tUer  Clown. 
How  now,  good  fellow  1  wouldst  thou  speak  with  iu  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  forsooth,  an  your  mistership  be  emperial. 

Tom.  Empress  I  am,  but  yonder  sits  the  emperor. 

Clo.  'Tis  he. — God  and  Saint  Stephen  give  you  good 
den:  I  hare  brought  you  a  letter  and  a  couple  of  pigeon* 
here.  [Satuminut  readi  the  letter. 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  presently. 

Ch.  How  much  money  must  I  have  i 
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Ton.  Come,  Nirah,  jou  must  be  hanged. 

Cto.  Hanged  1  by'r  lady,  then  I  have  brought  up  a  neck 
to  a  fair  end.  [-£»''>  guarded. 

Sat.  Despiteiul  and  intolerable  wrongs  1 
Shall  I  endure  this  monstrous  Ttllan;  7 
I  know  from  whence  this  same  device  proceeds : 
Maj  this  be  home,— as  if  his  traitorous  sons. 
That  died  by  law  for  murder  of  our  brother, 
Have  by  my  means  been  butcher'd  wrongfully  i — 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair ; 
Not  age  nor  honour  shall  shape  privil^e : — 
For  this  proud  mock  111  be  thy  slaughter-man ; 
Sly  &antic  wretch,  that  holp'st  to  make  me  great. 
In  hope  thyself  should  govern  Rome  and  me. 

£nler  jEkujub. 
What  nevrs  with  thee,  ^milius  7 

^mii.  Arm,  my  lord,^) — Rome  never  had  more  cause  1 
The  Gotha  have  gather'd  bead  j  and  with  a  power 
Of  high-resolved  men,  bent  to  tiie  spoil. 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  conduct 
Of  Lucius,  son  to  old  Andronicus ; 
Who  threats,  in  course  of  this  revenge,  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat.  Is  wariike  Lucius  general  of  the  Qoths  i 
These  tidings  nip  me ;  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowera  vrith  frost,  or  grass  beat  dovm  with  storms : 
Ay,  now  b^in  our  sorrows  to  approach ; 
*T1s  be  the  conunon  people  love  so  much ; 
Myself  hath  often  heard  (")  them  say 
(When  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man) 
That  Ladus'  banishment  was  wrongfully. 
And  they  have  wish'd  that  Lucius  were  their  emperor. 

Tarn.  Why  should  you  fear  ?  is  not  your  city  strong  f 

Sat.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius, 
And  will  revolt  from  me  to  succour  him. 

Tarn,  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious,  like  thy  name. 
Is  tke  sun  dinmi'd,  that  gnats  do  fly  in  it  ? 
The  eagle  suffers  little  birds  to  sing. 
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And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby, 
Knowing  that  with  the  shadow  of  his  wiag(^ 

He  can  at  pleasure  stint  theii  melody : 
£ven  so  mayst  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  spirit :  for  know,  thou  emperor, 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andronicus 
With  words  more  sweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous, 
Than  halts  to  fish,  or  honey-stalka  to  sheep ; 
'Whenas  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  but, 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  feed. 

Sat.  But  be  will  not  entreat  his  aoa  for  us. 

T<an.  If  Tamora  entreat  him,  then  he  will: 
For  I  can  smooth,  and  fill  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promises ;  that,  were  his  heart 
Almost  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf. 
Yet  should  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue. — 
Go  thou  before,  be  our  ambassador :  ^')  [To  JEmUim. 

Say  that  the  emperor  requests  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meetii^ 
£Ten  at  his  father's  house,  the  old  Andronicus. 

Sat.  ^milius,  do  this  message  honourably: 
And  if  he  stand  on(^  hostage  for  his  safe^, 
Sid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  please  him  best. 

jEmil.  Your  bidding  shall  Z  do  effectually.  [Saii, 

Tarn.  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus, 
And  temper  him  with  all  the  art  I  have, 
To  pluck  proud  Ludua  from  the  warlike  Gotha. 
And  now,  sweet  emperor,  be  blithe  again. 
And  bury  all  thy  feai  in  my  devices. 

Sat.  Then  go  8acce8santly,(^)  and  plead  to  him.  {JBrnmitL 


ACT  V. 

ScENB  I.     Plaint  near  Some. 
Hitler  LuciTis  and  Qoths,  with  dmm  and  colour*. 
Jmc.  Approved  warriors,  and  my  faithful  friendji, 
I  have  receiT^d  letters  from  greet  Rome, 
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Which  signify  what  hate  they  bear  their  emperor, 
And  how  deutoos  of  our  sight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  lords,  be,  as  your  titles  witness, 
Imperious,  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs ; 
And  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  scath, 
Let  him  make  treble  satisfaction. 

Pint  Goth.  Brave  slip,  spruog  from  the  great  Andronicus, 
Whose  name  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  comfort ; 
Whose  high  exploits  and  honourable  deeds 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt. 
Be  bold  in  \u :  well  follow  where  thou  lead'st, — 
Like  stinging  bees  in  hottest  summer's  day, 
Led  by  their  master  to  the  flowered  fields, — 
And  be  aveng'd  on  cursed  Tamora. 

(Jo/A*.(**)  And  as  he  saith,  so  say  we  all  vrith  him. 

Luc.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  all. — 
But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  lusty  Ooth  t 

JEnter  a  Oeth,  Uading  A&xoh  v»ih  his  Child  in  hU  armt- 
Sec.  Goth.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  oui  troops  I  stray'd 
To  gaxe  upon  a  ruinous  monastery ; 
And,  as  I  earnestly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wasted  building,  suddenly 
I  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall. 
I  made  uuto  the  noise;  when  soon  I  heard 
The  crying  babe  controll'd  with  this  discourse : — 
"  Peace,  tawny  glare,  half  me  and  half  thy  dam ! 
Did  not  thy  hue  bewray  whose  brat  thou  art. 
Had  nature  lent  thee  bnt  thy  mother's  look, 
Yillain,  thou  mightst  hare  been  an  emperor; 
Bat  where  the  bull  and  cow  are  both  milk-white. 
They  never  do  beget  a  coal-black  calf. 
Peace,  villain,  peace !" — even  thus  he  rates  the  babe, — 
"  For  I  must  bear  thee  to  a  trusty  Goth ; 
Who,  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  empress'  babe, 
WUl  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  mother's  sake." 
With  this,  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rush'd  upon  him, 
Surpris'd  him  suddenly ;  and  brought  him  hither, 
To  use  as  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 
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Luc,  O  worthy  Goth,  this  is  the  incarnate  devil 
That  robb'd  Andronicus  of  his  good  hand ; 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleas'd  your  empiess'  eye ; 
And  here's  the  base  fruit  of  his  burning  lust. — 
Say,  wall-ey'd  slave,  whither  wouldst  thou  convey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend-like  face  ? 
Why  dort  not  speak  ?  what,  deaf  ?  notaword? — (") 
A  halter,  soldiers  ]  hang  him  on  this  tree. 
And  by  his  side  his  fruit  of  baatardy. 

Aar,  Touch  not  the  boy, — ^he  ia  of  royal  blood, 

Luc,  Too  like  the  aire  for  ever  being  good.^ 
First  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  see  it  sprawl, — 
A  Mght  to  vex  the  father's  aoul  withal.i— 
Get  me  a  ladder.^ 

[j/  ladder  brought,  which  Jaron  it  made  to  atcend, 

Aar,  Lucius,  save  the  child. 

And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  empress. 
If  thou  do  this,  I'll  show  thee  wondrous  things, 
That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  bear : 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 
I'll  apeak  no  more  but — vengeance  rot  you  all ! 

Imc.  Say  on :  an  if  it  please  me  wldch  thou  speak'st. 
Thy  child  shall  live,  and  I  will  see  it  nourish'd. 

Aar,  An  if  it  please  thee !  why,  assiue  thee,  Lucius, 
'Twill  vex  thy  soul  to  hear  what  I  shall  speak ; 
For  I  must  talk  of  murders,  rapes,  and  massacres. 
Acts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds, 
Complots  of  mischief,  treason,  villanies 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteously  perform'd : 
And  this  shall  all  be  buried  by  my  death. 
Unless  thou  swear  to  me  my  child  shall  live. 

Luc.  Tell  on  thy  mind ;  I  say  thy  child  shall  live. 

Aar,  Swear  that  he  shall,  and  then  I  will  begin. 

Luc.  Who  should  I  swear  by  X  thou  believ'st  no  god: 
That  granted,  how  canst  thou  believe  an  oath  t 

Aar,  What  if  I  do  not  f  as,  indeed,  I  do  not ; 
Yet,  for  I  know  thou  art  religious. 
And  hast  a  thing  within  thee  called  conscience ; 
With  twenty  popish  tricks  and  ceremonies. 
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Which  I  have  seen  thee  careful  to  obgenre, 
Therefore  I  urge  thj  oath ;  for  that  I  know 
An  idiot  holds  hia  bauble  for  a  god. 
And  keeps  the  oath  which  by  that  god  he  swears, 
To  that  111  urge  him : — therefore  thou  shalt  tow 
B;  that  same  god,  what  god  soe'er  it  be. 
That  thou  ador'st  and  hast  in  reverence, — 
To  save  mj  boy,  to  nourish  and  bring  him  up ; 
Or  else  I  will  discover  nangbt  to  thee. 

Lue.  Even  by  my  god  I  swear  to  thee  I  will. 

^ar.  First  know  thou,  I  begot  him  on  the  empress. 

Luc.  O  meet  insatiate,  luzurioua  woman ! 

Aar.  Tut,  Lucius,  this  was  but  a  deed  of  charity 
To  that  which  thou  shalt  hear  of  me  anon. 
'Twas  her  two  sons  that  murder'd  Bassiaons; 
They  cut  thy  sister's  tongue,  and  ravish'd  her, 
And  cut  her  bands,  and  trinun'd  bet  as  thou  saw'st. 

Luc.  O  detestable  villain !  call'st  thou  that  trimming  ? 

jiar.  Why,  she  was  wssh'd,  and  cut,  and  trimm'd ;  and 
'twas 
Trim  sport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  it. 

Lac.  O  barbarous,  beastly  villains,  like  thyself  I 

Jar.  Indeed,  I  was  their  tutor  to  instruct  them : 
That  codding  spirit  had  they  firom  their  mother. 
As  sure  a  card  as  ever  won  the  set ; 
That  bloody  mind,  I  think,  they  leam'd  of  me. 
As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head.— 
Well,  let  my  deeds  be  witness  of  my  worth. 
I  train'd  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole. 
Where  the  dead  corpse  of  Bassianns  lay : 
I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found. 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mention'd. 
Confederate  with  the  queen  and  her  two  sons : 
And  what  not  done,  that  thou  hast  cause  to  rue. 
Wherein  I  had  no  stroke  of  mischief  in  it  ? 
I  play'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand ; 
And,  when  I  had  it,  drew  myself  apart. 
And  almost  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter; 
I  piy'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall 
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When,  for  his  hand,  he  had  his  two  sons'  heads ; 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  langh'd  so  heartily, 
That  both  mine  eyes  were  runy  like  to  his : 
And  when  I  told  the  empress  of  this  eport, 
She  swoon^d(^  almost  at  my  pleasing  tale, 
And  for  my  tidings  gave  me  twenty  kisses. 

Firtt  Goth.   What,  canst  thou  say  all  this,  and  nevei 
blush  t 

jiar.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  saying  is. 

Luc.  Art  thou  not  sony  for  these  heinous  deeds  t 

Aar.  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thousand  more. 
£ven  now  I  curse  the  day  (and  yet,  I  think. 
Few  come  wi^in  the  compass  of  my  curse) 
"Wherein  I  did  not  some  notorious  ill : 
As,  kill  a  man,  or  else  devise  his  death ; 
]Etavish  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it ; 
Accuse  some  innocent,  and  forswear  myself; 
Set  deadly  enmity  between  two  friends ; 
Make  poor  men's  cattle  break  their  necks ;  (*") 
Set  fire  on  bams  and  hay-stacks  in  the  night, 
And  bid  the  owners  quench  them  with  their  tears. 
Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  graves, 
And  set  them  upright  at  their  dear  friends'  doorSjC) 
Even  when  their  sorrows  almost  were  forgot ; 
And  on  their  skins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees. 
Have  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters, 
"  Let  not  your  sorrow  die,  though  I  am  dead." 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thousand  dreadful  things 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly ; 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed. 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thousand  more. 

Imc.  Bring  down  the  devil ;  for  he  must  not  die 
So  sweet  a  death  as  banging  presently. 

Aar.  If  there  be  devils,  would  I  were  a  devil. 
To  live  and  bum  in  everlasting  fire. 
So  I  might  have  your  company  in  hel). 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue ! 

Lac.  Sirs,  stop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  speak  no  mote. 
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£nier  a  Ooth. 
2^ird  Goth,  M;  lord,  there  ia  a  messenger  from  Rcnne 
Desires  to  be  admitted  to  your  presence. 
Imc.  Let  him  come  near. 

Welcome,  ^mUiiu ;  what's  the  news  from  Rome  i 
^aui.  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the  Gotba, 

The  Roman  emperor  greets  70a  all  by  me ; 

And,  for  lie  nnderstanda  70U  are  in  anus, 

He  craves  a  parley  at  your  fatliet'a  bouse, 

"Willing  you  to  demand  your  hostages, 

And  they  shall  be  immediately  deilTer'd. 
Firtt  Goth.  What  says  oar  general  t 
Lac,  Emilias,  let  the  emperor  give  his  pledget 

Unto  my  father  and  my  uncle  Marcus, 

And  we  will  come.— March  away.  [Exetmt. 


ScBME  II.     Some.   Befort  Titus's  hotue> 
fnto-  Tahora,  DmaerKnis,  and  Cmsoir,  diagumd. 
Tarn.  Thus,  in  this  strange  and  sad  habiliment, 
I  mil  encounter  with  Andronicus, 
And  say  I  am  Revenge,  sent  from  below 
To  join  with  him  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs. 
Knock  at  his  study,  where,  they  say,  he  keeps, 
To  ruminate  strange  plots  of  dire  revenge ; 
Tell  him  Revenge  ia  come  to  join  with  him. 
And  w<»k  confusion  on  bis  enemies.  \They  knock. 

Enter  TrtUB,  above^ 
7U,  Who  dotb  molest  my  contemplation  ? 
Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  door, 
That  so  my  sad  decrees  may  fly  away, 
And  all  my  study  be  to  no  effect  ? 
Ton  are  deceiv'd :  for  what  I  mean  to  do 
See  here  in  bloody  lines  I  have  set  down ; 
And  what  is  written  shall  be  executed. 
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Tarn.  Titua,  I  am  come  to  talk  witb  the«,(») 

7^t.  No,  not  a  word :  how  can  I  grace  my  talk, 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  action  f 
TfaoD  hast  the  odds  of  me ;'  therefore  no  more. 

Tarn.  If  thoQ  didst  know  me,  thou  wouldat  talk  with  me. 

Tit.  I  am  not  mad ;  I  know  thee  well  enough : 
Witness  this  wretched  stump,  witness  these  crimson  lines ; 
Witness  these  trenches  made  by  grief  and  care ; 
Witness  the  tiring  day  and  heavy  night ; 
Witness  all  sorrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  empress,  mighty  Tamora : 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand  t 

TVun,  Know,  thou  sad  man,  I  am  not  Tamora; 
She  ia  thy  enemy,  and  I  thy  friend : 
I  am  Revenge ;  sent  &om  the  infernal  kingdom, 
To  ease  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind, 
By  working  wreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foea. 
Come  down,  and  welcome  me  to  this  world's  light ; 
Confer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death : 
There's  not  a  hollow  cave  or  lurking-place, 
No  vast  obscurity  or  misty  vale, 
Where  bloody  murder  or  detested  rape 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out ; 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  oame,^ 
Revenge, — which  makes  the  foul  ofienders  quake. 

Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge  ?  and  art  thou  sent  to  me, 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies  ? 

Tarn.  I  am ;  therefore  come  down,  and  welcome  me. 

Tit.  Do  me  some  service,  ere  I  come  to  thee. 
Lo,  by  thy  side  where  Rape  and  Murder  stands ; 
Now  ^ve  some  surance  that  thou  art  Revenge, — 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot-wheels ; 
And  then  111  come  and  be  thy  waggoner. 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  gIobe.(^) 
Provide  thee  two  proper  pal&eys,  black  as  jet,(W) 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  swift  away, 
And  find  out  murderers  in  their  guilty  caves :  (**) 
And  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  will  dismount,  and  by  the  waggon-wheel 
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Trot,  like  a  servile  footman,  all  day  long, 
Even  from  Hyperion's(")  rising  in  the  east 
Until  bis  very  downfall  in  the  sea : 
And  day  by  day  I'll  do  this  heavy  last. 
So  thou  destroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tom,  Tbese  are  my  ministers,  and  come  nith  me. 

31*.  Are  theseC)  thy  ministers?  what  are  they  call'd? 

Tom.  Rapine  and  Murder ;  therefore  called  so, 
'Cause  they  tate  vengeance  of  such  kind  of  men. 

Tit.  Good  Lord,  how  like  the  empress'  sons  they  are! 
And  you,  the  empress  I  but  we  worldly  men 
Have  miserable,  mad,  mistaking  eyes. 

0  sweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee ; 
And,  if  one  arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by.  [Exit  above. 

Tarn.  This  closing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy : 
^HThate'er  I  forge  to  feed  his  brain-sick  fits, 
Do  you  uphold  and  maintain  in  your  speeches. 
For  now  be  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge ; 
And,  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
I'll  make  him  send  for  Lucius  his  son; 
And,  whilst  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  sure, 
1*11  find  some  cunning  practice  out  of  hand, 
To  scatter  and  disperse  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  at  the  least,  make  them  his  enemies.— 
See,  here  he  comes,  and  I  must  ply  my  theme. 

Enter  Titus  bdow. 
Tit.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee: 
Welcome,  dread  Fury,  to  my  woful  house : — 
Rapine  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too : — 
How  like  the  empress  and  her  sons  you  are ! 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor ; — 
Could  not  all  hell  afi'ord  you  such  a  devil  ? — 
For  well  I  wot  the  empress  never  wags 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor ; 
And,  would  you  represent  our  queen  aright. 
It  were  convenient  you  had  such  a  devil : 
But  welcome,  as  you  are.     What  shall  we  do  ? 
VOL.  T.  F 
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Tam.  What  wouldst  thou  have  us  do,  Androoicus  ? 

Dem.  Show  me  a  murderer,  I'll  deal  with  him. 

Chi,  Show  tne  a  villaio  that  hath  done  a  rape. 
And  I  em  sent  to  he  reveng'd  on  him. 

Tam.  Show  me  a  thousand  that  have  done  thee  wrong. 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

I^.  Look  round  ahout  the  wicked  streets  of  Rome ; 
And  when  thou  find'st  a  man  that's  lilce  thyself, 
Good  Murder,  stab  him ;  he's  a  murderer. — 

00  thou  with  him ;  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee. 
Good  Rapine,  stab  him;  he's  a  ravisher. — 

Go  thou  with  (hem ;  and  in  the  emperor's  court 
There  is  a  queen,  attended  hy  a  Moor; 
Well  mayst  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion, 
For  up  and  down  she  doth  resemble  thee : 

1  pray  thee,  do  on  them  some  nolwt  death ; 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine, 

Tatn.  Well  hast  thou  lesson'd  us ;  this  shall  we  do. 
But  would  it  please  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  send  for  Lucius,  thy  thiice- valiant  son. 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  band  of  warlike  Goths, 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  house ; 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  solemn  feast, 
I  will  bring  in  the  empress  and  her  sons, 
The  emperor  himself,  and  all  thy  foes; 
And  at  thy  mercy  shall  they  stoop  and  kneel. 
And  on  them  shalt  thou  ease  thy  angry  heart. 
What  says  Andronicus  to  this  device  ? 

Tit.  Marcus,  my  brother !  'tis  sad  Titus  calls. 

EfUer  Mabcus. 
Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  tfay  nephew  Lucius ; 
Thou  shalt  inquire  him  out  among  the  Goths : 
Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefest  princes  of  the  Goths ; 
Bid  him  encamp  his  soldiers  where  they  are : 
Tell  him  the  emperor  and  Uie  empress  too 
Feast  at  my  house,  and  he  shall  feast  vrith  them. 
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This  do  &.aa  fw  my  lore ;  and  so  let  idm, 
A3  he  regards  his  aged  father's  life. 

Marc.  This  will  I  do,  and  soon  return  again,  [£xit. 

Tarn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  th;  business. 
And  take  mj  ministers  along  with  me. 

Tit.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  stay  with  me ; 
Or  else  I'll  call  my  brother  back  again. 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tam.  What  say  you,  b<^  7  will  you  bide  with  him,(^} 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  lord  the  emperor 
How  I  have  gorem'd  our  determin'd  jest  ? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  smooth  and  speak  him  fair, 
And  tarry  with  him  till  I  turn  again,  [Atide  to  ikem. 

21t.  I  know  them  all,  though  they  suppose  me  mad ; 
And  will  o'er-reach  them  in  their  own  devices, — 
A  pair  of  cursed  hell-hounds  and  their  dam.  [Atide. 

Dem.  Madam,  depart  at  pleasure ;  leave  us  here. 

Tarn.  Farewell,  Andronicua :  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes. 

T^t.  I  know  thou  dost ;  and,  sweet  Revenge,  farewell. 

[ExU  Tamora. 

Cki.  Tell  us,  old  man,  how  shall  we  be  employ'd  7 

7%t.  Tut,  I  have  work  eaou^  for  you  to  do. — 
Pablius,  come  hither,  Caiua,  and  ValenUne  1 

Enter  VvBUva  and  oUtort. 

Pub.  What  is  your  will  ? 

2U.  Enow  you  these  two  ? 

Pub.  The  empress'  sons, 
I  take  them,  Chiron  and  (^}  Demetrius. 

7tt.  Fie,  Publius,  fie  1  thou  art  too  much  deceiv'd, — 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name; 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius : — 
Caius  and  Valentine,  lay  bands  on  them ; — 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wish  for  such  an  hour. 
And  now  I  find  it ;  therefore  bind  them  sure; 
And  stop  their  mouths,  if  they  begin  to  cry.  [Exit. 

[PubHut,  ^c.  lay  hold  on  Chiron  and  Demetrita, 

Chi.  Villains,  forbear !  we  are  the  empress'  sons. 
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Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  oomnunded. — 
Stop  dose  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  a  word. 
Is  he  sure  bound  f  look  that  you  bind  ^em  fast. 

S6-mUt  TrrvB,  toitA  La.vinu;  he  bearing  a  kni/e,  and  tKa  a 

TU,  Come,  come,  Lavinia ;  look,  thy  foes  are  bound. — 
Sira,  stop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  to  me ; 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter, — 
O  Tillains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius! 

Here  stands  the  spring  whom  you  have  stun'd  with  mud; 
This  goodly  summer  with  your  winter  mix'd. 
Yon  kill'd  her  husbaud ;  and,  for  that  vile  &ult, 
Two  of  her  brothers  were  condemn'd  to  death. 
My  hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  jest; 
Both  her  sweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and  that  more  dear 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  spotless  chastity. 
Inhuman  baitors,  you  constrain'd  and  forc'd. 
What  would  you  say,  if  I  should  let  you  speak  ? 
ViUiuns,  for  shame  you  could  not  beg  for  grace. 
Hark,  wretches  1  how  I  mean  to  mar^  you. 
This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats. 
Whilst  that  Lavinia  'tween  her  stumps  doth  hold 
The  basin  that  receives  your  guil^  blood. 
You  know  your  mother  means  to  feast  with  me. 
And  calls  herself  Revenge,  and  thiuks  me  mad : — ■ 
Hark,  Tillains !  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  dust, 
And  with  your  blood  and  it  I'll  make  a  paste; 
And  of  the  paste  a  coffin  I  will  rear. 
And  make  two  pasties  of  your  shameful  beads ; 
And  bid  that  strumpet,  your  unhallow'd  dam. 
Like  to  the  earth,  swallow  her  own  increase. 
This  is  the  feast  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 
And  this  the  banquet  she  shall  surfeit  on ; 
For  worse  than  Philomel  you  us'd  my  daughter, 
And  worse  than  Progne  I  will  be  reveng'd : 
And  now  prepare  your  throats. — Lavinia,  come, 

[He  cuU  their  throaU.(^ 
Beceive  the  blood:  and  when  that  they  are  dead. 
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Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  powdor  amall. 

And  with  this  hatefol  liquor  temper  it; 

And  in  that  paste  let  their  vile  heads  be  bah'd. 

Come,  come,  be  eyeij  one  officious 

To  make  this  banquet ;  which  I  wish  may  prove 

More  stem  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs'  feast. 

So,  now  bring  them  in,  for  111  play  the  cookyQ"") 

And  see  them  ready  'gunst  their  mother  cornea. 

[Exeunt,  bearing  the  dead  bodiee. 


ScBHS  III.     Oardenso/TiTvs'shouie.   A jMtmlum,  with 

tablet,  %c. 

-fiUsr  Luoius,  UUbcus,  and  Qoths,  m&  Aiaas  pritmm: 

Imc.  Uncle  Marcus,  since  it  is  my  father's  mind 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content. 

^it  Goth,    And  ouis  with  thine,  befall  what  fortune 
will. 

Lite.  QooA  uncle,  take  you  in  this  baibaious  Moor, 
This  taTenoQB  tiger,  this  accursed  deril ; 
Let  him  receive  no  sustenance,  fetter  him. 
Tin  he  be  brought  unto  the  empress'  face, 
For  testimony  of  her  foul  proceedings ; 
And  see  the  ambush  of  our  friends  be  strong ; 
I  fear  die  emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

Aar.  Some  devil  whisper  curses  in  mine  ear. 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth 
Hie  venomous  malice  of  my  swelling^eart  I 

Lue.  Away,  inhuman  dog  \  unhallow'd  slave ! — 
Sita,  help  our  hncle  to  convey  him  in. 

{Exeunt  Qotht,  with  Aaron.    Flourith  within. 
The  trumpets  show  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 

EtOer  BtavuBixm  and  Tahora.,  with  .^HiiJua,  Tribnne^ 

Senators,  and  cthen. 
Sat.  "What,  hath  the  firmament  more  suns  than  one  ? 
Luc.  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thyself  a  sun  ? 
Marc.  Rome's  emperor,  and  nephew,  break  the  parle ;. 
These  quairels  must  be  quietly  debated. 


itizecoy  Google 


ro  TtTUS  AKDRONICUa  [act  t. 

The  feast  is  read;,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordain'd  to  an  hoDourable  end, 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  ^od  to  Rome : 
Pleaae  you,  therefore,  draw  nigh,  and  take  your  places. 
Sat.  Marcus,  we  will. 

[Hautboi/t  tound.    The  Company  Ht  down  at  table, 

£nter  Tnus  dretaed  like  a  Cooh,  Lavutia  wUed,  youmg  Lucius, 
and  othert.     Titus  placet  lite  diahea  on  the  table. 

Til.  Welcome,  my  gracious  lord;  welcome,  dread  queen; 
Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths ;  welcome,  Lucius ; 
And  welcome,  all :  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
'Twill  fill  your  stomachs ;  please  you  eat  of  it. 

Sat,  Why  art  thou  thus  attii'd,  Andronicus  ? 

l%t.  Because  I  would  be  sure  to  hare  all  well. 
To  entertain  your  highness  and  your  empress. 

Tarn.  We  are  beholding  to  you,  £0od  Andronicus. 

Tit.  An  if  your  highness  knew  my  heart,  you  were. — 
My  lord  the  emperor,  resolve  me  this : 
Was  it  well  done  of  rash  Vii^inius 
To  slay  his  daughter  with  his  own  right  hand. 
Because  she  was  enforc'd,  staiu'd,  and  deflour'd ! 

Sat,  It  was,  Andronicus. 

Tit.  Your  reason,  mighty  lord  ? 

Sat.  Because  the  girl  should  not  suiriTe  her  shame, 
And  by  her  presence  still  renew  his  sorrows. 

T^t,  A  reason  mighty,  strong,  and  effectual ; 
A  pattern,  precedent,  aq(l  lively  warrant. 
For  me,  most  wretched,  to  perform  the  like : — 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  shame  with  thee;       [Killt  Lavinia. 
And,  with  thy  shame,  thy  father's  sorrow  die ! 

Sat.  What  hast  thou  done,  unnatural  and  unkind  f 

Z^.  Eill'd  her,  for  whom  my  tears  have  made  me  blind. 
I  am  as  woful  as  Vir^nius  was. 
And  have  a  thousand  times  more  cause  than  he 
To  do  this  outrage ; — and  it  is  now  done. 

Sat.  What,  was  she  ravish'd  ?  tell  who  did  the  deed. 

Tit.  Will  *t  please  you  eat  ?  wiU  't  please  your  highness 
feed; 
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Tarn.  Why  Iiast  thou  slain  thiae  only  daughter  thus  ?(■<") 

7^.  Not  I ;  'twas  ChiroD  and  Demetrius : 
They  tamh'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue ; 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 

Sat.  Go  fetch  them  hither  to  us  presently. 

lU.  Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that  pie ; 
W  hereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed, 
Eating  the  flesh  that  she  herself  hath  bred. 
"Via  true^  'tis  true ;  witness  my  knife's  sharp  point. 

[Kilh  Tamora. 

Sat.  Die,  frantic  wretch,  for  this  accursed  deed ! 

[KilU  Titut. 

Lttc,  Can  the  son's  eye  behold  his  father  bleed  ? 
There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed ! 

[KilU  Satuminus.  A  great  tumuli.  Lucius, 
Marcus,  and  their  Partitatu,  ascend  the 
steps  of  Tilus't  kouse. 

Mare.  You  sad-fac'd  men,  people  and  sons  of  Rome, 
By  uproar("")  scTer'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scatter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempestuous  gusts, 
O,  let  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  scatter'd  com  into  one  mutual  sheaf, 
These  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body ; 
Lest("")  Rome  herself  be  hane  unto  herself, 
And  she  whom  mighty  kingdoms  court'sy  to, 
Ijke  a  forlorn  and  desperate  castaway, 
Do  shameful  execution  on  herself. 
But  if  my  frosty  signs  and  chaps  of  f^, 
Grave  witnesses  of  true  experience, 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, — 
Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend  [to  Lueiusi :  as  erst  our  ancestor, 
When  with  his  solemn  tongue  he  did  discourse 
To  love-sick  Dido's  sad  attending  ear 
The  story  of  that  baleful  burning  night 
When  subtle  Greeks  aurpris'd  King  Priam's  Troy, — 
Tell  us  what  Sinon  hath  bewitch'd  our  ears, 
Or  who  bath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in 
That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome,  the  civil  wound, — 
My  heart  is  not  compact  of  flint  nor  steel ; 

TOL.  V. 
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Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief, 

But  floods  of  tears  Tvill  drown  my  oratory, 

And  break  mj  very  utterance,  even  in  the  time 

When  it  should  move  you  to  attend  me  moat, 

X/ending  your  kind  commiseration. 

Here  is  a  captun,  let  him  tell  the  tale ; 

Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  speak. 

Zuc.  Then,  noble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you, 
That  cursed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
Were  they  that  murdered  our  emperor's  brother; 
And  they  it  were  that  ravished  our  sister : 
For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded ; 
Our  Other's  tears  despis'd,  and  basely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  out, 
And  sent  her  enemies  unto  the  grave. 
Lastly,  mjrself  unkindly  banished. 
The  gates  shut  on  me,  and  tum'd  weeping  out. 
To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  «iemies ; 
Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears. 
And  op'd  their  arms  to  embrace  me  aa  a  friend ; 
And  I  am  the  tuni'd-forth,("^)  be  it  known  to  you. 
That  have  preserv'd  her  welfare  in  mj  blood ; 
And  from  her  bosom  took  the  enemy's  point. 
Sheathing  the  steel  in  my  adventurous  body. 
Alas,  you  know  I  am  no  vaunter,  I ; 
My  scars  can  witness,  dumb  although  they  ate, 
That  my  report  is  just  and  full  of  truth. 
But,  soft]  methinks  I  do  digress  too  much, 
Citing  my  worthless  praise :  O,  pardon  me ; 
For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praise  themsdves. 

Marc,  Now  is  my  turn  to  speak.     BehtM  diit  child,—- 

[Pointing  to  tke  CMd  in  the  anu  0/  Oft 
^ttendanti 
Of  this  was  Tamora  deliifered ; 
The  issue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  architect  and  plotter  of  these  woet : 
The  villain  is  alive  in  Tilus'  house, 
Damn'd(><'']  as  be  is,  to  witness  this  is  true. 
Now  judge  what  caused")  had  Titus  to  revenge 
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These  wrongs,  iinspeakable,  paM  patience, 

Or  more  thao  an;  living  man  could  bear. 

Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  say  you,  Romans  ? 

Have  we  done  aught  amiss, — show  us  wherein, 

And,  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now, 

The  poor  remainder  of  Andronici 

Will,  hand  in  hand,  all  headlong  cast  us  down, 

And  on  the  ragged  stones  beat  forth  our  brains. 

And  make  a  mutual  closure  of  our  house. 

Speak,  Romans,  apeak ;  and  if  you  say  we  shall, 

Lo,  buid  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

j^mil.  Come,  come,  thoH  reverend  man  of  Roae,(io') 
And  bring  our  emperor  gently  in  tfay  hand, 
Lucius  our  emperw ;  for  well  I  know 
The  common  voice  do  cry  it  shall  be  so.C**) 

Jtomant,  Lucius,  all  hail,  Rome's  royal  emperor! 

Jfarc  Qo,  go  into  c^d  Titua'  sorrowful  house, 

[7b  Altendantt,  who  go  into  tka  home. 
And  hither  hale  that  misbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudg'd  some  direful  slaughtering  death. 
As  punishment  ifx  fais  most  wicked  life. 

Lucnrs,  MLutciia,  ^.  detc^nd. 

Somant,  Lucius,  all  hail,  R<Hce's  gracious  govemot ! 

Lne,  Thanks,  gecUe  Romans :  may  I  gorem  ao. 
To  heal  Rome's  harms,  and  wipe  away  her  woe  i 
But,  geutle  people,  give  me  aim  awhile,— 
For  nature  puta  me  to  a  heavy  task ; — 
Stand  all  aloof; — bat,  ancle,  draw  you  near, 
To  shed  obsequious  tears  upon  this  trunk.— 
O,  take  this  warm  kiss  on  thy  pale  cold  lips,    [Kitting  Tittu. 
These  KiiTowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-stain'd  (""*)  face. 
The  hut  true  duties  of  thy  noble  soul 

Marc.  Tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kiss  fat  Idas, 
Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  tfay  lips : 
O,  were  the  sum  of  these  that  I  should  pay 
Countless  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them ! 

Lue.  Come  hither,  boy ;  c<Hne,  come,  and  leam  of  us 
To  melt  in  showen :  thy  grandsire  lov'd  thee  well : 
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Many  a  time  he  danc'd  thee  on  his  knee, 

Sung  thee  asleep,  hia  loving  breast  thy  pillow ; 

Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee, 

Meet  and  agreeing  with  thine  infancy  ; 

In  that  respect,  then,  like  a  loving  child, 

Shed  yet  some  small  drops  from  thy  tender  spring, 

Because  kind  nature  doth  require  it  so : 

Friends  should  associate  friends  in  grief  and  woe : 

Bid  him  farewell ;  commit  him  to  the  grave  ; 

Do  him  that  kindness,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy.  O  grandsire,  grandsire !  even  with  all  my  heart 
Would  I  were  dead,  so  you  did  live  again ! — 

0  Lord,  I  cannot  speak  to  him  for  weeping; 
My  tears  will  choke  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

Re-enter  Attendants  unih  Aabok. 

Firtt  iio«i.("*)  You  sad  Andronici,  have  done  with  woes: 
Give  sentence  on  this  execrable  wretch. 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  these  dire  events. 

Lac.  Set  him  breast-deep  in  eartli,  and  famish  him ; 
There  let  him  stand,  and  rave,  and  cry  for  food : 
If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
For  the  offence  he  dies.     This  is  our  doom : 
Some  stay  to  see  him  fasten'd  in  the  earth. 

jtar,  O,  why  should  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb  f 

1  am  no  baby,  I,  that  with  base  prayers 
I  should  repent  the  evils  I  have  done : 
Ten  thousand  worse  than  ever  yet  I  did 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will : 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 

I  do  ref>ent  it  from  my  very  soul. 

Imc.  Some  loving  friends  convey  the  emperor  hence, 
And  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave  -. 
My  father  and  Lavinia  shall  forthwith 
Be  closed  in  our  household's  monument. 
As  for  that  heinous  tiger,  Tamora, 
No  funeral  rite,  noi  man  in  mournful  weeds, 
No  mournful  bell  shall  ring  her  burial ; 
But  throw  her  forth  to  beasts  and  birds  of  prey  : 


U,y,l,.e..yGoOgle 


Ksmum  lu.]  imiS  ANDBONICUS.  Ji 

Her  life  was  beast-like,  and  devoid  of  pity ; 

And,  being  so,  sball  liare  like  wont  of  pity. 

See  justice  done  on  Aaron,  that  damn'd  Moor, 

By  whom  onr  heavy  haps  bad  their  beginning : 

Then,  afterwards,  to  order  well  the  state. 

That  like  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate.  [Exeunt. 
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F.9.0)  •^Tojt*tkt,eailiaau!t,aKditoMify. 

Kr.  Odlkt'i  Ha.  Cometor  (olntitiiteB  •*  Tojiutk*, 


P.5.(^    ••  Optm  tie  gaUt,  amd  let  me  M, 

B«s.  TVihoia,  anif  iw,  a  poor  eompilitirr.'' 
Mt.  CcdCcr'i  lis.  Corrector  inbititnlea  **  Opat  lAe  brkien  gala,"  Ac, — Hr. 
Colliar  obtiiing  that  "  the  epithet  wu,  doubtlMS,  aocideutaUj  omitted." 
But,  if  any  ihii^  has  dropped  oat,  it  wm  qnile  m  likely  to  hftve  been  what 
Cipell  iaaerti,^ — "  Open  lit  gate*,  Bribane*,  imd  let  me  n." 

P.  fi,  n  "herfia^ht,"  && 

So  tlie  fburtli  t6&>, — Hie  esrlkr  eds.  bftre  "  hiafraagkl,"  &o. 

P.I.  (f)  "iMhiilatt,''  &C. 

Tkobald  printed  "  a  her  tetl,"  &&,  on  the  strength  of  the  aooount  of  Folyid' 
■Mtor*!  death  in  the  Becmba  of  EoriindeB. 

P.  7.  (1)  "the  coSIn  laid  in  the  tomb." 

80  Uw  qamrto*  ("lay  Ae  coffin  a  lite  AMaiO-— "^b  ''oI'O  hu  "(Ac  ooiRne)'' 
which  moet  of  the  modern  editors  hare  adopted,  though  the  words  of  the 
(Ufier  itage-direolioii,  p.  5, — "tea  mm  btaratg  t  caJ&n"  ,  ,  .  "kI  dom  lie 
cefct,"— di»tii»et^  prore  that  the  aathor  Intended  only  a  single  ooffln  to  be 
axhSiled  in  Ifals  acene.  (We  are  not  told  how  many  dead  sons  TiCu*  now 
Ml^  bone:  bat  we  may  aoppoee  that  they  are  not  more  than  four  or  firei 
for  it  ^ipeara  (see  p.  4)  that  be  bad  before  retnmed  fine  timet  to  Berne  with 
nae  cf  hi*  nimMToas  bmiiy  in  coffins.) 

P.  7.(0  "  lure  tirtacttorme,"  Ice. 

ne  tdilor  of  the  second  folio  omits  "  art." 


P.  8.(^  "Se  cfciiot  wilk  pradaeiatiau,''  &c 

Hr.  Colfier'a  Ha.  Corrector  changes  "pt 
coapamv  in  p.  1 1,  the  words  of  Satnminua,  on  his  being  chosen  emperor, 
'  I^etlaim  onr  honours,  lords,  with  tromp  and  dram." 


P.  8.  ^  "Axditt  abroad  %tm  btuituu,"  Sco. 

Tht  third  foUo  altei*  **  let  abroad  to   the    more   nsoal  expression,  "  srf 
•bnaA)'  and  M>  Hr.  Collier's  Us.  (^>n«otor. 
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P.  9,  C>  "  PHiue  Salwnuut," 

Hu  been  klterad  to  "  Prinee  Saturnine ;"  and  riglill7,  it  wonU  nem.     - 

P.  9.  C)  "  tlu/friad;"  &c 

So  the  third  blio. — The  earlier  eds.  have  "  ihg  friend,"  &c 

F.  10.  (")  "  Laei»ia  win  ImaMe  my  oaprcw,"  &c 

Here,  w  in  (one  otber  pasMges  of  thii  drama,  "empren"  a  to  be  pronoanoed 
■a  ■  triijlUble.  (Sereial  of  tha  modern  editors  print  "  CMperfn," — and  in- 
ooniiBtenHj,  for  in  the  present  plajr  where  "brtAitu"  mnst  be  read  as  a  tri- 
syllable,  thej  do  aot  print  "  (reffterot.") 

P.  10.  (°)        "AKd  in  Ike  raertd  Pantheam  her  ttpoutt." 
So  the  tecond  folio. — Hio  earlier  edt. " (Ic  Mcrail  Pathan,"  &c 

P.  la.  (i») 

"SaL  Ifa,  Titai,no;  At  tmptror  uttiU  ktrnoC  ten. 
In  the  old  eda.  this  is  preceded  bj  a  stage-directJon,  "Emttr  ob/t  At  Empt- 
Ttmr  KiA  Tamora  and  her  tao  mmna,  and  Aaron  the  Moore." — Ur.  Collier  ia 
Justified  in  remarking  that  "the  stage-arrangementa  in  this  woata  are  not 
easily  nnderatood." 

P.  1!.  Q*)      "WatnontinRomttomaytanak, 

Bjtt  Satun^nt  T    FuU  vcS,  Ax^onic^, 
Agrte  Atte  dt«it,"  be. 
So  the  thne  earliest  eds., — something  baving  dropped  out  tram  the  fonrth 
'line. — The  editor  of  the  second  foUo  supplied  tha  deficiency  thna, 
**  Wai  there  neat  els  tn  Ba»e  to  maJit  a  tlaU  of 
But,"  &c,— 
which  moat  probably  oomea  rery  near  to  the  true  reading,  if  we  except  the 
"  at" — Mr.  Knight  thinks  that  he  haa  aet  aU  right  by  a  new  arrangement 
(which  the  author  eridently  did  not  intend), — 

**  Wat  none  in  Rome  to  mate  a  ttaie  6n(  SatumvM  f 
F¥Uwtll,  Andronicitt, 
Agree  Aeee  deeds,"  fco. 

p.  12.  C)  "  And  will  create  Att  tmprtit  of  Rome." 

See  note  (")> 

P.  14.  0*)      "  Ht  lint*  bt/amt  that  died  in  mrbit't  eauM." 
The  ilage-arrangementa  in  this  scene  are  (as  already  notioed)  anffloiendj 
pualiog.— After  the  present  line  the  quartos  bare  "  Exit  all  bta  Maraa  atid 
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Titet;"  while  Um  Mm  fau  niM^j  "Exk."  Tka  miu  »f  Iltn*  ua  M  tha 
■tags  tomrdi  tha  dose  of  tbii  icene:  uid  wa  eaa  l)«ritj  jnppoaa  that  Ihej 
go  out  hen,  to  return,  ooly  ei^t  Udm  after,  with  Baaaiamia  aad  LaTiaia. 


P.  14.  CO  "  ****  drtary  dampm,"  &0. 

So  tbe  qnartoa. — The  folio  haa  "  Atm  mdden  dumipi"  fte. ;  which  Ur.  Collier 
ad  L  saja  "ia  endenUj  wrong)"  aad  which  I  formerly  (in  laj  Rtmarit  (n 
Mr.  Cettia't  aad  Mr.  Kmi^m  tdm.  of  Shaitttptart,  ftc.  p.  1  IS)  prODoanoed  to 
ba  K  miaprint  Ibr  "  ttece  snlleo  du^w,"  &c. : — I  hara  linoe  found,  howerar, 
Ae  aame  e^ieiiion  in  Spenser'i  53d  Sonnat, — 

"  There  let  no  thought  of  iof,  or  pleaaora  t^q^ 
Dan  to  approch,  that  maj  mj  «oUm  breed ; 
Bat  radUni  dmupt,  and  drerj  sad  diadajoa 
Of  all  w<H-lda  gladneaw,  more  mj  tonnent  bed." — 

■toftha 


F-li-C^  "Hare.  F«,aa<f■>iII»)ifyJtH 
Thi(  line,  which  is  wanting  in  tbe  qnartoa,  formi  a  portion  of  the  preoedtng 
•peech  in  the  fiiKo:  bat  it  dearly  belongs  to  M areaB.  ("  I  lafpeet,"  obeertea 
Halone,  "when  it  was  added  by  the  editor  of  the  fl:>lio,  he  Inad'rcrtantljr 
omitted  to  prefix  tbe  name  of  the  speaher.")  There  are  other  pasiagM  of 
this  play  where  prefixes  are  wrongly  omitted  in  the  old  eda.)  Me  note*  (*"), 

p.  17.  (^  "  Sliad  up." 

These  words  (which  Pope  threw  out)  are,  in  all  probabili^,  a  staga-direo&u 
oept  into  the  text  (and  meaning  that  Ilarens  and  the  sons  of  Titus,  who 
have  be«n  kneeling  to  Satominus,  should  now  stand  up]  :  in  a  Imler  passsge 
of  this  play  (aee  note  (")  ),  I  nupect  that  the  same  aonfkision  exists. 


P.  IT.  (")      "  Upon  htr  Kit  doth  earlhly  tumour  KoU, 

And  mrtut  itoopM  and  trtmblet  at  Iter  Jrom." 
llioDgfa  Tamora  (as  Johnson  obserres)  is  eminent  throD|^ut  thU  play  for 
har  "^mt,"  yet  iB  the  present  passage  Warburton's  alteration  of  "inC'  to 
"win"  (which  is  also  made  by  Hr.  Collier's  Us.  Corrector)  seems  to  suit  the 


P.  19.  ()*)  "  mfiem  I  loot." 

So  the  quarto  of  IGOO, — as  I  am  informed  by  Ur,  D,  Laing,  who  kindly  ex- 
amined for  me  in  this  passage  Ae  copy  belonging  to  the  Unirenity  Littrary, 
Bdinbnrgh. — The  later  eds.  hM«e*'<Dtoii  /do  Amw.'* 


itizecoy  Google 


[     !0    ] 

P.  30.  C)      "  A  tpteditr  courta  tbm  Ungeriitg  JanguiAateM 
Mutt  »e purtut"  &0. 
Hi*  old  ed5.  bkTe  " il  jp<nfi<r  courM  this  lingring,"  Sm,;  "which,"  ujb  Stee- 
Tent,  "  mxy  mean,  >  we  must  pursue  by  a  ipeedier  course  thU  cay  langtiuhmg 
Jamt,  Ibia piecf  of  rtluelant  tofbtat'"    It  couM  Qot  possiblj'  meui  so. 


P.  !1.  (")  "ihtHjUi,"  aw. 

Mr.  Collier  ad  I.  states  that  this  reading  (c^riouily  the  right  one)  is  that  of 
"the  qnartos."  But  the  quarto  of  161 1  has,  like  the  folios,  "their  fits,"  &c: 
the  earlier  quarto  I  have  not  seen. 


P.  31.  O  "Ihtmorn  u  bright  and  grtf,"  ^. 

Hannier  and  Mr.  Collier's  Me.  Corrector  read  " brykt  and  gay,"  &«,; 

but  we  the  notes  ad  I.  in  the  Varior.  SiaAe^iean. 


P.  SI,  C)     "IpremMdj/our  grace  a  lliiiittr'$ptaL 

Sat.  And  you  Aavt  rung  it  luttify,  mjr  lord,"  &c. 

The  old  eds.  have  " latlily,  my  Lords,"  &0.;  but  Satonuaus  ii  evidently 

addreasing  Titus  alone.— See  notes  ("),  (!■). 


P.  aa.  (")  "  thy  quarrtU,'  &c 

All  the  old  eds.,  I  believe,  have  "  ihy  qoarreU,"  be 


P.  24.  (")  "and  the  homdt 

Should  drive  upon  ihg  ntio-trajufom^  limbt,"  Stc. 
Hr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  reads,  rery  speciooslj,  "  Should  dine  vpoM,"  &e. : 
but  see  Johnson's  Diet  for  examples  of "  Drive,  vjl."  used  in  the  sense  of 
"l«  rush  with  nolence." 


P.  34.  (*) 

"Bas.   The  ting  my  brother  ihaB have  note  of  ihit. 
LaT.  Ay,  for  theat  tt!pt  have  »ade  Ain  noted  long." 

The  old  eds.  read  " sAofl  Anus  notice  of  this  "  which,  thoogk  the  next 

line  proves  it  to  be  wrong,  hu  been  brought  back  into  the  text  by  Mr.  Collier 
and  Mr.  Knight. 


P.  34.  (■*)         "Why  have  1  patience  ^  endure  tJt  thvit" 
lo  the  second  folio. — The  earUer  eds,  hare  "  Why  I  hauepotiMM,"  && 
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p.  25.  (»') 

"Amdieith  ^uU  paiiitad  hope  brava  your  m 
A  comqltod  line,  donbtlesa. 


P.  25.  (")        "  BmI  loiat  ge  han  Ihe  Aoiuy  ye  daire, 

Ltt  not  tha  uxup  oKlliBe,  lu  both  lo  ttag." 

So  the  second  folio.— The  rarlier  eds.  hne  " At  kimej/  we  dt$in,"  ic— 

Qy.  Ought  we  b>re&d"X(l  nol  lAu  uxup  mfliiv  je,  bolh  to»ta^f 


P.  28.  (»)  "Aow  li  «,"  &«. 

So  Ibe  iecond  qiurto  and  the  folio.— The  fint  quarto  hu  "  who  ilu,"  &e.) 
wtkuh,  stnngel;  enough,  Maloue  pTefbired. 


P.  30.  (»^  -i/aufaMb,"  &o. 

AIlllM  old  eds.,  as  &T&1I  know,  have  "t/ defaults,"  && 


P.  31.  O^J  "  "y  <:<'^>"  &«■ 

All  the  old  eds.,  I  beliere,  have  "  my  cause,"  Sec    (The  words  are  Terj  often 
caafijDsded  by  trsascTiberB  and  priaters.) 


F.  31.  (")  "  And  night  not  gain  to  great  a  happimtt 
At  have  Ihy  Ime." 
nie  old  eds.  hare  "  At  halfe  tAj/  kme." — When  I,  long  ago,  corrected  tiie  ob- 
noat  error  in  this  passage,  I  was  not  aware  tbat  Tlieobald  bad  antidpated 
Me ;  for  the  Varior.  ShaJte^ttar*  gives  the  old  reading  without  any  comment : 
nor  could  I  know  that  Hr.  CoUier's  Ms.  Corrector  had  also  changed  "  halfe  " 
to  "huBe;"  see  Mr.  Collier's  one-Tolome  ed.  of  ^akeapeare.  (On  looking 
into  Ctipell's  JVotei,  &c,  I  find  tliat  he  thns  defends  the  old  readiDg:  "Where 
bad  been  the  nnfitaesa,  had  Marcus  said  in  this  place — At  anj/part  ofl}^ 
fave  1  yet  this  u  said  by  him )  only  a  certain  term  is  made  use  of  in  room 
of  an  oDcertiun,  after  the  us^e  of  poets."  Vol.  iL  103.  "  Ainr  fakt  q/'tfy 
l»oe"  /  / — coold  the  "  nnfitneas"  of  "  half  Uiy  Im^  be  more  clearly  shown  f ) 


P.  31.  (")  "  ifctecl  ktnt,"  &c. 

Tbe  old  eds.  have  "tUUet  them,"  &c. 

P.  81.  (*)  "  wUh  Ant  ittuing  ipoutt,"  && 

Hanner's  oomotitm. — Tbe  old  eds.  bare  "ntlA  their  ittaing,"  ftc. 

TOL.  T.  O 
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F,  98.  (••}        "WUek  that  tmett  ta»gu«  kalh  made,"  fto. 
It  ia  T«rf  unlikely  tliAt  th*  uiUior  inl«iid«d  to  Imperfect  line  here :  Hr,  Col- 
lier'a  Mb.  Corrector  Alls  it  np  in  one  wmy, — and  the  reader,  If  "  Ibe  goib  hwra 
nuwle  bim  poetimi,"  Ckn  complete  it  in  tome  other. 


F.  33.  (•>)      "For  that,  bihaet,  m  At  Aat  IvtriU,"  ke. 
The  editor  of  the  aeeond  folio  gaTs,  to  uiiit  Ao  metre,  "Far  Aett,  tbeat, 
TrAunet,"  &a. — Mdone  prioU  "  For  Atte,  good  friftmu,"  &«. 


F.  33.  (*■)  "  d«M  boo  mmknt  unu,"  &o. 

Humm'*  correction.— The  old  ed«.  h&re  ■■  Aim  Ado  ai 


F.  33.  («) 

"Tit   Whs,'taw)»uitltr,vuui:  i/AesJidltear, 

7%y  loodU not  wu-A  rw;  or  \f  tii^  did  aari, 

77iqf  VMmld  not  pib/  nu;  yet  pUad  I  tmut, 

Aitd  bootlete  unto  lion, 

Titrtfore  IHSmy  terrtma  to  Ae  itmut,'  &□. 
In  this  paae^e,  which  aiiSfaTed  new  oorrnptioos  in  each  inooMdre  edition,  I 
adhere  (with  Ur.  Collier)  to  the  earliest  qnarto.  But  I  cannot  beliere  eren 
the  reading  of  that  quarto  to  be  the  genuine  one;  something  seemi  to  hare 
dropped  oat  i  and  1  apprehend  that  the  aathor  must  hare  written  to  the  fol- 
lowing oAct  (Uioogb  not  exactly  in  the  following  wordt); 

■"nt.   Why,'ti»w>matt^,)iuai!  ^Aegdidiuar, 

Theg  jBovM  not  mark  me  i  or  if  ih^^  mark. 

Thai  wouid  not  pitgmt.     Yet  plead  I  mutt  i 

And  booSeu  mfe  Aem  slnoe  I  complin, 

Thtr%fore  IteOm^  torroKit  to  the  tbmtt,"  ftc — 
^le  qoarto  of  1611  baa, 

"Titoa.  W^luiiomalia'mm,ifAigdidheaT* 

They  would  not  aaiie  mt,  or  {/*  they  did  marht, 

All  bootUtee  vnlo  them. 

Thtrtfort  I  t^n^  tomnDetiiociti.«a  to  the  lOMt,"  tta. 
The  folio  has, 

"TL   Why  tit  no  matter  man,  if  Aeg  did  heart 

ThegKoMnotmarheme:  ohifAey  didhBtie 

Th^  vxmld  netpitty  m«. 

Tha^ort  IteOao)  torroKee  booties  bi  the  ttomee,"  && 


P.  84.  {")  ••  SpeaA,  Lavinia^  &c 

He  editor  of  the  second  folio  prints  "  Speak  ray  Jjmnia,"  &a 
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The  <M  edt.  bun  "in  ■ 


L  (*}  •'mJiluttnuaart,''Sce. 

ttioii  made  in  ths  fonrth  folio. — The  etrlier  eda.  have  "teiA  her  fnu 


P.  87.  («^  "M  (Ac  OMnv-.  c«u((er 

Bern  TbeolMU  altMed  "eatti^  to  "ouque :'  bat  aee  uotM  in  Um  Varkr. 


P.S9.  (•)  -Aifcwr 

80  the  Meoad  felio^-The  eulier  eda.  Iiktb  "dm  flow." 

P.  39.(«)  ••  Fcr  K^  mg  baeeli  eamiiat,'' tlB. 

Hen  tbe  modflm  editors  mroaxmaij  follow  the  old  eda.  In  potting  an  intn- 
ragalioD-poiQt  after  Tor  lehjf  (whi^  nwana— faeoatue,  tat  tUi  leaaon  that : 
tMimjFtiD  Nala,  &c  p.  S9> 

P.  89.  n  "fi^ffri(/>,"Sc 

Um  old  eda.  hare  "b^  vW*'  &^ 

P.  4a0^    *XmfMia,(tMi«AaAi<faq)lD)r'i  nltfwAUa^; 

Bfor  Aw  aqf  Ikomd,  neeti  watdi,  freMMa  IJ^r  Itth." 
ne  qoartoa  haTe^ 

"  And  XusBitB  (loti  atoft  &>  naplojd  at  Atti  annea,"  fee. 
Tbefidiobat, 

"AndZoaata  iJtoit  Aalt  bt  tufleifd  im  Axtt  Amgt"  Ac — 
^^ih  IIm  editor  of  the  eeeond  folio,  I  oniit  the  "And,"  iriiidi,  in  all  proba- 
Untf ,  waa  upealud  hare  frcm  the  oonunencement  of  the  preceding  line  1*7  the 
tiaaacfiber'a  or  oompositor'a  miatakeL — Hie  reading  of  the  quarto*) "  annea," 
woald  aecan  to  be  an  error  for  "aima.-"  and  jet  "tmple^d  nt  alma"  1*  a  Tei; 
yiaatioiiablc  expreaaion.    (C^dlprinta, 

"  Laaiaia,  Omt  Moft  ie  o^ploy'if  fa  (Aeia  Oatgr, 
Btar  lAsa  agr  Maad,  tvttt  tMneh,  bttwtm  dif  ann*;" 
aadlnhii  AiXm;  fto,  toL  iL  109,  he  oalla  "AeAraaa  dy  KetA"—"  a  reading  of 
tW  greataat  abantditr."    Bat  compare  what  Titna,  in  the  next  page,  aajt  to 

"  Or  get  Bimu  little  knife  kAMM  t^  teatk, 
Andjnat  againat  thj  heart  make  tboa  a  hole,"  fte.,— . 
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KD  operstioQ,  by  the  bj,  which  she  would  hmre  found  mora  difficult  than  tlie 
"  empbyment"  now  «gsign«d  to  her.) 

P.  40.  (.")  ■'  He  kaau,"  &c. 

The  old  eds.  h»e  "  He  loues,"  &c. 

P.  40.  («) 

"And  Biafc  proud  Sataraoic  aad  hit  anprtu,"  &c. 
Here  in  the  lecond  folio  "  Saturnine"  is  altered  to  "  Saturninus,"  because  the 
editor  did  not  perceive  that  the  words  "  and  his  enprett"  were  to  be  reid 
"Uid'i  empereu."     (See  Walker's  Skakespeare'i  Vertificalion,  &c.  p.  56,) 

P.  41.  (")     "B'Ao,  ahtn  mji  heart,  aff  mad  with  misery. 
Beat*  in  tAU  hoUmo  priion  of  tag  Jleab, 
Then  that  I  tkanp  it  dovm." 
Here  the  modem  editors  agre«  '■>  altering  "  Who"  to  a  word  which  bear*  no 
reMmblBDce  to  it,— "And."    But  qy.  if  the  araxaKmiU  in  this  passage  is  not 
to  be  referred  to  the  author's  UDgrammatical  use  of  the  relatiTe  ? 

P.  42.  C)  "  «'ith  Ihs  kntfer" 

So  the  second  folio.— The  first  fulio  omits  "  (*jf."—Thi»  sc«ne  is  not  in  the 
quartos. 

P.  42.  (*')  "  Mine  egee  are  cb^'d,"  &c 

So  the  second  folio.— The  first  folio  omits  "are." 

P.  4a.  (»)    -Bui  Juno,  iflhal^!/  had  a/adur  and  mothtrt 

Hate  arould  he  hang  hit  ilatder  gilded  mngi,"  &o. 
The  punctuation  ofthefoUo  is  "But?  How;  if  that  Flio  had,"  Ik.;  and  it  has 
been  understood  as  if  Titus  were  echoing  the  "  Buf  of  Marcus;  which  I  do 
not  believe  that  the  author  intended.  Aa  to,— "How  would  he  hang  his 
slender  gilded  wings,"- if  what  precedes  be  right,  the  sense  would  certainly 
seem  to  require  "  — -  they  hang  their,"  &c.:— but  there  is  little  smw  through- 
out this  scene. 

P.  <3-  C)  "  Yet.  I  thini,  «,"  &c 


P.43.  (-)  "begin*  to  dazzU." 

The  foUo  has  "  begin  to  dazdir  and  so  perhaps  the  author  wrote,  consideriog 
the  preceding  "tight  as  equivalent  to  "eyes." 
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aherefore  $heplUa  Ate  that" 
7be  old  eds.  make  thu  ft  portion  of  the  preceding  ipeech)  but  the  third  line 
of  Lucins'a  r^ly  proTee,  u  Capell  aaw,  that  it  belongs  to  Harcns.    For  other 
instancM  of  preGxea  wrongly  omitted  in  the  present  play,  see  notea  ("),  ("), 

"  Jtmal  tht  daum'd  contriver  of  thi*  deed, — 
Why  li/tt  lAe  up  Act  arm*  in  tequaice  thia  t" 
So  the  qnartos.— The  folio  hu, 

"  Reaeaie  the  dama'd  crmtriutr  of  thu  deed. 
What  booke  ? 

Why  KfU  the  vp  hxr  armet  in  teguence  thiu  f" — 
aitrange  addition!    (Perhaps  the  transcritier  had  inadrerCently  passed  on  to 
"Locini,  what  book  is  that  she  losseth  so?";  and  when  he  afterwards  per- 
ceired  his  miatabe,  and  drew  his  pen  through  the  misplaced  line,  he  ma;  haTO 
left  two  words  of  it  not  fblly  blotted  oat.) 


P.  V4.  (")  "  Sqfl!  n  btuily  the  Itma  At  Uavtil 

Bdp  htr." 
TUa  is  nsnalljt  altered  to  **  Sojll  see  how  biailji  the,"  &o. — Theobald  omitted 
Ibe  wonk  "B^  heri"  and  I  snapect  that  they  are  a  stage-direction  crept 
into  the  text;  tee  note  (^. 


P.  45.  O  "ffvide,  if  thou  catut, 

TliU  nfUr  mt,  vhen  J  hare  writ  tay  name,"  kc. 
Tke  "  teietT  was  added  by  the  editor  of  the  aeoond  folio,  a  word  haviag  ctI- 
deotly  dropped  out. 


P.  46.  (")       "  'Tit  rare  enough,  an  you  Anno  Aow. 

But  if  you  hunt  thete  bear-tchelpt,"  &c. 
The  luiiat  modem  reading  is,  **  But  if  you  hnrt  thtte^'  &it.— The  preceding 

is  mutilated. 


P.4S.O 

Shalt  carry"  &c. 
Tlie  old  eds.  hare. 

Shall  carry,"  &c. 
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P.47.  (")      ••Btvemgt,!/tluavau,/(rM  AMbtMictar 
The  old  eda.  have  "  Raitnge  the  keauatt,"  ke. — Johnson  mw  lliftt  "j«  wu  by 
Um  tmucriber  taken  for  ji*,  (Ae."^ — "  I  beUere,"  BSf8  Steereni,  !*  the  old  rekd- 
ing  ia  right,  and  ijgnifieB — 'maj  the  hearens  rerenge,'  &o."    Bat  it  i*  prOTed 
to  be  wrong  by  what  pree«dea,^"  O  htaoau,  c*n  i/oh  hcKr,"  &c. 

F.  i7.  (**)    "  Fbitr  lonldupt,  that,  vhamtr  jdh  Aaw  tutd,"  &c 
In  diii  line  the  old  eds.,  hj  mitt«ke,  omit "  ttat," 

P.  SI.  {*)    "  WAjr,  ■),  (raw  lordf  /  biUm  im  job  ik  league,"  be. 

The  editor  of  the  >eoond  folio  printed  ** leke*  lee  all  J<y>ic  m  league,"  Ice 

But  see  Walker's  Skattttpeare'e  VertySaxtiim,  fre.  p.  39.    See  too  note  (n). 


F.  SI.  <<^     "  Noljkr,  au  MMHleae,  ay  n 

Sir  my^  ikf  yerfenit^  vat  brought  to  bed,"  &c. 
Bowe  printed  "Abl/or,  ou  JfwiiUu  lirea,  s^  countrj/man,"  Sea.;  SteeTena 
proposed  " iVo( ^iir,  one  Huli  lires,  wgt  etnaitrymiui"  Itc ;  and  Hx.  Collier'a 
Hi.  Corrector  read*  "Nat far  henoe,  Mull  lires,  mg  cotattryman,"  Ac — Tbat 
there  ii  no  oorruptioii  here,  I  do  not  rentnre  to  aMert :  but  the  old  text 
admits  of  expUnation ;  "  Miditau  hie  m/e'  may  be  oqniraloit  to  "  Mnliteua'a 
wife,"  though  the  words,  '■  sy  comtrgmaii,"  intervene  rather  a*kw»rdlj. 


F.92.  («)        TUauiiegM/MdoitberriaimdmToolt, 
Ajidfetd  ol^"  &a. 
Hanmer  printed  "^nd  feast  oa,"  &o.    In  the  preceding  UneMr.  Collier's  Us. 
Correetor  snbstitate*  "  UuiTe"  for  "fttd." 

F.  Sa.  (")  "  Sv  hy,  Iri  nuMcyoKT  ardurg." 

Here  the  editor  of  the  seoond  folio  printed  "  Sir  Bog  now  hi  me,"  Ico.  (jet  ha 
made  no  tlleratioQ  in  a  similar  line,  p.  67;  "What  saj  jon,  ioyif  will  ;oa 
Ude  with  him,"  fto, — where  most  of  ^e  modem  editors  hare  changed  "  Aittc" 
to  ■*  abide"), 

P.  sa,  C")  "  BappUg  yon,"  &o. 

80  the  quarto  of  1611  (and  so,  I  suppose,  that  of  1600). — Hie  folio  has 
"haply,  gou,"  Sea. 

P.  «3.  (")  "1^  lord,"  &0, 

Bo  the  second  folio,— JUl  the  ewliai  eds.,  I  beliere,  have  "  mg  lArda,"  ftc 
See  Dotea  ("),  C^ 
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P.  53.  C*)  "  7*0  Saturn,  Comm'  he, 

n*  old  edi.  hxn  "  To  Batamins,  to  Caia*,"  &a 


P.  sa.  C) 

"  JUjr  brdt,  |«w  ifaMW,  <H  do  rftt  nJ^H^il  pnti,"  Afl. 
Tbe  voidi  "a*  ib^  «*r*  added  bj  Bom  to  oomplelo  tbe  moh.— Mr.  Collicr'i 

lU.Comotor  makea  kit  adiUtion  at  tlio  end  of  the  line,  " tbe  mightfol 

godi  ao  Ibh,"  fte. 


P.56.(^     "^AoScwftf  lftuq^lie<itfiajUtvnajl(,''fte. 
Here  Capell  and  Hr.  CoUief*  Hs.  Cttfreotor,  taking  "  wrtata'  for  a  aifptiat, 
•her  it  to  what  has  moch  the  game  """"-"g — "  freaka."    (Tbe  word,  whli  a 
diflercnt  apelling^  U  freqnentlj  awd  by  earl;  writer*  io  the  phnae  "  to  plaj 

P.  38.  (7^  "  vAom,  ifikt  ilt^, 

B^Uto  mraie,  at  iht  infiay,"  Ice. 
In  both  Iheea  Hnea  fee  ok]edi.haTe''he"uut«adof  "jAa." 


P.  56.  C")  •^1^  Ijfe-bloedma.'' 

Cta  Out  be  right  ?    (I  And  in  Ur.  Collier')  one-Toloine  SJtaieiptar*,  on  tha 
anthoritj  of  hii  Ms.  Corrector,  "  The  li/t-ilood  an'L") 


P.  97.  C") 

•■  What  Mtmt  mtk  litt,  ^wuUia  f 

.Xmil.  Arm,  mg  lord, — Bobu  luvtr  had  mare  cattu  f  IM. 
The  old  eda.  hare  "Antt  ajr  Lords,"  &c.:  bat  .Xmiliiu  ia  repljing  to  the 
qnfstion  of  the  emperor ;  and  eee  notes  (*),  C').— Here  the  editor  of  tbe 
Mcoad  folio  did  not  qnarrel  with  the  metre,  though  in  an  earlier  line  where 
"idnb"  is  a  dissyllable  (see  note  {*) )  he  tnaertsd  a  word. 


P.  S7.  0*)        "Msmifhi^  ofta  htard  Atn  tay,"  &u. 
Something  ha*  dropped  oat  from  this  line. — Theobald  read*  "My^  haet 
^^  OTerfaord,"  ftc. 


P.  58.  {^  •'ijfhu  wmg,"  Sua. 

Tbe  old  eda,  haTe''^jU*  wings,"  Ac.:  but,  aa  Ur.  Kni^t  nw,tb*Un«(  tra 
meaiit  to  rhyme  alternate);. 
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P.  Se.  C")         "Oo  Aon  bffbre,  bt  our  wOiuiaibr,''  4c. 
Tie  qukrio  of  1611  Lh  (ani  to,  I  premune,  the  earlier  qnartoX 

" Goa Hum btfore  to beour  Embanadour" &c.; 
which  ii  thni  eometed  in  the  folio, 

"  Got  lioH  b^/brt  to  our  Embattadmr,"  &o. 

R  aa.  (")    "And  ifht  ttaad  m  hottage/or  hit  tn/ity,"  tea. 

The  old  eds.  hare  " itand  in  hoitage"  ic,-,  but,  though  a  wa*  (oTmerl; 

ofieo  tued  for  on,  it  could  hordl;  have  been  so  employed  in  a  passage  like  thia. 

P,  58.  (■)  "nuxeumdy"  &e. 

Altered  bj  Howe  to  "  luccegafullj  i"  bj  Capell  aad  Mr.  CoIIier'a  Ha.  Cor- 
rector to  "incesMaitly." 

P.  59.  (")  "  Goth*.  And  at  ht  taith,"  Sec. 

Bo  the  ««Miiid  fblio  (**  Omm.  And  m  ho  taith,"  &c.). — The  «arlier  eda.  omit 


P.  60.  (•>)  "not  a  word  f 

The  second  folio  hw  "no  1  Not  a  word!" 


P.  60.  («)    ••A  light  to  vex  thtfaHio'i  levl  withal.— 
Gel  KU  a  ladder, 

[A  ladder  brought,  which  Aaron  ia  made  to  ascend. 
Aar.  Lucim,  tave  the  child,"  &c. 

Theobald'a  amDgemeDt.— The  old  eds.  haia, 

"  A  tight  to  vtxe  the/atheri  louh  withaB. 

Aron.  Gtl  ne  a  laddtr,  Laciat  taut  At  chUdt,"  tee. 


P.  62.  (•»)  ."  She  twooHid  ttlmtt,"  fcj. 

So  the  third  folio.— The  earlier  eda.  hare  "  Sht  Boonded  almol,"  fcc— Here 
Malone,  who  prints  "  swoollded,"  remarks,  "  When  this  play  was  written,  the 
Terb  to  twoiad,  which  we  now  write  nooon,  was  in  common  nae."  In  a  note 
on  7%s  WiKler't  Talt  he  went  further,  boldly  asserting  th&t  "tmnon  in  the 
old  copies  of  these  plays  is  m.wath  written  tonotd  or  twmad."  But  I  hare 
already  (toL  UL  p.  ITS)  adduced  one  passage  from  the  firat  folio  where  the 
spelling  "jKiaoi("ooaDr*i  aiid  I  now  cite  from  the  same  folio: — "What?  doth 
shee  tmimitT  tw  meanes  for  her  recouerie,"  Third  Part  ofBaay  VI.  act  t. 
so.  S)  "Or  else  I  mwM  with  this  dead-killing  newet,"  Eichard  III.  act  ir. 
■Cl. 
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P.  G2.  (^    ••  Makt  pear  mttt't  eavU  break  Otir  ntelu,"  &e. 
"Two  sjllables  luve  been  inndverteDtly  omitted;  perhBipa— ONd  dit,"    Ma- 
ua^ — Qy,  " Btraj  and  brtaJt  lharna:kt"t 

P.  82.  {-)  -  dan-i,"  iic. 

So  the  second  folio.— The  earlier  eds.,  ai  far  aa  I  know,  have  "dooie,"  &c 

P.63.  (^  «[Thej  knock. 

EDter  Tims,  abore." 
Tia  old  cds.  hsTe  "They  knocke  and  Tilna  opens  hii  stndie  doK.*' — Hr. 
Collier  obaerres  ad  I;  "From  nhat  followa,  it  appears  that  Titoi,  in  &at, 
came  out  into  the  balcony  at  the  back  of  the  itage." 

P.  84,  (")  -  Titus,  lam  eaie  Id  Idk  leith  Ate." 

A  wnd,  it  iroald  ■niiiii,  hu  dropped  ont  here. 

F.  64.  O  "abovl  At  globe." 

nw  M  edi.  haTe  "aimi  A»  globe*."    Bat  Titvs  i«  certainlj  apeakiaf;  of  the 
^obeor«iit««irth. 

P.  64.  (**)    "Provide  (kt*  tt^ pn^>er palfreyt,  black  atjet,"  &c. 
This,  ae  I  learn  from  Mr.  Collier's  note  wf  li,  is  the  reading  of  the  first  qnarto: 
the  second  quarto  and  the  folio  have  " as  blaekt  at  tet,"  &o, 

P.  64.  (**)     "  And Jmd  out  murdereri  in  Aeir  guilty  cavet,"  &c, 
Inttead  of  "wmrdtren"  all  the  old  eds.  hare   "  murder  i"  and,  instead  of 
"oaatf,"  all  before  the  second  folio  "cares," 

P.  65.  (")  "  Hgperim't,"  &o. 

So  the  ttemd  folio. — The  earlier  eds.  have  "  Bpeona,"  &o^  and  "  Eptons,"  &e. 

P.  65.  (")  "  Tit.  Art  that  thy  Tuinlileri,  See. 

Tam,  Rapine  and  Murder,"  &C. 
Theqaartoof  161!  and  the  folio  htie"Are  them  Ag,"  &c.  (qy.  as  to  the  fint 
qsarto  ?).— In  the  next  line  the  second  folio  right!;  nbstitates  ■■  Raping  for 
*  Bi^**  of  the  earlier  eds. :  before,  we  find,  "  So  thon  deitro;  Sapine  and 
ICilder  there ;"  and  aftervards,  "  Bapiat  and  Murder,  yon  are  wehnime  too," 
— '  Good  Bapint,  stab  him,"  &c. 

P.  67.  (")    "  WAatioy  yon,  ipjwf  uifiyou  itde  wi'fA  Ai'n,"  &c. 
Hve  is  til*  iDodem  editions  "Ud^  is  nsusll;  altered  to  "abide."    Bee  note 


,1,1.1,  Google 


P.67.  (_-)  - 1  take  Aem,  aurou  and  Dtmttriia.- 

The  old  edi,  omit  "oad,"— erroDeoiuly,  no  doubL  ^Hiree  times,  kfierirard*, 
we  have  "Chiron  and  DemeCrini,"  pp.  SS,  71,  7S. 

P.  6B.  (*)  "  [He  cuts  Iheir  throBto." 

The  old  ed*.  place  this  sUge-direction  after  the  list  liae  but  two  of  the  speech 
("Hare  stern  and  bloodj  than  the  Centaors'  fewi");  and  thej  are  followed 
by  Ur.  Knight — who  ought  to  hare  aeen  that  when  Titus  Mjt, "  And  with 
THIS  hateTul  liquor  temper  it,"  he  had  alread;  "cut  their  throats." 

P.  69.  (>^ 

"50,11010  bring  Ihem  in, for  I'U play  Ihtcook"  las. 
Ought  peihaps  to  stand  thus, — 

Nam  bring  them  in,  for  Iiiilpbtg  Oueaok,'  tc. 

P.  71.  ('°')     "WliglUutl/uM  slain  thintonlgdaiigklerlhatr" 
So  the  quarto  of  1600,— as  I  lewD  from  Mr.  D.  Laing :  see  note  ^—The 
later  «ds.  omit "  that." 


P.  71.  C^>  "By  t^froar,'  ScO. 

So  the  third  folio. — The  second  quarto  and  the  foUo  ha>e  "Bj/  vproree,"  Sec. 
(qj,  as  to  the  first  quarto  ?).— The  second  folio  has  "£y  uproree,"  ft& 

P.  71.  (_"^  "Zeit  Amm  htridfbe  bant  mto  keridf"  &c. 
The  old  eds.  hare  "Let  AotN<,"  &c~~To  this  line  the  quartoi  prefix  " Amos 
Lordi"  the  folio  "GofA.":  and  to  the  fourth  line  after  this  ("But  if  m;  frosty 
signs," &c)  the  fourth  folio  prefixes  "Jfor." — "Ibelieve  the  whole  belongs 
to  Marcus  i  who,  when  Lucius  has  gooe  through  such  a  part  of  the  narratire 
as  concerns  his  own  exile,  claims  bis  turn  to  speak  ag^ain,  and  recranmends 
Lucius  to  the  empire."  Stbbtbhs. — "As  this  speech  proceeds  in  an  nnifom 
tenor  witit  the  foregoing,  the  whole  (as  Mr.  Steerens  has  obserred}  probablj 
belongs  to  Marcus."  Malohb. — Capell  and  Ifr.  Collier's  Mb.  Corrector  as- 
sign the  whole  to  Marcus, — and  no  doubt  rigfatlj. 

P.  72.  ('••)  "And lam  the  tm'n'd.foTA,"  bo. 

So  the  quartos. — The  folio  has  •'And  I  am  halted forlk,"  &&  Botii,  readlziga 
are  reiy  snspioious.  Walker  (_Sbaitipeare't  Vert^ficatton,  &o.  p.  39)  pro- 
poses, "And  I'm  thus  tumM  forth,"  &c.  (but  a  tittle  before  we  hare  "  bm,'d 
weeping  out,"  &c.) 

P.  72.  ("»)  "  Damn-d  at  ht  it,"  &o. 

"The  oiA  copies  read — 'Axd  as  he  is.'    The  emendation  was  made  bj  Ur. 
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IWAald.    Tha  ume  expNSSioli  (u  be  otwerted)  is  used  in  OAdb  [Mt  i. 

'  O  thou  tool  thief,  where  hut  thon  stow'd  mj  daughter  f 
DamM'il  a*  IAob  art,  thoo  hut  ioch&nted  ber,* 
Ib  the  ^j  before  lu  the  nme  ejnihet  a  applied  to  Aaron  [p.  TS]  i 
'See  Jotlke  done  on  Aaron,  that  diaat'd  Hoor.*" 

nMobald'a  niKiiilaliiiii  hu  been  adopted  by  all  inbteqaent  editors,  except 
Mr.  Collkr,  wbo  thinki  it  annecesaarj:  but  I  do  not  well  tee  how  wa  can 
iqect  IL  (The  old  reading  reoeiTM  no  Bnppiirt  tram  what  oecma  in  p.  ti, 
"  Bat  wekome,  at  gou  art ;"  which  meaiu — But  welcome,  enei  ihoygh  you  are 
■MWd^Nnwrf  bf  (k  Moot.) 


P.  TS.  0"^  "what  -oK*«,"  &e. 

lo  the  fbortb  ftdk). — llie  eariier  edi.  hare  "  what  cuurse,"  &c. 


P.  TS.  (V)     ••  Come,  mmt,  Am  rtoensd  mat  of  Same,"  Sea, 

interpolation!,  printed  "  Comt 


p.  IS.  (-) 

"  Tie  eamaum  voice  do  ery  il  thuU  bt  to. 

Bomuu.  Zwiw,  all  hail,  Bom^t  rogal  emperor  I 
Uar.  GD,go  otto  iM  Titut' torroKfui  kouee,  [To  Atlcndanlo. 
And  UAer  kale  that  miebdieviny  Moor, 
To  be  adjadg'd  eome  dirfftd  tlaughtering  death, 
JtptmiiltmeKtfor  hi*  mott  teicked  life. 
liDCTDS,  Haboob,  &c  descend. 
Bomana.  Lueiite,  all  hail,  Ront'*  gracioiu  governor  I 
Loe.   TTuEahe,  gende  Bamant"  &0. 

Tbe  old  edt.  haTs 

"  71f  coanMi  niy«  icM  cry  if  flkill  ie  M. 

Harcna.  Laciat,  all  haile  Some*  rogall  Ew^erour, 
Goefoe  beta  eld  Titve  Hrrov/WI  kouee. 
And  hitiur  hale  that  miAdiating  Moort, 
To  be  ai^adgd  eome  dtr^vB  ilaaghteriiig  death 
At  pimiJimeiUfor  kie  moel  wicked  life. 
ijKiiu  aU  kaiU  to  itscuf  gracioia  Goueniour. 
lACin*.  TharJiet  gentie  Bonaine*,"  &o.  j — 
md  Ur,  Knight  and  itz.  Collier  lee  no  neceultj'  (br  any  alteration.    (la  fbl- 
lowii^  the  old  o^m  here  Mr.  Eni^t  at  least  it  contiatent  t  for  at  the  oun- 
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mencement  of  thii  act  (see  p.  59)  he  kdherei  to  the  three  eftrlieat  «ds.  in 
making  the  speech  of  the  First  Gotb  conclude  with,— 

"  well  follow  where  thou  lead'at, 

Like  Btinging  bees  in  hottest  ■nmmer'a  day, 

Led  by  their  muiter  to  the  flower'd  fieldi. 

And  be  aveng'd  on  cuned  Tamor>: 

And,  OM  he  laitA,  to  tag  m  all  urith  him" — 
the  prefix  to  the  Uat  line  haiingbeen  accidentally  omitted  in  thoM  eda.) 


P.  73.  ('")  "  Ihg  bkod-ttaiti'dface,"  &e. 

So  the  third  folio.— The  earlier  eds.  hare  "lAy  UnuJ-aUiae/nce,"  &c. 


P.  7*.  {"•)  "  First  Horn.  You  tad  Andronici,"  &e. 

To  thja  speech  the  old  eda.  prefix  "Romaine"  and  '^Homans:**' 
■hould  be  given  to  £mSiia. 
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DBAHATI8  PEBBOSJE. 


EsciLUB,  prioce  of  Veioat. 

Pabii,  a,  jonng  noblenun,  kinsman  to  the  prinoe. 

'  I  heads  of  two  homes  at  Tarianoe  with  e«ch  other. 
Capclbt,     j 

An  old  man,  of  the  Capnlet  familj. 

BoMEo,  SDo  to  MoDtagne. 

Ubrcotio,  hlnnman  to  the  priooe,  and  Mend  to  Borneo. 

Bbntolio,  nrphew  to  Uontagne,  and  fHend  to  Borneo. 

Ttbalt,  nephew  to  l^j  Capu'eL 

Priar  LtwxBNCB,  a  Franoiscao. 

Friar  Jobk,  of  the  same  order. 

Baltbiub,  servant  to  Bomeo. 

Obboost,  J 

Pbtbb,  servant  to  Joliel'^  norse, 

Abbihak,  servant  to  Uonti^rne. 

An  Apothecary. 

Three  Uaiiciwis. 

Pnge  to  Paris ;  another  Page ;  an  Officer. 

IiiDZ  IfoHTAoinc,  wife  to  Montagae. 
Last  Cipdi.bt,  wife  to  Capnlet. 
JuLiBT,  daaghler  to  CapuleL 
Nnrse  to  Juliet. 

CitiMUB  of  Teroaa;  sereral  Men  and  Women,  relationi  to  both  honsee; 
Masken,  Goards,  Walohmen,  and  Attendanlo. 


B<mKm—d»iigtkesrtiil»rpaTtofa«plajfiii  Vtrma:  o 
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PROLOGUE. 

Two  households,  hoth  alike  m  dignity, 

In  fair  Verona,  where  we  lay  our  scene. 
From  andent  grudge  break  to  new  mutiny. 

Where  civil  blood  makes  civil  hands  unclean. 
From  forth  the  fatal  Icons  of  these  two  foes 

A  pair  of  star-cfoss'd  lovers  take  their  life ; 
Whose  misadventur'd  piteous  overthrows 

Do  with  their  death  bury  their  parents'  strife. 
The  fearful  passage  of  their  death-mark'd  love, 

And  the  c(»itinuance  of  their  parents'  rage. 
Which,  but  their  children's  end,  naught  could  remove. 

Is  now  the  two  hours'  traffic  of  our  stage ; 
The  which  if  you  with  patient  ears  attend. 
What  here  shall  miss,  our  toil  shall  strive  to  mend. 


itizecoy  Google 


,1,1.1,  Google 


aOMEO    AND    JULIET. 


ScBttE  I.     A  pvbUe  place. 
Enter  SuiPSOH  txnd  Orkoort,  armtd  wiA  maordi  amd  budUtn. 

Sam.  Gregory,  o'  mj  word,  well  not  carry  coftls. 

Gre,  No,  for  then  we  should  be  colliers. 

Sam.  I  mean,  sn  we  be  In  cboler,  well  draw. 

Gre.  Ay,  while  you  live,  draw  your  neck  out  o'  the  collar. 

Sam,  1  strike  quickly,  being  moTed, 

Gre.  But  thou  art  not  quickly  moved  to  strike, 

Sam.  A  dog  of  the  house  of  Montague  mores  me. 

Gre.  To  move  is  to  stir ;  tmd  to  be  Taliant  is  to  stand : 
therefore,  if  thou  art  moved,  thou  runn'st  away. 

jSmi.  A  dog  of  that  house  shall  move  me  to  stand:  I  will 
take  the  wall  of  any  man  or  maid  of  Montague's, 

Gre.  That  shows  thee  a  weak  slave ;  for  the  weakest  goes 
to  die  wall. 

Sam.  True ;  and  therefore  women,  being  die  weaker  ves- 
sels, are  ever  thrust  to  the  wall: — therefore  I  will  push  Mon- 
tague's men  from  the  wall,  and  thrust  his  maids  to  the  wall. 

Gre.  The  quarrel  is  between  oar  masters  and  ns  their 
men. 

Sam.  Tia  all  one,  I  will  show  myself  a  tyrant:  when  I 
have  fought  with  the  men,  I  will  be  cruel  with  the  maids, 
and  cut  off  their  heads. 

Gre.  The  heads  of  the  maids  ? 

Sam,  Ay,  the  heads  of  the  maids,  or  their  maidenheads ; 
take  it  in  what  sense  thou  wilt. 
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Ore.  They  must  take  it  in  sense  tliat  feel  it. 

Sam.  Me  they  shall  feel  while  I  am  able  to  stand :  and 
'tis  known  I  am  a  pretty  piece  of  flesh. 

Gre.  'Tis  well  thou  art  not  fish ;  if  thou  hadst,  thou 
hadst  been  poor-John. — Draw  thy  tool ;  here  comes  two  of 
the  house  of  the  Montagues. 

Sam.  My  naked  weapon  is  out:  quairel,  I  will  back  thee, 

Gre.  How !  turn  thy  back  and  run  ? 

Sam.  Feax  me  not. 

Gre.  No,  marry ;  I  fear  thee ! 

iS'am.  Let  us  take  the  law  of  our  sides ;  let  them  b^in. 

Ore.  I  will  frown  aa  I  pasa  by ;  and  let  them  take  it  as 
they  list. 

Sam.  Nay,  aa  they  dare.  I  will  bite  my  thumb  at  them  ; 
which  is  a  disgrace  to  them,  if  they  bear  it. 

£nier  Abraham  and  Balthabas. 

Jbr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  sir  ? 

fain.  I  do  bit«  my  thumb,  sir. 

jibr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  sir  ? 

Sam.  Is  the  law  of  our  side,  if  I  say  ay  ? 

Gre.  No. 

Sam.  No,  sir,  I  do  not  bite  my  thumb  at  you,  sir ;  but  I 
bite  my  thumb,  sir, 

Gre,  Do  you  quarrel,  sir  t 

Abr.  Quarrel,  sb !  no,  sir. 

Sam.  If  you  do,  sir,  I  am  for  you :  I  serve  as  good  a  man 
as  you. 

Abr.  No  better. 

Sam.  Well,  sir. 

Ore.  Say — better:  here  comes  one  of  my  master'*  kinsmen. 

Sam.  Yes,  better,  sir. 

Ahr.  You  lie. 

Sam.  Draw,  if  you  be  men. — Gregory,  remember  thy 
swashing  blow.  [Tkeyfght. 

EiUer  Bkittolio. 

Ben.  Part,  fools ! 
Put  up  your  swords  j  you  know  not  what  you  do. 

\Beati  down  their  tworda. 
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£tU«r  Tybalt. 

Zy6.  What,  art  thou  drawn  among  these  henrtleSB  hinds  I 
Turn  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  death. 

Ben,  I  do  bat  keep  the  peace :  put  up  thy  sword. 
Or  manage  it  to  part  these  men  with  me, 

7^6.  What,  drawn,  and  talk  of  peace !     I  hate  the  wotd^ 
As  I  hate  hell,  all  Montagues,  and  thee : 
Bare  at  thee,  coward !  [  Theyfght. 

Enter  wnerad  qfboth  homea,  who  Join  titefray ;  iKen  enter 

Qtjgena,  Atnth  elvba. 
Fint  Cil.  Clubs,  bills,  and  partisans !  strike  1  beat  them 
down! 
Down  with  the  Capulets !  down  with  the  Montagues! 

Enter  Catitlbt  in  hie  gown,  artd  Lady  Cafdixt. 
Cop.  What  noise  is  this  f — Give  me  my  long  sword,  ho  1 
Za.  Cap.  A  crutch,  a  crutch ! — why  call  you  for  a  sword! 
Cap.  My  sword,  I  say ! — Old  Montague  is  come, 
And  fionrisbes  his  blade  in  spite  of  me. 

Etiier  MoHTAorE  and  Lady  Hontaodb. 
Mon.  Thou  villain  Capulet, — Hold  me  not,  let  me  go. 
La.  Mon.  Thou  shalt  not  stir  a  foot  to  seek  a  foe. 

Enter  Prince,  u>c(A  Attendants. 
Prim.  Rebellious  subjects,  enemies  to  peace, 
Profaners  of  this  neighbour-stained  steel, — 
Will  they  not  hear  ? — what,  ho !  you  men,  yon  beasts. 
That  quench  the  fiie  of  your  pemicioua  rage 
With  purple  fountains  issuing  from  your  veins, — 
On  pain  of  torture,  from  those  bloody  hands 
Throw  your  mistemper'd  weapons  to  the  ground, 
And  bear  the  sentence  of  your  moved  prince. — 
Three  civil  brawls,  bred  of  an  airy  word, 
By  thee,  old  Capulet,  and  Montague, 
Have  thrice  disturb'd  the  quiet  of  our  streets ; 
And  made  Verona's  ancient  citizens 
Cast  by  their  graTe  beseeming  ornaments. 
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To  wield  old  partisans,  in  hands  as  old, 

Canker'd  with  peace,  to  part  your  canker*d  hate : 

If  ever  70U  disturb  our  streets  again, 

Your  lives  shall  paj  the  forfeit  of  the  peace. 

For  this  time,  all  the  rest  depart  awa; : — 

You,  Capulet,  shall  go  along  with  me ; — 

And,  Montague,  come  70U  this  afternoon. 

To  know  our  further  pleasure  in  this  case, 

To  old  Free-town,  our  common  judgment-place.— 

Once  more,  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart. 

{^Exeunt  Prince  and  Attendantt;  Capulet,  Lady 
Capulet,  Tybalt,  dtizetu,  and  Servantt. 

Man.  Who  set  this  ancient  quarrel  new  abroach  ? — 
Speak,  nephew,  were  70U  by  when  it  began  ? 

Ben.  Here  were  the  servants  of  your  adversary, 
And  yours,  close  fighting  ere  I  did  approach : 
I  drew  to  part  them :  in  the  instant  came 
The  fiery  Tybalt,  with  his  sword  prepar'd ; 
Which,  as  he  breath'd  defiance  to  my  ears. 
He  swung  about  his  head,  and  cut  the  winds, 
Who,  nothing  hurt  withal,  hiss'd  him  in  acorn ; 
While  we  were  interchanging  thrusts  and  blows. 
Came  more  and  mote,  and  fought  on  part  and  part, 
Till  the  prince  came,  who  parted  either  part. 

La.  Man.  O,  where  is  Komeo  ? — saw  you  him  to-daj  t— 
Right  glad  I  am  he  was  not  at  this  tnj. 

Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worshipp'd  sun 
Feer'd  forth  the  golden  window  of  the  eaat, 
A  troubled  mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad ; 
Where, — underneath  the  grove  of  sycamore, 
That  westward  rooteth  from  the  city's  side, — 
So  early  walking  did  I  see  your  son : 
Towards  him  I  made ;  hut  be  was  ware  of  me, 
And  stole  into  the  covert  of  the  wood : 
I,  measuring  his  affections  by  my  own, — 
That  most  are  busied  when  they're  most  alone, — 
Pursu'd  my  humour,  not  pursuing  his. 
And  gladly  shunn'd  who  gladly  fled  from  me. 

Mon,  Many  a  morning  bath  he  there  been  seen. 
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yfiih  tears  augmenting  tlie  fresh  moming's  dew, 

Adding  to  clouds  more  clouda  with  his  deep  aighi  i 

Bnt  all  so  soon  as  the  aU-cheering  sun 

Should  in  the  furthest  east  begin  to  draw 

The  shad;  curtoou  from  Aunwa's  bed. 

Away  &om  light  steals  home  my  heavy  eon, 

And  private  in  his  duunber  pens  himself} 

Shuts  up  his  windows,  locks  fair  daylif^t  out, 

And  makes  himself  an  artificial  night: 

Black  and  portentous  must  this  humour  prove, 

Unless  good  counsel  may  the  cause  remove. 

Ben,  My  noble  uncle,  do  you  know  the  cause  ? 

Mon.  I  neither  know  it  nor  can  learn  of  him. 

fen.  Have  you  imp6rtun'd  him  by  any  means  f 

Moa.  Both  by  myself  and  many  other  friends : 
Bat  he,  his  own  affections'  counsellor. 
Is  to  himself, — I  will  not  say  how  true, — 
But  to  himself  so  secret  and  so  close. 
So  for  Grom  sounding  and  discovery, 
As  is  the  hud  bit  with  an  envious  worm. 
Ere  he  can  spread  bis  sweet  leaves  to  the  air, 
Or  dedicate  his  beauty  to  the  sun.(i) 
Conld  we  but  learn  firom  whence  his  sorrows  grow. 
We  would  as  willingly  give  cure  as  know. 

Sen.  See,  where  he  comes :  so  please  you,  step  aside ; 
111  know  bis  grievance,  or  be  much  denied. 

JfoR.  I  would  thou  wert  so  happy  by  thy  stay, 
To  hear  tme  shrift. — Come,  madam,  let's  away. 

[Eaieunt  Montague  and  Lady. 

Snter  BoHBO-O 
Ben.  Good  morrow,  cousin. 
Rom.  Is  the  day  so  young  f 

Ben.  But  new  struck  nine, 

Rom.  Ay  me !  sad  hours  seem  long. 

Was  that  my  iathet  that  went  hence  so  fast  ? 

Ben.  It  was. — What  sadness  lengthens  Romeo's  hours? 
JIoBt.  Not  having  that,  which,  having,  makes  them  short. 
Ben.  In  love? 
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Mom.  Out— 

Ben.  Of  love  I 

Bom.  Out  of  her  favour,  where  I  am  iu  love. 

Ben.  Alas,  that  love,' so  gentle  in  his  view. 
Should  be  so  tyrannous  and  roi^h  in  proof! 

jRont,  Alas,  that  love,  whose  view  is  muffled  still, 
Should,  without  eyes,  see  pathways  to  his  will! — 
Where  shall  we  dine  ? — O  me ! — What  fray  was  here  ? 
Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  all. 
Here's  much  to  do  with  hate,  but  more  with  love : — • 
Why,  then,  O  brawling  love  \  O  loving  hate ! 
O  any  thing,  of  nothing  first  create ! 
O  heavy  lightness !  serious  vanity  1 
Mis-shapen  chaos  of  well-seeming (')  forms! 
Feather  of  lead,  bright  smoke,  cold  fire,  sick  health ! 
Still-waking  sleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is  1 — 
This  love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  love  in  this. 
Dost  thou  not  laugh  ? 

Ben.  No,  coz,  I  rather  weep. 

Jtom.  Good  heart,  at  what ! 

Ben.  At  thy  good  heart's  oppression. 

Som.  Why,  such  is  love's  transgression. — 
Crriefs  of  mine  own  lie  heavy  in  my  breast ; 
Which  thou  wilt  propagate,  to  have  it  prest 
With  more  of  thine :  this  love,  that  thou  hast  shown. 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  smoke  rais'd  with  the  fume  of  sighs ; 
BeiDg  pui^'d,  a  fire  sparkling  in  lovers'  eyes ; 
Being  vex'd,  a  sea  nourish'd  with  lovers'  tears : 
What  is  it  else  ?  a  madness  most  discreet, 
A  choking  gall,  and  a  preserving  sweet — 
Farewell,  my  coz. 

Ben.  Sofl !  I  will  go  along : 

An  if  you  leave  me  so,  you  do  me  wrong. 

Som.  Tut,  I  have  lost  myself;  I  am  not  here; 
This  is  not  Romeo,  he's  some  other  where, 

Ben.  Tell  me  in  sadness,  nbo  is  that  you  love. 

Jtom.  What,  shall  X  groan,  and  tell  thee  ? 

Ben.  Groan !  why,  no ; 
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But  sadly  tell  me  who. 

JRtfm.  Bid  a  Rick  man  in  sadness  make  his  will, — ' 
Ah,  word  ill  org'd  to  one  (hat  is  bo  ill ! — 
In  sadness,  cousin,  I  do  love  a  woman. 

Ben.  I  aim'd  so  near,  when  I  mippos'd  you  loT'd. 

Hon.  A  right  good  mark-man! — And  she's  fair  I  love. 

Ben.  A  right  fair  mark,  &ir  coz,  is  soonest  hit, 

Rom,  Well,  in  that  hit  you  miss ;  she'll  not  he  hit 
With  Cupid's  arrow, — she  hath  Dian's  wit ; 
And,  in  strong  proof  of  chastity  well  arm'd. 
From  love'B  weak  childish  bow  she  lives  unhann'd.(*) 
She  will  not  stay  the  siege  of  loving  terms. 
Nor  bide  the  encounter  of  assailing  eyes. 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  saint-seducing  gold : 
O,  she  is  rich  in  beauty ;  only  poor, 
That,  when  she  dies,  with  beauty  dies  her  8tore.(*) 

Ben.  Then  she  hath  sworn  that  she  will  still  live  chaste  t 

Bom,  She  hath,  and  in  that  sparing  makes  huge  waste ; 
For  bean^,  stary'd  with  her  severity, 
Cats  beau^  off  from  all  posterity. 
She  is  too  fair,  too  wise ;  wisely  too  fair, 
To  merit  bliss  by  making  me  despair : 
She  hath  fonwom  to  love ;  and  in  that  vow 
Do  I  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now, 

Ben.  Be  rul'd  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her. 

Bom.  O,  teach  me  bow  I  should  foiget  to  think. 

Ben.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  eyes ; 
Examine  other  beauties. 

Bom.  'Tis  the  way 

To  call  hers,  exquisite,  in  question  more : 
These  happy  masks  that  kiss  fair  ladies'  brows, 
Being  black,  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair; 
He  that  is  strucken  blind  cannot  forget 
The  precious  treasure  of  his  eyesight  lost : 
Show  me  a  mistress  that  is  passing  fair, 
What  doth  her  beau^  serve,  but  as  a  note 
Where  I  may  read  who  pass'd  that  passing  fair  ? 
Farewell :  thou  canst  not  teach  me  to  forget. 

Ser*.  Ill  pay  that  doctrine,  or  else  die  in  debt,    [Exeunt. 
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Scene  II.     A  ttreet. 


Enter  Capdlet,  Pabib,  and  Servant 

Cap.  But  Montague  ia  bound  ss  well  aa  I, 
la  penalty  alike ;  and  'tis  not  hard,  1  think. 
For  men  ao  old  as  we  to  keep  the  peace. 

Par.  Of  honourable  reckoning  are  you  both ; 
And  pi^  'tta  you  lir'd  at  odds  so  long. 
But  now,  my  lord,  what  say  you  to  my  suit  ? 

Cap.  But  saying  o'er  what  I  have  said  before : 
My  child  is  yet  a  stranger  in  the  world, 
She  hath  not  seen  the  change  of  fourteen  years ; 
Let  two  more  summers  wither  in  their  pride, 
Ere  we  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  bride. 

Par,  Younger  than  she  are  happy  mothers  made. 

Cop.  And  too  aooD  marr'd  axe  those  so  early  made.(^ 
Earth  (')  hath  swallow'd  all  my  hopes  but  she, 
She  is  the  hopeful  lady  of  my  earth : 
But  woo  her,  gentle  Paris,  get  her  heart, 
My  will  to  her  consent  is  but  a  part ; 
An  she  agree,  within  her  scope  of  choice 
Lies  my  consent  and  fair  according  voice. 
This  night  I  bold  an  old  accustom'd  feast. 
Whereto  I  hare  invited  many  a  guest, 
Such  as  I  love ;  and  you,  among  the  store. 
One  more,  most  welcome,  makes  my  nmnber  more. 
At  my  poor  house  look  to  behold  this  night 
Earth-treading  stars  that  make  dark  heaven  L^ht : 
Such  comfort  as  do  lusty  young  men  feel 
"When  well-apparell'd  April  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  winter  treads,  even  such  delight 
Among  fresh  female  buds  shall  you  this  night 
Inherit  at  my  house ;  hear  all,  all  see, 
And  like  her  most  whose  merit  most  shall  be : 
Such,^  amongst  view  of  many,  mine  being  one. 
May  stand  in  number,  though  in  reckoning  none. 
Come,  go  with  me. — Go,  sirrah,  trudge  about 
Through  fair  Verona ;  find  those  persons  out 
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Whose  names  are  written  there  {^ivet  a  paper],  and  to  them 

say, 
Hy  home  and  welcome  on  their  pleasure  stay, 

[Exevni  Capulet  and  Parii. 
Sen.  Find  them  out  whose  namea  are  written  here !  Jt 
is  written,  that  the  shoemaker  should  meddle  with  his  yard, 
and  the  tulor  with  his  last,  the  fisher  with  his  pencil,  and  the 
painter  with  bis  nets ;  but  I  am  sent  to  find  those  persona 
whose  names  are  here  writ,  and  can  never  find  what  names 
the  writing  person  bath  here  writ.  I  must  to  the  learned : — 
in  good  time. 

£nt«r  Bentouo  iund  Romeo. 
Ben.  Tut,  man,  one  fire  bums  out  another's  burning. 

One  pain  is  lessen'd  by  another's  anguish ; 
Turn  giddy,  and  be  holp  by  backward  turnings 

One  desperate  grief  cures  with  another's  languish : 
Take  thou  some  new  infection  to  thy  eye. 
And  the  rank  poison  of  the  old  will  die. 

.Rom.  Yoor  plantain-leaf  is  excellent  for  that. 

Ben.  For  what,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Bom.  For  your  broken  shin. 

Bm,  Why,  Romeo,  ajrt  thou  mad  ? 

Bom.  Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  madman  is ; 
Shut  up  in  prison,  kept  without  my  food, 
Whipp'd  and  tormented,  and — God-den,  good  fellow. 

Sent.  God  gi'  god-den. — I  pray,  sir,  can  you  read  ? 

Bam.  Ay,  mine  own  fortune  in  my  misery. 

Serv.  Perhaps  you  have  learned  it  without  book :  but,  I 
pray,  can  you  read  any  thing  you  see  t 

Bom.  Ay,  if  I  know  the  letters  and  the  language. 

Serv.  Ye  say  honestiy :  rest  you  merry ! 

Bom.  Stay,  fellow ;  1  can  read.  {^Readt. 

"  Sgnior  Martino  and  his  wife  and  daughters ;  County  Anselme 
and  his  beaoleona  sisters ;  the  lady  widow  of  Vitrurio ;  Signior 
Hacentio  and  his  lovely  nieces  ;  Mercntio  and  his  brother  Valen- 
tine ;  mine  nnde  Capulet,  his  wife,  and  danglitera ;  my  fiur  meoe 
Boaaline;  Liria;  Kgnior  Valentio  and  bis  oeusin  Tybalt;  Lucio 
and  the  lively  Helena." 
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A  fair  assembly  [^et  back  the  paper] :  whitbei  should  tbej 

Sert,  Up, 

Som.  Whither? 

Serv.  To  supper ;  (')  to  our  house. 

Rom.  Whose  house  ? 

Serv.  Mj  master's. 

Horn,  Indeed,  I  should  have  ask'd  you  that  before. 

Serv.  Now  I'll  tell  you  without  asking ;  my  master  is  the 
great  rich  Capulet ;  and  if  you  be  not  of  the  house  of  Mon- 
tagues, I  pray,  come  and  crush  a  cup  of  wine,  Kest  you 
merry !  [Exit. 

Ben.  At  this  same  ancient  feast  of  Capulet's 
Sups  the  &ir  Rosaline  whom  thou  so  lov'st; 
With  all  the  a^lmir^d  beaudes  of  Verona : 
Go  thither;  and,  with  unattaioted  eye. 
Compare  her  face  wiUi  some  that  I  shall  show. 
And  I  will  make  thee  think  thy  swan  a  crow. 
Itom.  When  the  devout  religion  of  mine  eye 

Maintains  such  falsehood,  then  turn  tears  to  fires ; 
And  these, — who,  often  drown'd,  could  never  die,' — 

Transparent  heretics,  be  burnt  for  liars  I 
One  fairer  than  my  love !  the  all-seeing  sun 
Ne'er  saw  her  match  since  first  Uie  world  begun. 

Ben.  Tut,  you  saw  her  fair,  none  else  being  by. 
Herself  pob'd  with  herself  in  either  eye : 
But  in  that  crystal  scales  let  there  be  weigh'd 
Your  lady's  loveC**)  a^inst  some  other  maid 
That  I  will  show  you  shining  at  this  feast, 
And  she  shall  scant  show  well  that  now  shows  best. 

Jtom.  I'll  go  along,  no  such  sight  to  be  shown. 
But  to  rejoice  in  splendour  of  mine  own.  [Exeunt, 


Scene  III.     j1  room  in  Capulet's  hotue. 
£jUer  Lady  Capulet  and  Nnne. 
La.  Cap.  Nurse,  where's  my  daughter  ?  call  her  forth  to 
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Nurse.  Now,  by  my  maidenhead, — at  twelve  year  old,— 
I  bade  her  come. — What,  lamb !  what,  lady-bird  1 — 
God  forbid !— where'a  thia  girl  ?— What,  Juliet ! 

£nter  Juliet. 

Jut.  How  now !  who  calla  ? 

2iune.  Your  mother. 

Jul.  Madam,  I  am  here. 

What  ia  your  will  ? 

Xo.  Cop.  Thia  is  the  matter, — Nurse,  give  leave  awhile. 
We  must  talk  in  secret : — nurse,  come  back  again ; 
I  have  remember*d  me,  thou's  hear  our  counsel. 
Thou  know'st  my  daughter's  of  a  pretty  age. 

Nurse.  Faith,  I  can  tell  her  age  unto  an  hour. 

La.  Cap.  She's  not  fourteen. 

Nmrtt.  I'll  lay  fourteen  of  my  teeth, — 

And  yet,  to  my  teen  be  it  spoken,  I  have  but  four, — 
She  is  not  fourteen.     How  long  is  it  now 
To  Lammaa-tide  t 

La.  Cap.  A  fortnight  and  odd  days. 

Nwte.  Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  year, 
C<Nne  Lanunas-eve  at  night  shall  she  be  fourteen. 
Susan  and  she, — God  rest  all  Chriatiau  souls! — 
Were  of  an  age :  well,  Susan  is  with  God ; 
She  was  too  good  for  me : — but,  as  I  said. 
On  Lammas-eye  at  night  shall  she  be  fourteen ; 
Iliat  shall  she,  many ;  I  remember  it  well. 
Tis  since  the  earthquake  now  eleven  years ; 
And  the  was  wean'd, — I  never  shall  forget  it, — 
Of  all  the  days  of  the  year,  upon  that  day: 
For  I  had  then  laid  wormwood  to  my  dug. 
Sitting  in  the  sun  under  the  dove-house  wall ; 
My  lord  and  you  were  then  at  Mantua  ;— 
Nay,  I  do  bear  a  brain : — but,  aa  I  said, 
When  it  did  taste  the  wormwood  on  the  nipple 
Of  my  dug,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  fool, 
To  see  it  tetchy,  and  fall  out  with  the  dug  I 
Shake,  quoth  the  dove-house :  'twas  no  need,  I  trow, 
To  bid  me  trudge. 
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And  mnce  that  time  it  is  eleven  years ; 

For  then  she  could  stand  alone ;  nay,  by  the  rood, 

She  could  have  run  and  waddled  all  about ; 

For  even  the  day  before,  she  broke  her  brow : 

And  then  my  husband, — God  be  with  his  soul ! 

'A  was  a  merry  man, — took  up  the  child : 

"Yea,"  quotb  be,  "dost  thou  fall  upon  thy  face? 

Thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  bast  more  wit; 

Wilt  thou  not,  Jule  ?"  and,  by  my  bolidame, 

The  pretty  wretch  left  crying,  and  said  "Ay:" 

To  see,  now,  bow  a  jest  shall  come  about! 

I  warrant,  an  I  should  lire  a  thousand  years, 

I  never  should  forget  it :  "  Wilt  thou  not,  Jule  V  quoth  he ; 

And,  pretty  fool,  it  stinted,  and  said  "  Ay." 

La.  Cap.  Enough  of  this;  I  pray  thee,  hold  thy  peace. 

Nurte.  Yes,  madam ; — ^yet  I  cannot  choose  but  laugh, 
To  think  it  should  leave  crying,  and  say  *'  Ay :" 
And  yet,  I  warrant,  it  had  upon  its  brow 
A  bump  as  big  as  a  young  cockerel's  stone; 
A  parlous  knock ;  and  it  cried  bitterly : 
"  Yea,"  quoth  my  husband,  "  fall'st  upon  thy  face  F 
Thou  wilt  fall  backward  when  thou  com'st  to  age; 
Wilt  thou  not,  Jule  ?"  it  stinted,  and  said  "  Ay." 

Jul.  And  stint  thou  too,  I  pray  thee,  nurse,  say  I. 

Narie.  Peace,  I  have  done.    God  mark  thee  to  hit  grace! 
Thou  wast  the  prettiest  babe  that  e'er  I  nurs'd : 
An  I  might  live  to  see  thee  married  once, 
I  have  my  wish. 

La.  Cap.  Many,  that  marry  is  the  very  theme 
I  came  to  talk  oft — tell  me,  daughter  Juliet, 
How  stands  your  disposition  to  be  married  ? 

Jul.  It  is  an  honour  that  I  dream  not  of. 

Nurte.  An  honour !  were  not  I  thine  only  nurse, 
I  would  say  thou  hadst  suck'd  wisdom  from  thy  teat 

La.  Cap.  Well,  think  of  marriage  now;  younger  dum  you. 
Here  in  Verona,  ladies  of  esteem. 
Are  made  already  mothers :  by  my  count, 
I  was  your  mother  much  upon  these  yean 
That  you  are  now  a  maid.     Thus,  then,  in  brief; — 
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The  valiant  Paru  aeelu  you  for  his  love, 

Nune.  A  man,  young  lady  I  Udy,  such  a  man 
As  all  the  world — why,  he's  a  man  of  wax. 

La.  Cap.  Verona's  summer  hath  not  such  a  flower. 

Nune.  Nay,  he's  a  flower ;  in  faith,  a  very  flower. 

La.  Cap.  Wltat  say  you  ?  can  you  love  the  gentleman  ? 
This  night  you  shall  behold  him  at  our  feast ; 
Read  o'er  the  volume  of  young  Paris'  face, 
And  And  delight  writ  there  with  beaut's  pen ; 
Examine  every  married  lineament. 
And  see  how  one  another  lends  content ; 
And  what  obscur'd  in  this  fair  volume  lies 
Mnd  written  in  the  margent  of  his  eyes. 
This  precious  book  of  love,  this  unboood  lover. 
To  beautify  him,  only  lacks  a  cover : 
The  fish  lives  in  the  sea ;  and  '\iM  much  pride 
F<v  fair  without  the  fair  within  to  hide : 
That  book  in  many's  eyes  doth  share  the  glory. 
That  in  gold  clasps  locks  in  the  golden  story ; 
So  shall  you  share  all  that  he  doth  possess, 
By  having  him,  making  yourself  no  less. 

Nttrte.  No  less!  nay,  bigger;  women  grow  by  mm. 

La.  Cap.  Speak  briefly,  can  you  like  of  Paris'  love  ? 

Jul.  Ill  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move : 
But  no  more  deep  wUl  I  endart  mine  eye 
Than  your  consent  gives  strength  to  make  it  fly. 

Snter  a  Servant. 
Sen.  Madam,  the  guests  are  come,  supper  served  up,  you 
called,  my  young  lady  asked  for,  the  nurse  cursed  in  the  pan- 
try, and  every  thing  in  extremi^.     I  must  hence  to  wait;  I 
beseech  you,  follow  straight. 

La.  Cap.  We  follow  thee.     [Exit  ServantJ[ — Juliet,  the 

county  stays, 
Nurte.  Go,  prl,  seek  happy  nights  to  happy  days. 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene  IV.     A  street. 


BtUer  RoHRO,  Mbkciitio,  Bentouo,  vnlk,five  or  tix  Maaken, 
Torch-bearers,  and  other*. 

Rom.  What,  shall  this  speech  he  spoke  for  our  excuse  f 
Or  shall  we  on  without  apology  ? 

Ben.  The  date  is  out  of  such  prolixity : 
We'll  have  no  Cupid  hoodwink'd  with  a  scarf. 
Bearing  a  Tartar's  painted  bow  of  lath, 
Scaring  the  ladies  like  a  crow-keeper ; 
Nor  no  without-book  prologue,  faintly  spoke 
After  the  prompter,  for  our  entrance : 
But,  let  them  measure  us  by  what  they  will, 
We'll  measure  them  a  measure,  and  he  gone. 

Rom.  Give  me  a  toTch, — I  am  not  for  this  ambling ; 
Being  hut  heavy,  I  will  bear  the  light. 

Jlfi^.  Nay,  gentle  Romeo,  we  must  have  you  dance. 

Rom.  Not  I,  believe  me :  you  have  dancing  shoes 
With  nimble  soles :  I  have  a  soul  of  lead, 
So  stakes  me  to  the  groimd,  I  cannot  move. 

Mer.  You  ate  a  lover ;  borrow  Cupid's  wings, 
And  soar  with  them  above  a  common  bound. 

Rom.  I  am  too  sore  enpierc^d  vrith  his  shaft. 
To  soar  with  his  light  feathers ;  and  so  bound, 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  woe ; 
Under  love's  heavy  burden  do  I  sink. 

Mer.  And,  to  sink  in  it,  should  you  burden  love ; 
Too  great  oppression  for  a  tender  thing. 

Rom.  Is  love  a  tender  thing  ?  it  is  too  rough. 
Too  rude,  too  boisterous ;  and  it  pricks  like  thorn. 

Mer.  If  love  be  rough  with  you,  be  rough  with  love ; 
Prick  love  for  pricking,  and  you  beat  love  down.— 
Give  me  a  case  to  put  my  visage  in : 
A  visor  for  a  visor ! — what  care  I 
What  curious  eye  doth  quote  deformities? 
Here  are  the  beetle -brows  shall  blush  for  me. 

Sen,  Come,  knock  and  enter ;  and  no  sooner  in, 
But  every  man  betake  him  to  Jiia  legs. 
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AoR.  A  torch  for  me :  let  wantons,  li^ht  of  heart, 
Tickle  the  senseless  rushes  with  their  heels ; 
For  I  am  proverb'd  with  a  graodsire  phrase, — 
111  be  a  candle-holder,  and  look  on, — 
The  game  was  ne'er  so  fair,  and  I  am  done. 

Mer.  Tat,  dan's  the  mouse,  the  constable's  own  word : 
If  thou  art  dun,  we'll  draw  thee  from  the  mire 
Of  this  (MT-reverence)  love,  wherein  thou  stick'st 
Up  to  the  ears. — Come,  we  bum  daylight,  ho. 

Rom.  Haj,  that's  not  so. 

Mer.  I  mean,  sir,  in  delay 

We  waste  our  lights  in  rain,  like  lamps  by  day. 
Take  our  good  meaning,  for  our  judgment  sits 
Five  times  in  that,  ere  once  in  our  five  wits, 

jRom.  And  we  mean  well,  in  going  to  this  mask ; 
But  'tis  no  wit  to  go. 

Mer.  Why,  may  one  ask  f 

Jtom.  I  dreamt  a  dream  to-night. 

Mer.  And  so  did  I. 

Sam.  Well,  what  was  yours  ? 

Mer.  That  dreamers  of^en  lie, 

Jiom.  In  bed  asleep,  while  they  do  dream  things  true. 

Mer.  O,  then,  I  see  Queen  Mab  hath  been  with  you. 
She  is  the  fairies'  midwife ;  and  she  comes 
In  shape  no  bigger  than  an  agate-stone 
On  the  fore-finger  of  an  alderman. 
Drawn  with  a  team  of  little  atomies 
Athwart  men's  noses  as  they  lie  asleep : 
Her  wa^^on-spokes  made  of  long  spinners'  l^s ; 
The  cover,  of  the  wings  of  grasshoppers ; 
The  traces,  of  the  smallest  spider's  web ; 
The  collars,  of  the  moonshine's  watery  beams ; 
Her  whip,  of  cricket's  bone ;  the  lash,  of  film  i 
Her  waggoner,  a  small  grey-coated  gnat, 
Not  half  so  big  as  a  round  little  worm 
Prick'd  &om  the  lazy  finger  of  a  maid : 
Her  chariot  is  an  empty  hazel-nut. 
Made  by  the  joiner  squirrel  or  old  grub, 
Time  oat  o'  mind  the  fairies'  coachmakers. 
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And  in  this  state  die  gallops  night  by  night 

Through  lovers'  brains,  and  then  they  dream  of  love ; 

0'er(")  courtiers'  knees,  that  dream  on  court'sles  straight ; 

O'er  lawyers'  fingers,  who  straight  dream  on  fees ; 

O'er  ladies'  lips,  who  straight  on  kisses  dream, — 

Which  oft  the  angry  Mab  with  blisters  plagues, 

Because  their  breaths  with  sweetmeats  tainted  are : 

Sometime  she  gallops  o'er  a  courtier's  nose. 

And  then  dreams  he  of  smelling  out  a  suit ; 

And  sometime  comes  she  with  a  tithe-pig's  tail 

Tickling  a  parson's  nose  as  'a  lies  asleep. 

Then  dreams  be  of  another  benefice : 

Sometime  she  driveth  o'er  a  soldier's  neck, 

And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  throats, 

Of  breaches,  ambuscadoes,  Spanish  blades. 

Of  healths  five- fathom  deep ;  and  then  anon 

Drums  in  his  ear,  at  which  he  starts,  and  wakes ; 

And,  being  thus  frighted,  swears  a  prayer  or  two, 

And  sleeps  again.     This  is  that  very  Mab 

That  plats  the  manes  of  horses  in  the  night ; 

And  bakes  the  elf-locks  in  foul  sluttish  hairs. 

Which  once  untangled,  much  misfortune  bodes : 

This  is  the  hag,  when  maids  lie  on  tbett  backs, 

That  presses  them,  and  leama  them  first  to  bear. 

Making  them  women  of  good  carriage : 

This  is  she — 

Jiom.  Peace,  peace,  Mercutio,  peace  1 

Thou  talk'st  of  nothing. 

ifer.  True,  I  talk  of  dreams ; 

Which  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain, 
Begot  of  nothing  but  vain  fantasy ; 
Which  is  as  thin  of  substance  as  the  air ; 
And  more  inconstant  than  the  wind,  who  wooes 
Even  now  the  frozen  bosom  of  the  north. 
And,  being  anger'd,  puSs  away  from  thence. 
Turning  his  face  to  the  dew-dropping  south. 

JBen.  This  wind,  you  talk  of,  blows  us  &om  ourselves ; 
Supper  b  done,  and  we  shall  come  too  late. 

Rom.  I  fear,  too  early :  for  my  mind  misgives 
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Some  consequence,  yet  hanging  in  the  stars. 

Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 

With  this  night's  revels ;  and  expire  the  term 

Of  a  despised  life,  clos'd  in  my  breast, 

By  XHne  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death : 

Bat  He,  that  hath  the  steerage  of  my  course, 

Direct  my  sail ! — On,  lusty  gentlemen. 

Ben.  Strike,  drum.  [Exeunt, 


ScKNE  y.     A  hail  m  Capulet's  hmue. 
Uoiicians  waiting.    Enter  Servants. 

^int  iSere.C)  Where's  Potpan,  that  he  helps  not  to  take 
away  F  he  shift  a  trencher  I  he  scrape  a  trencher ! 

See.  SerB.  When  good  manners  shall  lie  all  in  one  or  two 
men's  hands,  and  they  unwashed  too,  'ds  a  foul  thing. 

First  Sen.  Away  with  the  joint-stools,  remove  the  court- 
cnpboard,  look  to  the  plate : — good  thou,  save  me  a  piece  of 
marchpane ;  and,  as  thou  lovest  me,  let  the  porter  let  in  Susan 
Grindstone  and  Mell. — Antony,  and  Potpan ! 

Sec.  Serv.  Ay,  hoy,  ready. 

Fint  Serv.  You  are  looked  for  and  called  for,  asked  for 
and  sought  for,  in  the  great  chamber. 

Sec.  Serv.  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  too. — Cheerly, 
boya ;  be  brisk  awhile,  and  the  longer  liver  take  all. 

[2Sey  retire  behtad. 

Eitter  Capulxt,  Ac  mlh  the  Quests,  and  the  Maskers. 
Cap.  Welcome,  gentlemen !  ladies  that  have  their  toes 
Unplagu'd  with  corns  will  have  a  bout  with  you : — 
Ah  ha,  my  mistresses  I  which  of  you  all 
Will  now  deny  to  dance  ?  she  that  makes  dainty. 
She,  111  swear,  hath  coma ;  am  I  come  near  ye  now  t — 
Welcome,  gentlemen  \  I  have  seen  the  day 
That  I  have  worn  a  visor ;  and  could  tell 
A  whispering  tale  in  a  fair  lady's  ear. 
Such  as  would  please ;— 'tis  gone,  'tis  gone,  'ds  gone : 
You  are  welcome,  gentlemen ! — Come,  mufflcians,  play. — 

vol.  T.  I 
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A  hall,  a  hall !  gfve  loom  <  and  foot  it,  girls. — 

{Music  playt,  and  thsy  dance, 
Moie  light,  you  knaves ;  and  turn  the  tables  up. 
And  quench  the  fire,  the  room  is  grown  too  hot. — 
Ah,  uirah,  this  uulook'd-for  sport  comes  well. 
Nay,  sit,  nay,  sit,  good  coiisin  Cspulet ; 
For  you  and  I  are  past  our  dancing  days : 
How  long  is't  now  since  last  yourself  and  I 
Were  in  a  mask  ? 

See.  Cap.       fiy'r  lady,  thirty  years. 

Cap,  What,  man !  'tis  not  so  much,  'tis  not  bo  much : 
'Tis  since  the  nuptial  of  Luceatio, 
Come  pentecost  as  quickly  as  it  will. 
Some  five-and-twenty  years ;  and  then  we  mask'd. 

Sec,  Cap,  'Tis  more,  'tis  more :  his  son  is  elder,  sir ; 
His  son  is  thirty. 

Cap,  Will  you  tell  me  that  f 

His  son  was  but  a  ward  two  years  ago. 

Rom.  What  lady  is  that,  which  doth  enrich  the  hand 
Of  yonder  knight  t 

Sent.  I  know  ngt,  sir, 

Rom.  O,  she  doth  teach  the  torches  to  bum  bright  I 
It  seems  she  ('*)  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiop's  Aar ; 
Beauty  too  rich  for  use,  for  earth  too  dear  1 
So  shows  a  snowy  dore  trooping  with  crows, 
As  yonder  lady  o'er  her  fellows  shows. 
The  measure  done,  I'll  watch  her  place  of  stand,  - 
And,  touching  hers,  make  blessed  my  rude  hand. 
Bid  my  heart  love  till  now  f  forswear  it,  sight ! 
For  I  ne'er  saw  true  beauty  till  this  night. 

Tyb,  This,  by  his  roice,  should  be  a  Montague : — 
Fetch  me  my  rapier,  boy : — what,  darea  the  slave 
Come  hither,  cover'd  with  an  antic  face, 
To  fleer  and  scorn  at  our  solemnity  f 
Now,  by  the  stock  and  honour  of  my  kin. 
To  strike  him  dead  I  hold  it  not  a  sin. 

Cap,   Why,  how  now,  kinsman!    wherefore  storm  you 
aot 
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7^6.  Uncle,  this  is  a  Montague,  our  foe ; 
A  nllain,  tbat  is  hither  come  in  spite. 
To  scorn  at  our  solemnity  this  night. 

Cap.  Young  Romeo  is  it? 

Tyh.  'Tis  he,  that  villain  Romeo. 

Cap.  Content  thee,  gentle  coz,  let  him  atone. 
He  bean  him  like  a  portly  gentleman ; 
And,  to  say  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him 
To  be  a  virtuous  and  well-goTem'd  youth : 
I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  town, 
Here  in  my  house,  do  him  disparagement : 
Hierefoie  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  him, — 
It  is  my  will ;  the  which  if  thou  respect, 
Show  a  fair  presence,  and  put  off  these  iiowna, 
An  iU-beseeming  semblance  for  a  feast. 

7^6.  It  fits,  when  such  a  villain  is  a  guest : 
ni  not  endure  him. 

Cap.  He  shall  be  endur'd : 

What,  goodman  boy ! — I  say,  he  shall ; — go  to ; 
Am  I  the  master  here,  oi  you  ?  go  to. 
Yonll  not  endure  him ! — God  shall  mend  my  soul, 
Yooll  make  a  mutiny  among  my  guests  t 
Yon  will  set  cock-a-hoop !  you'll  be  the  man  I 

Tyb.  Why,  uncle,  'tis  a  shame. 

Ct^.  Go  to,  go  to ; 

You  are  a  saucy  hoy : — is't  so,  indeed  f — 
This  trick  may  chance  to  scathe  you, — I  know  what : 
Yon  must  contrary  me  ]  marry,  'tis  time. — ■ 
Well  said,  my  hearts ! — You  are  a  princoz ;  go : 
Be  quiet,  or— More  light,  more  light! — For  shame! 
Ill  make  you  quiet. — What,  cheerly,  my  hearts ! 

T^b.  Patience  perforce  with  wilful  cholei  meeting 
Makes  my  flesh  tremble  in  their  different  greeting. 
I  will  withdraw ;  but  this  intrusion  shall, 
Now  seeming  sweet,  convert  to  bitter  grilT"  {Exit. 

Rom,  If  I  profane  with  my  unworthiest'hand  \To  Juliet. 

This  holy  shrine,  the  gentle  fine(i*)  is  this,— 
My  lips,  two  blushing  pilgrims,  ready  stand 

To  smooth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender  kiss. 
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Jul.    Good  pilgrim,  you  do  wrong  your  hand  too  much. 
Which  mannerly  devotion  shows  in  this ; 
For  saints  have  hands  that  pilgrims'  hands  do  touch. 
And  palm  to  palm  is  holy  palmers'  kiss. 
Rom.  Have  not  saints  lips,  and  holy  palmers  too  7 
Jvl.  Ay,  pilgrim,  lips  that  they  must  use  in  prayer. 

Mom.  O,  then,  dear  saint,  let  lips  do  what  hands  do ; 

They  pray,  grant  thou,  lest  faith  turn  to  despair. 
Jul.    Saints  do  not  move,  though  grant  for  prayers'  sake. 
Som.  Then  move  not,  while  my  prayer's  effect  I  take. 
Thus  from  my  lips,  by  yours,  my  sin  is  purg'd. 

[Kitting  her. 
Jul.  Then  have  my  lips  die  sin  that  they  have  took. 

Rom,  Sin  from  my  lips  7     O  trespass  sweetly  ui^'d ! 

Give  me  my  sin  again. 
Jul.  You  kiss  by  the  book. 

Nurte.  Madam,  your  mother  craves  a  word  with  you. 
Rom,  What  is  her  mother  t 
Nurte.  Marry,  bachelor, 

Her  mother  is  the  lady  of  the  house, 
And  a  good  lady,  and  a  wise  and  virtuous : 
I  Durs'd  her  daughter,  that  you  talk'd  withal ; 
I  tell  you,  he  that  can  lay  hold  of  her 
Shall  have  the  chinks. 

Rom.  Is  she  a  Capulet  f 

0  dear  account!  my  life  is  my  foe's  debt 

Ben.  Away,  be  gone ;  the  sport  is  at  the  best. 

Rom.  Ay,  so  I  fear ;  the  mote  is  my  unrest. 

Cap.  Nay,  gentlemen,  prepare  not  to  be  gone ; 
We  have  a  trifling  foolish  banquet  towards. — 
Is  it  e'eo  so  ?  why,  then,  I  thank  you  all ; 

1  thank  you,  honest  gentlemen ;  good  night. — 
More  torches  here  \ — Come  on,  then,  let's  to  bed. 
Ah,  sirrah  \to  See.  Cap."],  hyray  fay,  it  waxes  late : 

111  to  my  rest.  lExeutit  all  except  Juliet  and  Nurte. 

Jul.  Come  hither,  nurse.     What  is  yond  gentleman  ? 
Nttrie.  The  son  and  heir  of  old  Tiberio. 
Jul,  What's  he  that  now  is  going  out  of  door  ? 
Nurte.  Marry,  that,  I  think,  be  young  Fetmcio. 
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Jid.  What's  he  that  follows  there,  that  would  not  dance? 

Nunc.  I  know  not. 

JuL  Go,  Bsk  his  name : — if  he  be  married. 
My  gisTe  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  bed. 

Nurte.  His  name  is  Romeo,  and  a  Montague ; 
The  only  son  of  your  great  enemy. 

JuL  My  only  love  sprung  from  my  only  hate  1 
Too  early  seen  unknown,  and  known  too  late  1 
Prodigious  birth  of  love  it  is  to  me, 
lliat  I  must  love  a  loathed  enemy. 

Nune.  What's  this  1  what's  this  t 

Jul.  A  rhyme  I  leam'd  eren  now 

Of  one  I  danc'd  withal.  [One  ealls  mthm,  "  Juliet." 

Nune.  AnoD,  anon  1 — 

Come,  let's  away ;  the  strangers  all  are  gone.  [ExevtU. 

.Aitor  Chons. 
Chor.  Now  old  desire  doth  in  his  death-bed  lie. 

And  young  affection  gapes  to  be  his  heir ; 
That  &ir,  for  which  love  groan'd  for,  and  would  die, 

With  tender  Juliet  match'd,  ia  now  not  fait. 
Now  Romeo  is  belor'd,  and  lores  again. 

Alike  bewitched  by  the  charm  of  looks ; 
But  to  his  foe  suppos'd  he  must  complain. 

And  she  steal  love's  sweet  bait  from  fearful  hooks : 
Being  held  a  foe,  he  may  not  have  access 

To  breathe  such  tows  as  lovers  use  to  swear ; 
And  she  as  much  in  love,  her  means  much  less 

To  meet  her  new-belovid  any  where : 
But  passion  lends  them  power,  time  means,  to  meet. 
Tempering  extremities  with  extreme  sweet,  \Emt. 


ACT  II. 

ScBMi  I.     An  open  place  adjoining  Capulbt's  garden, 

£n&r  Bono. 
Bom.  Can  I  go  forward  when  my  heart  is  here  f 
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Turn  back,  dull  eartli,  and  find  ihj  centre  out. 

Iffe  cUmbt  the  wall,  and  leapt  down  within  it. 

Enter  Bentolio  and  UzBOuno. 

Ben,  Romeo !  mj  cousio  Romeo ! 

Mer.  He  U  wiae ; 

And,  on  my  life,  hath  stol'n  him  home  to  bed. 

Ben.  He  ran  this  way,  and  leap'd  this  orchard  wall : 
Call,  good  Metcutio. 

Mer.  Nay,  111  conjure  too. — (•') 

Romeo!  humours!  madman!  passion!  lover! 
Appear  thou  in  the  likeness  of  a  sigh : 
Speak  but  one  rhyme,  and  I  am  satisfied ; 
Cry  but,  Ay  me !  pronounce  but — love  and  dove  ; 
Speak  to  my  gossip  Venus  one  fair  word. 
One  nick-name  for  her  purblind  son  and  heir, 
Toung  auburn  C)  Cupid,  he  that  shot  so  trim. 
When  King  Cophetua  loVd  the  beggar-maid ! — 
He  heareth  not,  he  stirreth  not,  he  moveth  not ; 
The  ape  is  dead,  and  I  must  conjure  him. — 
t  conjure  thee  by  Rosaline's  bright  eyes, 
By  her  high  forehead,  and  her  scarlet  lip, 
By  her  fine  foot,  straight  leg,  and  quivering  thigh, 
And  the  demesnes  that  there  adjacent  lie, 
That  in  thy  likeness  thou  appear  to  us ! 

Ben.  An  if  he  hear  thee,  thou  wilt  anger  him. 

Mer.  This  cannot  anger  him :  'twould  anger  him 
To  raise  a  spirit  in  his  mistress'  circle 
Of  some  strange  nature,  letting  it  there  stand 
Till  she  had  laid  it,  and  conjur'd  it  down ; 
That  were  some  spite :  my  invocation 
Is  fur  and  honest,  and,  in  his  mistress'  name, 
I  conjure  only  but  to  raise  up  him. 

Ben.  Come,  he  hath  hid  himself  among  these  trees, 
To  be  consorted  with  the  humorous  night : 
Blind  is  his  love,  and  best  befits  the  daxk. 

Mer.  If  love  be  blind,  love  cannot  hit  the  mark. 
Now  will  he  ait  under  a  medlar-tree, 
And  wish  his  mistress  were  that  kind  of  frnit 
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As  muds  call  iDedlara,  when  they  laogh  alone. — 
O,  Romeo,  that  she  were,  O,  that  she  were 
An  open  et  catera,  thou  a  poperin  pear ! 
Romeo,  good  night : — I'll  to  my  tnickle>bed ; 
This  field-bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  sleep : 
Ccxue,  shall  we  go  f 

Ben,  Go,  then ;  for  'tis  in  vain 

To  seek  him  here  that  means  not  to  be  found.  \_Es»unt. 


Scene  II.    Capuxet's  ffontm. 
Bnter  Rokbo. 
Jtam,  He  jests  at  scars  that  never  felt  a  wound. — 

[JuUet  appean  above  at  a  wmdow. 
But,  soft!  what  light  through  yonder  window  breaks  ? 
It  is  the  east,  and  Juliet  is  the  sun ! — 
Arise,  &ir  sun,  and  kill  the  envious  moon, 
Who  is  alrea^  sick  and  pale  with  grief, 
That  thou  her  moid  art  &r  more  fair  than  she : 
Be  not  her  maid,  since  she  is  eavious ; 
Her  veatal  livery  is  but  sick  and  green. 
And  n<me  bat  fools  do  wear  it ;  cast  it  oS. — 
It  ia  my  lady ;  O,  it  is  my  love ! 
O,  that  ahe  knew  she  were  1 — 
She  speaks,  yet  she  says  nothing :  what  of  that  ? 
Her  qre  discourses,  I  will  answer  it. — 
I  am  too  bold,  'tis  not  to  me  she  speaks : 
Two  of  the  fairest  stars  in  all  the  heaven, 
Hsring  some  business,  do  entreat  her  eyes 
To  twinkle  in  their  spheres  till  they  return. 
What  if  her  eyes  were  there,  they  in  her  head  7 
Tbe  brightness  of  her  cheek  would  shame  those  stars. 
As  dayligbt  doth  a  lamp ;  her  eyes  in  heaven 
Wtnild  throogh  the  airy  region  stream  so  bright. 
That  birds  would  sing,  and  think  it  were  not  night. — 
See,  how  she  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand ! 
O,  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand, 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek  1 
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Jul.  Ay  me ! 

Som.  She  speaks : — 

O,  speak  again,  bright  angel !  for  tiion  art 
As  glorious  to  this  night,  being  o'er  my  head. 
As  is  a  winged  messengei  of  heaven 
Unto  the  white-upturned  wondering  eyes 
Of  mortals  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on  him 
When  he  bestrides  the  )azy-paciDg(")  clouda 
And  sails  upon  the  bosom  of  the  air. 

Jul,  O  Rraneo,  Romeo !  wherefore  art  thou  Romeo  t 
Deny  thy  father,  and  refuse  thy  name ; 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  sworn  my  love, 
And  I'll  no  longer  be  a  Capulet. 

Som,  Shall  I  hear  more,  or  shall  I  spesk  at  this  t  [.AMide. 

Jul,  "Tis  but  thy  name  that  is  my  enemy ; — 
Thou  art  thyself  though,  not  a  Montague. 
What's  Montague  7  it  is  nor  hand,  nor  foot. 
Nor  arm,  nor  face,  nor  any  other  part 
Belonging  to  a  man.     O,  be  some  other  name ! 
What's  in  a  name  t  that  wliich  we  call  a  rose 
By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet; 
So  Romeo  would,  were  be  not  Romeo  call'd. 
Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes 
Without  that  title : — Borneo,  doff  thy  name ; 
And  for  that  name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 
Take  all  myself. 

Horn.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word : 

Call  me  but  love,  and  I'll  be  new  baptiz'd ; 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

Jut.  What  man  art  thou,  that,  thus  bescreen'd  in  night. 
So  stumblest  on  my  counsel  ? 

Jiom.  By  a  name 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am : 
My  name,  dear  saint,  is  hateful  to  myself, 
Because  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee ; 
Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

Jul,  My  ears  have  not  yet  drunk  a  hundred  words 
Of  that  tongue's  utterance,  yet  I  know  the  sound : 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Montague  t 
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BoBU  Neither,  fair  saint,  if  either  thee  dulike. 
Jul.  How  cam'st  thou  hither,  tell  me,  and  wherefore  F 
The  orchard  walls  are  high  and  hard  to  climb ; 
And  the  place  death,  considering  who  thou  art. 
If  any  of  mj  kinsmen  find  thee  here. 

jRoM,  With  lore's  light  wings  did  I  o'er-perch  these  walls ; 
For  stony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out : 
And  what  love  can  do,  that  dares  love  attempt ; 
Therefore  thy  kinsmen  are  no  let  to  me. 

JuL  If  they  da  see  thee,  they  will  murder  thee. 
Jl^mt.  Alack,  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  eye 
Than  twenty  of  their  swords :  look  thou  but  sweet. 
And  I  am  proof  against  their  enmity. 

Jut.  1  would  not  for  the  world  they  saw  thee  here. 
JtoM.  I  have  night's  cloak  to  hide  me  from  their  sight ; 
And  but  Aou  lore  me,  let  them  find  me  here : 
Hy  life  were  better  ended  by  their  hate, 
Than  death  prorogued,  wanting  of  thy  lore. 

Jul.  By  whose  ditectitm  fonnd'st  thou  out  this  place  t 
Saat.  By  love,  who  first  did  prompt  me  to  inquire ; 
He  lent  me  counsel,  and  I  lent  him  eyes, 
I  am  no  pilot ;  yet,  wert  thou  as  far 
As  that  vast  shore  wash'd  with  the  furthest  sea, 
I  would  adventure  for  such  merchandise. 

Jul.  Thou  know'st  the  mask  of  night  is  on  my  face, 
£l8e  would  a  maiden  blush  bepaint  my  cheek 
For  that  which  thou  hast  heard  me  speak  to-night. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  fain,  fain  deny 
What  I  have  spoke  :  but  fJEurewell  compliment  I 
Doat  thou  love  me  ?     I  know  thou  wilt  say.  Ay ; 
And  I  will  take  thy  word :  yet,  if  thou  swear'st, 
Thou  mayat  prove  false;  at  lovers'  perjuries. 
They  say,  Jove  laughs.     O  gentle  Romeo, 
If  thou  dost  love,  pronounce  it  faithfnlly : 
Or  if  thou  think'st  I  am  too  quickly  won, 
111  frown,  and  be  perverse,  and  say  thee  nay, 
So  thou  wilt  woo ;  but  elae,  not  for  the  world. 
In  truth,  fair  Montague,  I  am  too  fond ; 
And  therefore  thou  mayst  think  my  haviour  tif^t : 
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But  trust  me,  gentlenuui,  I'll  prore  more  true 
Than  Uiose  that  have  more  cumung  to  be  stntnge, 
I  should  have  been  more  atrange,  I  must  coofess. 
But  that  thou  overheard'st,  ere  I  was  ware, 
My  trae  love's  passion :  therefore  pardon  me ; 
And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  love, 
Which  the  dark  night  hath  so  discovered. 

Jlom.  Lady,  by  yonder  blessed  moon  I  swear, 
That  tips  with  silver  all  these  Jruit-tree  tops, — 

Jul.  O,  swear  not  by  the  moon,  the  inconstant  moon. 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb. 
Lest  that  thy  lore  prove  likewise  vaiiable, 

Rom.  What  shall  I  swear  by  ? 

Jul.  Do  not  swear  at  oU ; 

Or,  if  thou  wilt,  swear  by  thy  gracious  self, 
Which  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry. 
And  I'll  believe  thee. 

Rom.  If  my  heart's  dear  love, — 

Jut.  Well,  do  not  swear :  althou^  I  joy  in  thee, 
I  have  no  joy  of  this  contract  to-night : 
It  is  too  rash,  too  nnadvis'd,  too  suddai ; 
Too  like  the  lightning,  which  doth  cease  to  be 
Ere  one  can  say,  It  lightens.     Sweet,  good  ni^t  ] 
This  bud  of  love,  by  summer's  ripening  brea&. 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower  when  next  we  meet. 
Good  night,  good  night  I  as  sweet  repose  and  rest 
Come  to  thy  heart  as  that  within  my  breast  I 

2lom.  O,  wilt  thou  leave  me  so  unsatisfied! 

JuL  What  satisfaction  canst  thou  have  to-night  f 

Rom.  The  exchange  of  thy  love's  faithful  vow  for  mine. 

Jul.  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didst  request  it : 
And  yet  I  would  it  were  to  give  again. 

RoTn.  Wouldst  thou  vrithdraw  it  f  for  what  purpose,  love  t 

Jul.  But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again. 
And  yet  I  wish  but  for  the  thing  I  have : 
My  boun^  is  as  boundless  as  the  sea, 
My  love  as  deep ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee, 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite.      [Nune  calk  toithm. 
I  hear  some  noise  within ;  dear  love,  adieu ! — 
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Anon,  good  niiTse ! — Sweet  Montagae,  be  true. 

Stay  1>ut  a  little,  I  will  come  again.  [^Exit  above. 

.Rom.  O  blessed,  blessed  night  1  I  am  afeard, 
B^ng  in  night,  all  this  is  but  a  dream. 
Too  flattering-sweet  to  be  substantial. 

Se-mter  Juugr  abow. 

Jul.  Three  words,  dear  Romeo,  and  good  night  indeed. 
If  that  thj  bent  of  love  be  honourable, 
Thj  purpose  marriage,  send  me  word  to-morrow, 
B7  one  that  111  procure  to  come  to  thee, 
"Where  and  what  time  thou  wilt  perform  the  rite ; 
And  all  m;  fortunes  at  thy  foot  I'll  laj, 
And  follow  thee  mj  lord  throughout  the  world. 

Nurte  [withinl.  Madam  i 

JhL  I  come,  anon : — But  if  thou  meau'st  not  well, 
I  do  bcKcch  tfaee, — 

Nvrtt  \mtliin].    Madam  1 

Jul.  Bj  and  hj,  I  ccmie  :— 

To  cease  thy  8iiit,(i^  and  leave  me  to  my  grief ; 
To-morrow  will  I  send. 

Rowh  So  thrive  my  soul, — 

Jul,  A  thousand  times  good  night  1  [Exit  ahovt. 

Sam.  A  thousand  times  the  worse,  to  want  thy  light, — 
Love  goes  toward  love,  as  schoolboys  from  their  books ; 
But  lore  from  love,  toward  school  with  heavy  looks, 

[Retiring. 
S^-enter  SxiixKC  above. 

Jul,  Hist  I  B«meo,  hist  1 — O,  for  a  falccoier's  voice. 
To  lure  this  tassel-gentle  back  agaia ! 
Bondage  is  hoarse,  and  may  not  speak  aloud ; 
£lse  would  I  tear  the  cave  where  Echo  lies. 
And  make  her  airy  tongne(")  more  hoarse  than  mine. 
With  repetition  of  my  Romeo's  name. 

Rom,  It  is  my  soul  that  calls  upon  my  name : 
How  silver-sweet  sound  lovers'  tongues  by  night, 
like  softest  music  to  attending  ears  1 

/v/.  Romeo! 

Rom.  Mydear?C») 


itizecoy  Google 


IM  BOHBO  AND  JULIET.  t^c  "■ 

Jid.  At  what  o'clock  to-moirow 

Shall  I  send  to  thee  ? 

Itom.  At  the  hour  of  nine, 

Jui.  I  will  not  fail :  'tis  twenty  yean  till  then. 
I  have  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back. 

Rom.  Let  me  stand  here  till  thou  remember  it. 

Jul.  I  shall  forget,  to  have  thee  still  stand  there, 
Remembering  how  I  lore  thy  company. 

Sam.  And  111  still  stay,  to  have  thee  still  forget. 
Forgetting  any  other  home  but  this, 

Jul.  'Tis  almost  morning ;  I  would  have  thee  gone : 
And  yet  no  further  than  a  wanton's  bird; 
Who  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand. 
Like  a  poor  prisoner  in  his  twisted  gyves, 
And  with  a  nlk  thread  plucks  it  back  again, 
So  loving-jealouB  of  his  liberty. 

Jtom.  I  would  I  were  thy  bird. 

Jul.  Sweet,  so  would  I : 

Yet  I  should  kill  thee  with  much  cherishing. 
QooA.  night,  good  night  1  parting  is  such  sweet  sorrow. 
That  J  shall  say  good  night  till  it  be  morrow.       [£mt  above. 

Rom.  Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes,  peace  in  thy  breast  1 — 
Would  I  were  sleep  and  peace,  so  sweet  to  rest ! 
Hence  will  I  to  my  ghosUy  father's  cell. 
His  hdp  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap  to  tell.  [Exit, 


ScBNB  III.     Friar  Laurence's  cell. 
Enttr  Friar  LAnsxKCK,  wUh  a  ba$kel. 
Fri.  L,  The  grey-ey'd  mom  smiles  on  the  frowning  night. 
Chequering  the  eastern  clouds  with  streaks  of  light} 
And  fleck&d  darkness  like  a  drunkard  reels 
From  forth  day's  path  and  Titan's  fiery  wheels : 
Now,  ere  the  sun  advance  his  burning  eye, 
The  day  to  cheer,  and  night's  dank  dew  to  dry, 
I  must  up-fiU  this  osier  cage  of  ours 
With  baleful  weeds  and  precious-juiced  fiowen. 
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The  earth,  that's  nature's  mother,  is  hei  tomb ; 

What  is  her  huryin^  g^^^e,  that  is  her  womb  : 

And  from  her  womb  children  of  divers  kind 

We  sucking  on  her  natural  bosom  find ; 

Many  for  many  virtues  excellent, 

Ncme  but  for  some,  and  yet  all  different 

O,  mickle  is  the  powerful  grace  that  lies 

In  herbs,  plants,  stones,  and  their  true  qualities ; 

For  naught  so  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  lire, 

Bat  to  the  earth  some  special  good  doth  give ; 

Nor  aught  so  good,  but,  strain'd  from  that  fair  use, 

Rerolta  from  true  birth,  stumbling  on  abuse ; 

Virtue  itself  turns  vice,  being  misapplied ; 

And  vice  sometimes  by  action  dignified. 

Within  the  infant  rind  of  this  small  flower 

Poison  hath  residence,  and  medicine  power : 

For  thia,  being  smelt,  with  that  part  cheers  each  part ; 

Being  tasted,  slays  all  senses  with  the  heart. 

Two  such  opposed  kings  encamp  them  still 

In  man  as  well  as  herbs, — grace  and  rude  will ; 

And  where  the  worser  is  predominant. 

Fall  so«i  the  canker  death  eats  up  that  plant. 

Enttr  "RoitEO. 

Sam.  Good  morrow,  father. 

Fri.  L.  Benedicite  ! 

What  early  tongue  so  sweet  saluteth  me  ? — 
Tonng  son,  it  argues  a  distemper'd  head 
So  soon  to  bid  good  morrow  to  thy  bed : 
Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye, 
And  where  care  lodges,  sleep  will  never  lie ; 
But  where  unbruised(^')  youth  with  unstufi"d  brain 
Doth  couch  his  limbs,  there  golden  sleep  doth  reign : 
ThereCtwe  thy  earliness  doth  me  assure 
Thou  art  up-rous'd  by  some  distemperature ; 
Or  if  not  so,  then  here  I  hit  it  right, — 
Our  Romeo  bath  not  been  in  bed  to>nigbt. 

Jtoai.  That  last  is  true;  the  sweeter  rest  was  mine. 

FH.  X.  God  pardon  sin  I  wast  thou  with  Rosaline  f 
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.Rom.  With  Rosaline,  in;  ghostly  father  ?  no ; 
I  have  forgot  that  name,  aud  that  name's  woe. 

Fri.  L.  That's  my  good  son :  but  where  hast  thou  been, 
then? 

Rom.  111  tell  thee,  ere  tbou  ask  it  me  again. 
I  hare  been  feasting  with  mine  enemy ; 
Where,  on  a  sudden,  (me  hath  wounded  me. 
That's  by  me  wounded :  both  our  remedies 
Within  thy  help  and  holy  physic  lies : 
I  bear  no  hatred,  bless^  man ;  for,  lo. 
My  intercesdon  likewise  steads  my  foe. 

Fri.  L.  Be  plain,  good  son,  and  homely  in  thy  drift ; 
Riddling  confessioii  finds  but  riddling  shrift. 

Rom.  Then  plainly  know  my  heart's  dear.  loTe  is  set 
On  (he  fair  daughter  of  rich  Capulet : 
As  mine  on  here,  so  hers  is  set  on  mine ; 
And  all  combin'd,  save  what  thou  must  combine 
By  holy  marriage :  when,  and  where,  and  how, 
We  met,  we  woo'd,  uid  made  exchange  of  vow, 
I'll  tell  thee  as  we  pass ;  but  this  I  pray. 
That  thou  consent  to  marry  us  to-day. 

FtL  L,  Holy  Saint  Francis,  what  a  change  is  here ! 
Is  Rosaline,  whom  thou  didst  love  so  dear, 
So  soon  forsaken  ?  young  men's  love,  then,  lies 
Not  truly  in  their  hearts,  but  in  their  qies. 
Jem  Maria,  what  a  deal  of  brine 
Hath  wasb'd  thy  aallow  cheeks  for  Rosaline ! 
How  much  salt  water  thrown  away  in  waste, 
To  season  love,  that  of  it  doth  not  taste ! 
The  aun  not  yet  thy  sighs  from  heaven  clears. 
Thy  old  groans  ring  yet  in  my  ancient  ears ; 
Lo,  here  upon  thy  cheek  the  stain  doth  sit 
Of  an  old  tear  that  is  not  wash'd  off  yet: 
If  e'er  thou  wast  thyself,  and  these  woes  thine, 
Thou  and  these  woes  were  all  for  Rosaline : 
And  art  thou  chang'd  ?  pronounce  this  sentence,  then, — 
Women  may  fall,  when  there's  no  strength  in  men. 

Rom.  Thou  chidd'st  me  oft  for  loving  Rosaline. 

Fri.  L,  For  doting,  not  for  loving,  pupil  mine. 
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Som.  And  bad'st  me  bury  lore. 

IH.  L,  Not  in  a  giave. 

To  Uy  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 

^OM.  1  pny  thee,  chide  not :  she  whom  I  love  now 
Doth  grace  for  grace  and  lore  for  love  allow  ; 
The  other  did  not  so. 

Fri.  L.  O,  nke  knew  weU 

Thy  love  did  read  by  rote,  and  could  not  spell. 
But  come,  young  waverer,  come,  go  with  me. 
In  (me  respect  111  thy  assistant  be ; 
For  this  alliance  may  so  happy  prove, 
To  torn  yoor  faonsebolds'  raocoor  to  pure  love. 

Jiom,  O,  let  US  hence ;  I  stand  on  sudden  haste. 

Fri.  L,  'Wisely,  and  slow ;  they  stumble  that  run  fast. 

[Exeunt. 

ScEHB  IV.    A  ttreet. 
&U«r  BxKvouo  and  Msaouno. 

i£er,  'Where  die  devil  should  this  Romeo  be  f^ 
Came  he  not  home  to-night  f 

Ben.  Not  to  his  father's;  I  spoke  with  his  man. 

3fer,  Ab,thatsamepale  hard-hearted  wench,  that  Rosaline, 
Tonnents  him  40,  that  he  wiU  sure  run  mad. 

Sen.  Tybalt,  the  Idnsmui  of  old  Capulet, 
Hath  sent  a  letter  to  his  father's  house. 

Ifer.  A  challenge,  on  my  life. 

Sen.  Romeo  will  answer  it. 

Mer.  Any  man  that  can  write  may  answer  a  letter. 

Sea.  Nay,  he  will  answer  the  letter's  master,  bow  be 
dares,  being  dared. 

Mer.  Alas,  poor  Romeo,  he  is  already  dead !  stabbed  with 
a  white  wench's  black  eye ;  shot  thorough  the  ear  with  a  love- 
song  ;  the  very  pin  of  his  heart  cleft  with  the  blind  faow-boy't 
bntt-shaft :  and  is  he  a  man  to  encounter  Tybalt  f 

Sen.  Why,  what  is  Tybalt  ? 

Mer.  More  than  prince  of  cats,  I  can  tell  you.  O,  he  is 
the  courageous  captain  of  compliments.  (^  He  fights  as 
yoQ  sing  prick-song,  keeps  time,  distance,  and  proportion; 


U,y,l,.e..yGoOgle 


Its  BOMSO  AlTD  JULIET.  l^ct  ii. 

resti  me  hia  muum  rest,  one,  two,  and  the  tbird  in  your 
bosom:  the  very  butcher  of  a  silk  button,  a  duellist,  &  duel- 
]iat;  a  geatleman  of  the  very  first  house, — of  the  fiiat  and 
second  cause :  ah,  the  immortal  passado  \  the  pimto  reverso  ! 
the  hay ! — 

Ben.  The  what? 

Mer.  The  pox  of  such  antic,  lisping,  affecting  fantasti- 
coea ;  these  new  tuners  of  accents ! — "  By  Joau,  a  very  good 
blade! — a  very  tall  man! — a  rery  good  whore!" — Why,  is 
not  this  a  lamentable  thing,  grandidre,  that  we  should  be 
thus  afflicted  with  these  strange  flies,  these  fashion-mongers, 
these  pardotmex-mou,  who  stand  so  much  on  the  new  form, 
ibat  they  cannot  sit  at  ease  on  the  old  bench  *  O,  their  bon$, 
their  bontf 

Ben.  Here  comes  Romeo,  here  comes  Romeo. 

Mer.  Without  his  roe,  like  a  dried  herring: — O  flesh, 
flesh,  how  art  thou  fishifiedl — Now  is  he  for  the  numbers 
that  Petrarch  flowed  in:  Laura,  to  hislady,  was  but  a  kitchen- 
wench, — marry,  she  had  abetter  love  to  be-rhyme  her;  Dido, 
a  dowdy  ;  Cleopatra,  a  gipsy  ;  Helen  and  Hero,  hildings  and 
harlots ;  Thisbe,  a  grey  eye  or  so,  but  not  to  the  purpose, — 

Enter  Komeo. 
Signior  Romeo,  bonjour!  there's  a  French  salutation  to  your 
French  slop.     You  gave  us  the  counterfeit  fairly  last  night. 

Horn.  Oood  morrow  to  you  both.  What  counterfeit  did 
I  give  you  f 

Mer,  The  slip,  sir,  the  slip ;  con  you  not  conceive  7 

Rota.  Pardon,  good  Mercutio,  my  business  was  great; 
and  in  such  a  case  aa  mine  a  man  may  strain  courtesy, 

Mer,  That's  as  much  as  to  say,  Such  a  case  as  yours  con- 
strains a  man  to  bow  in  the  hams, 

Horn.  Meaning,  to  court'sy. 

Mer,  Thou  hast  most  kindly  hit  it. 

Jtom.  A  most  courteous  exposition. 

Mer.  Nay,  I  am  the  very  pink  of  courtesy. 

Rom.  Fink  for  flower. 

Mer.  Right. 

Rom,  Why,  then  is  my  pump  well  flowered. 
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Jfer.  Well  said :  follow  me  tliis  jest  now,  till  tliou  hast 
worn  out  thy  pump ;  that,  when  the  single  sole  of  it  is  worn, 
the  jest  may  remain,  after  the  wearing,  sole  singular. 

Som.  O  single-soled  jest,  solely  singular  for  the  aingle- 

Mtr.  Come  between  us,  good  Benvolio ;  my  wits  faint. 

Rom.  Switch  and  spurs,  switch  and  spurs;  or  I'll  cry  a 
nuitch. 

Mer,  Nay,  if  thy  wits  run  the  wild-^oose  chase,  I  have 
done;  for  thou  hast  more  of  the  wild-goose  in  one  of  thy 
wits  than,  I  am  sure,  I  have  in  my  whole  five :  was  I  with 
yon  there  for  the  goose  f 

Smh,  Thou  wast  never  with  me  for  any  thing  when  thou 
wast  not  there  for  the  goose. 

Mer.  I  will  bite  thee  by  the  ear  for  that  jest. 

Jtom.  Nay,  good  goose,  bite  not. 

Mer.  Thy  wit  is  a  very  bitter  sweeting ;  it  is  a  most  sharp 
sauce. 

Jiom.  And  is  it  not  well  served  in  to  a  sweet  goose  ? 

Mer.  O,  here's  a  wit  of  cheveril,  that  stretches  ficom  an 
inch  narrow  to  an  ell  broad ! 

Jlom.  I  stretch  it  out  for  that  word,  broad ;  which  added 
to  the  goose,  proves  thee  far  and  wide  a  broad  goose. 

Mer.  Why,  is  not  this  better  now  than  groaning  for  love7 
now  art  thou  sociable,  now  art  thou  Romeo ;  now  art  thou 
what  thou  art,  by  art  as  well  as  by  nature :  for  this  drivelling 
love  is  like  a  great  natural,  that  runs  lolling  up  and  down  to 
hide  his  bauble  in  a  hole. 

Ben,  Stop  there,  stop  there. 

Mer,  Thou  desirest  me  to  stop  in  my  tale  agiunst  the 

JSen,  Thou  wouldst  else  have  made  ihy  tale  large, 
Mer,  O,  thou  art  deceived ;  I  would  have  made  it  short : 

fOT  1  was  come  to  the  whole  depth  of  my  tale;  and  meant, 

indeed,  to  occupy  the  ai^ument  no  longer. 
Som.  Here's  goodly  gear  I 

Enter  Norse  and  Pbteb. 
Mer.  A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail  I 
VOL.  V.  K 
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Sen.  Two,  two ;  a  shirt  and  a  smock. 

Nune.  Peter! 

Peter.  Aoon? 

NuTae.  My  faOj  Peter. 

Mer.  Good  Peter,  to  hide  her  face ;  for  her  fan's  the 
fairer  face. 

Nune.  God  ye  good  morrow,  gentlemen. 

Mer.  God  ye  good  den,  fair  gentle  woman. 

Nurte.  Is  it  good  den  ? 

Mer.  'Tis  no  less,  I  tell  yoa ;  for  the  bawdy  band  of  the 
dial  is  now  upon  the  prick  of  noon. 

Nurte.  Out  upon  you  !  what  a  man  are  you  I 

Rom.  One,  gentlewoman,  that  God  hath  made  bimulf  to 
mar. 

Nurte,  By  my  troth,  it  is  well  said ; — for  himself  to  mar, 
quoth  'a  t — Gentlemen,  can  any  of  you  tell  me  where  1  may- 
find  the  young  Komeo  7 

Horn.  I  can  tell  you;  hut  young  Romeo  will  be  older 
when  you  have  found  him  than  he  was  when  you  sought 
him :  I  am  the  yoimgest  of  that  name,  for  fault  of  a  worse. 

Nune.  You  say  well. 

Mer.  Yea,  is  the  worst  well  7  very  well  took,  i'  &ith ; 
wisely,  wisely. 

Nune.  If  you  he  he,  sir,  I  desire  some  confidence  with 
you. 

Ben.  She  will  indite  (^)  him  to  some  supper. 

Mer.  A  bawd,  a  bawd,  a  bawd  1  So  ho ! 

Jlom.  What  haat  thou  found  t 

Mer.  No  hare,  sir ;  unless  a  hare,  sir,  in  a  lenten  pie, 
that  is  aomething  stale  and  hoar  ere  it  be  spent,  [Singa. 

An  old  hare  hoar, 
And  an  old  hare  hoar, 
la  very  good  meat  in  lent : 
But  a  hare  that  is  boar 
Is  too  much  for  a  scores 
When  it  hoan  ere  it  be  spent. — 
Romeo,  will  you  come  to  your  father's?  we'll  to  dinner 
thither. 

Som.  I  will  follow  you. 
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M«r.  Farewell,  SDcient  lady;  farewell, — [nnffing]  ladf, 
Udy,  Udy.  [Exmat  Mtrcutio  and  Benwlio. 

Nunt,  Many,  farewell! — I  pray  you,  ni,  what  saucy 
merchant  waa  this,  that  was  so  full  of  his  ropery  f 

Jtom.  A  graitleanan,  nurse,  that  lores  to  bear  himself  talk ; 
and  will  speak  more  in  a  minute  than  he  will  stand  to  in  a 
month. 

Nunc.  An  'a  speak  any  thing  against  me.  111  take  bim 
down,  an  *a  were  lustier  than  he  is,  and  twen^  such  Jacks  i 
and  if  I  cannot,  I'll  find  these  that  sbalL  Scurvy  knave  ]  I 
am  none  of  his  flirt-gills ;  I  am  none  of  his  skains-mates. — 
And  thou  must  stand  by  too,  and  sufler  every  knave  to  use 
me  at  fais  pleasure  f 

Pet»r.  I  saw  no  man  tue  you  at  bis  pleasure ;  if  I  bad, 
my  weapon  diould  quickly  have  been  out,  I  warrant  you :  I 
dare  draw  as  soon  as  another  man,  if  I  see  occasion  in  a  good 
qoBirel,  and  the  law  on  my  side. 

Nunm,  Now,  afore  God,  I  am  so  vexed,  that  every  part 
about  me  quivers.  Scurvy  knave! — 'Fray  you,  sir,  a  word: 
and  as  I  told  you,  my  young  lady  hade  me  inquire  you  out; 
what  she  bade  me  say,  I  will  keep  to  myself:  but  first  let  me 
tell  ye,  if  ye  should  lead  her  into  a  fool's  paradise,  as  th^  say, 
it  were  a  very  gross  kind  of  behaviour,  as  they  say :  for  the 
gentlewoman  is  young;  and,  therefcoe,  if  you  should  deal 
doable  with  her,  truly  it  were  an  ill  thing  to  be  offered  to 
any  gentlewoman,  and  very  weak,  dealing. 

Rom,  Nurse,  conmiend  me  to  thy  lady  and  mistress.  I 
protest  unto  thee, — 

Nwrte.  Good  heartj  and,  i'  faith,  I  will  tell  her  as  much : 
Lord,  Lord,  she  will  be  a  joyful  woman. 

Ron.  What  wilt  thou  tell  '\iet,  nurse?  thou  dost  not 
mark  me. 

Nttne.  I  will  tell  her,  sir, — that  you  do  protest ;  which, 
as  I  take  it,  is  a  gentlemanlike  ofier. 

JZo».  Bid  her  devise  some  means  to  come  to  shrift 
This  afternoon ; 

And  there  she  shall  at  Friar  Laurence'  cell 
Be  sbriv'd  and  married.     Here  is  for  tby  pains. 

Nvrte,  No,  truly,  sir ;  not  a  penny. 
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'    Kom.  Go  to ;  I  say  you  shall. 
Nurte.  This  afternoon,  air  f  well,  she  shall  be  there. 
Rom,  And  stay,  good  nurse,  behind  the  abbey-wall : 
Within  this  hour  my  man  shall  be  with  thee. 
And  bring  thee  cords  made  like  a  tackled  stair ; 
Which  to  the  high  tc^gallant  of  my  joy 
Must  be  my  convoy  in  the  secret  night. 
Farewell ;  be  trusty,  and  111  quit  thy  pidns : 
Farewell ;  commend  me  to  thy  mbtress. 

Nune.  Now  G-od  in  heaven  bless  thee ! — Hark  you,  sir. 
Rom.  What  say'st  thou,  my  dear  nurse  ? 
Nurte.  Is  your  man  secret  ?     Did  you  ne'er  hear  say. 
Two  may  keep  counsel,  putting  one  away  ? 

Rom,  I(^)  warrant  thee,  my  man's  as  true  as  steel. 
Nurte.  Well,  sir;  my  mistress  is  the  sweetest  lady — Lord, 
Lordl  when  'twas  a  little  prating  thing, — O,  there  is  a  no- 
bleman in  town,  one  Paris,  that  would  fun  lay  knife  aboard ; 
but  she,  good  soul,  had  as  lief  see  a  toad,  a  very  toad,  as  see 
him.  I  anger  her  sometimes,  and  tell  her  that  Paris  is  the 
properer  man ;  but,  I'll  warrant  you,  when  I  say  bo,  she  looks 
as  pale  as  any  clout  in  the  versal  world.  Doth  not  rosemary 
and  Romeo  begin  both  with  a  letter  7 

Rom,  Ay,  nurse;  what  of  that?  both  with  an  R. 
Nur.  Ah,  mocker  I  that's  the  Aog'%  name ;  R  is  for  the 
dog ;  (")  no ;  I  know  it  b^ins  with  some  other  letter : — and 
she  hath  the  prettiest  sententious  of  it,  of  you  and  rosemary, 
that  it  would  do  you  good  to  bear  it. 
Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  lady. 
Nur,  Ay,  a  thousand  times.  [Exit  Romoo.'\ — ^Peter ! 
Pet.  Anon? 
Nur.  Peter,  take  my  fan,  and  go  before.  [Exeunt, 


Scene  V.     Capulbt's  garden. 
Enter  Juiast. 
Jul.  The  clock  struck  nine  when  I  did  send  the  nurae ; 
In  half  an  hour  she  promis'd  to  return. 
Perchance  she  cannot  meet  him  :-~that's  not  so. — 
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O,  ahe  IB  lame !  love's  heralds  should  be  thoughts, 

Which  ten  times  faster  glide  than  the  sun's  beams, 

Dnving  back  shadows  over  lowering  hills : 

Therefore  do  nimble^pinion'd  doves  draw  love, 

And  therefore  hath  the  wind-swift  Cupid  wings. 

Now  is  the  sun  upim  the  highmost  hill 

Of  this  day's  journey ;  and  from  nine  till  twelve 

Is  three  long  hours, — ^yet  she  is  not  come. 

Had  she  affections  and  warm  youthful  blood, 

She  would  he  as  swift  in  motion  as  a  ball ; 

My  words  would  handy  her  to  my  sweet  love. 

And  his  to  me : 

But  old  folks,  many  feign  as  they  were  dead ;  (") 

Unwieldy,  slow,  heavy  and  pale  as  lead. — 

0  God,  she  comes ! 

Snier  Nnrse  ami  Peteb. 
O  honey  nurse,  what  news  ? 
Hast  thoa  met  with  him  ?  Send  thy  man  away. 

Nur.  Peter,  stay  at  the  gate.  [Exit  Peter. 

JuL  Now,  good  sweet  nurse, — O  Lord,  jriiy  look'st  thoo 
sad? 
Though  news  he  sad,  yet  tell  them  merrily ; 
If  good,  thoa  sham'st  the  music  of  sweet  news 
By  playing  it  to  me  with  so  sour  a  face. 

AtfT.  I  am  a-weary,  give  me  leave  awhile; — 
Re,  how  my  bones  ache !  what  a  jaunt  have  I  had  1 

JuL  I  would  thou  hadst  my  bones,  and  I  thy  news ; 
Nay,  come,  I  pray  thee,  speak  ; — good,  good  nurse,  speak. 

Nur.  Jesu,  what  haste  ?  can  you  not  stay  awhile  7 
Dd  you  not  see  that  I  am  out  of  breath  l 

JuL  How  art  thou  out  of  breath,  when  thou  hast  breath 
To  say  to  me  that  thou  art  out  of  breath  t 
The  excuse  that  thou  dost  make  in  this  delay 
Is  longer  than  the  tale  thou  dost  excuse. 
Is  thy  news  good,  or  bad  ?  answer  to  that ; 
Say  either,  and  111  stay  the  circumstance : 
Let  me  be  satisfied,  is't  good  or  bad  { 

Nitr.  Well,  you  have  made  a  simple  choice ;  you  know 
not  how  to  choose  a  man :  Romeo !  no,  not  he ;  though  his  face 
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be  better  t^n  an;  man's,  yet  his  leg  excels  all  men's ;  and 
for  a  hand,  and  a  foot,  and  a  body, — though  they  be  not  to  be 
talked  on,  yet  they  are  past  compare :  he  is  not  the  fiower  of 
courtesy,  but,  111  warrant  him,  as  gentle  as  a  lamb, — G-o  tby 
ways,  wench ;  serve  God.— What,  haye  you  dined  at  borne  i 

Jul,  No,  no :  but  all  this  did  I  know  before. 
What  says  he  of  our  marriage  7  what  of  that  X 

Nur.  Lord,  how  my  head  aches !  what  a  head  have  I ) 
It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces. 
My  back  o'  t'  other  nde, — O,  my  back,  my  back  !— 
Beshrew  your  heart  for  sending  me  about. 
To  catch  my  death  with  jaiuting  up  and  down ! 

Jul.  V  faith,  I  am  sorry  that  thou  art  not  well. 
Sweet,  sweet,  sweet  nurse,  tell  me,  what  says  my  love  ? 

Nur.  Your  love  says,  like  an  honest  gentleman, 
And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind,  and  a  handsome. 
And,  I  warrant,  a  virtuous, — Where  is  your  mother  ? 

Jtd.  Where  is  my  mother !— why,  she  is  within ; 
Where  should  she  be  X     How  oddly  thou  repli^t  t 
"  Your  love  says,  like  an  honest  gentleman, — 
Where  is  your  mother  ?" 

Nur.  O  God's  lady  dear  1 

Are  you  so  hot  ?  marry,  come  up,  I  trow ; 
Is  this  the  poultice  for  my  aching  bones  f 
Henceforward  do  your  messages  yourself. 

Jul.  Here's  such  a  coil !— cranei  what  says  Romeo  f 

Nur.  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  shrift  to-day  ? 

Jul.  I  have. 

Nur.  Then  iiie  you  hence  to  Friar  Laurence'  odl; 
There  stays  a  husband  to  make  yon  a  wife : 
Now  comes  the  wanton  blood  up  in  your  cheeks. 
They'll  be  in  scarlet  straight  at  any  Dew8.C) 
Hie  you  to  church ;  I  must  another  way. 
To  fetch  a  ladder,  by  the  which  your  love 
Must  climb  a  bird's  nest  soon  when  it  is  dark : 
I  am  the  drudge,  and  toil  in  your  delist ; 
But  you  shall  bear  tbe  burden  soon  at  night. 
G-o ;  I'll  to  dinner ;  hie  you  to  the  cell. 

Jul,  Hie  to  high  fortune  ]— honest  nuite^  farewell. 

{Exeunt, 
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Scene  YI.     Friar  Laurrnce's  cell. 
Enter  iViar  LADinrCB  mnd  RoHBO. 

Fri.  L.  So  smile  the  heavens  upon  this  holy  act, 
That  after-houra  with  sorrow  chide  us  not ! 

Rom.  Amen,  amen !  but  come  what  sorrow  can. 
It  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  joy 
That  one  short  minute  gives  me  in  her  sight : 
Do  thou  but  dose  our  hands  with  holy  words, 
Then  love-devouring  death  do  what  he  dare, — 
It  is  enough  I  may  but  call  her  mine. 

/W.  L.  These  violent  delights  have  violent  ends, 
And  in  their  triumph  die ;  like  fire  and  powder, 
Which,  as  they  kiss,  consume :  the  sweetest  honey 
Is  loathsome  in  his  own  deliciousness, 
And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite : 
Therefore,  love  moderately ;  long  love  doth  so ; 
Too  swift  arriTes  as  tardy  as  too  slow. — ' 
Here  comes  the  lady : — O,  so  light  a  foot 
Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlasting  flint : 
A  lover  may  bestride  the  gossamer^ 
That  idles  in  the  wanton  snmmer  ur. 
And  yet  not  fall ;  so  light  is  vanity. 

£tUer  Juliet. 

Jul.  Oood  even  to  my  ghostly  confessor. 

/W.  L.  Romeo  ^all  thank  thee,  daughter,  for  us  both. 

Jml.  As  much  to  him,  else  is  his  thanks  too  much, 

Rom.  Ah,  Juliet,  if  the  measure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heap'd  like  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blazon  it,  then  sweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  sir,  and  let  rich  music's  tongue 
Unfold  the  imagin'd  happiness  that  both 
Receive  in  either  by  this  dear  encounter. 

Jul,  Conceit,  more  rich  in  matter  than  in  words. 
Brags  of  his  substance,  not  of  ornament: 
They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  their  worth ; 
But  my  true  love  is  grown  to  such  excess, 
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I  cannot  ram  up  half  my  sum  of  wealth.(v) 

JFH.  Z.  Come,  come  with  me,  and  we  will  make  short  work ; 
For,  by  yoar  learn,  you  shall  not  stay  alone 
Till  holy  church  incoipozate  two  in  one.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 

Scene  I.     A  public  place. 
EtOer  Ubbcctio,  Bertolio,  Page,  and  BerTSutB. 

Ben.  I  pray  thee,  good  Mercutio,  let's  retire : 
The  day  is  hot,  the  Capulets  abroad, 
And,  if  we  meet,  we  shall  not  scape  a  brawl ; 
For  now,  these  hot  days,  is  the  mad  blood  stirring. 

Mer.  Thou  art  like  one  of  those  fellows  that,  when  be 
enters  the  confines  of  a  tavern,  claps  me  his  sword  upon  the 
table,  and  says,  "  God  send  me  no  need  of  thee  1"  and,  by  the 
operation  of  the  second  cup,  draws  it  on  the  drawer,  when, 
indeed,  there  is  no  need. 

Ben.  Am  I  like  such  a  fellow  { 

Mer.  Come,  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack  in  thy  mood  as 
any  in  Italy ;  and  as  soon  moved  to  be  moody,  and  as  soon 
moody  to  be  moved. 

Ben.  And  what  to  ? 

.  Mer.  Nay,  an  there  were  two  such,  we  should  have  none 
shortly,  for  one  would  kill  the  other.  Thou !  why,  thou  wilt 
quarrel  with  a  man  that  hath  a  hair  more,  or  a  hair  less,  in 
his  beard,  than  thou  hast :  thou  wilt  quarrel  with  a  man  for 
cracking  nuts,  having  no  other  reason  but  because  thou  hast 
hazel  eyes ; — what  eye,  but  such  an  eye,  would  ^y  out  such 
a  quarrej  f  thy  head  is  as  full  of  quarrels  as  an  e^  is  full  of 
meat ;  and  yet  thy  head  hath  been  beaten  as  addle  as  an  egg, 
for  quarrelling :  thou  hast  quarrelled  with  a  man  for  cough- 
ing in  the  street,  because  he  hath  wakened  thy  dog  that  hath 
lain  asleep  in  the  sun :  didst  thou  not  fall  out  with  a  tailor 
for  wearing  his  new  doublet  before  Easter  ?  with  another,  for 
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tying  hia  new  s}]oe8  with  old  lib&nd  ?  and  jet  thou  wilt  tutor 
me  from  qasrrellii^ ! 

Bfn.  An  I  were  so  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art,  anj  man 
■honld  buy  the  fee-aimple  of  my  life  for  an  hour  and  a  quarter. 

Jfer.  The  fee^gdmple !  O  ^mple  I 

Sen.  By  my  head,  here  come  the  Capulets. 

M&r,  Bj  my  heel,  I  care  not. 

£nUr  Tybalt  and  others. 

Tyb.  Follow  me  close,  for  I  will  speak  to  them. — 
Gentlemen,  good  den :  a  word  with  one  of  you. 

Mer.  And  but  one  word  with  one  of  ua  f  couple  it  with 
something ;  make  it  a.  word  and  a  blow. 

Tyb.  You  shall  find  me  apt  enough  to  that,  sir,  an  you 
will  give  me  occasion. 

Mer.  Could  you  not  take  some  occasion  without  giving  ? 

Tyb.  Mercudo,  thou  consort'st  with  Bximeo, — 

Mer.  Consort!  what,  dost  thou  make  us  minstrels?  an 
tbou  make  minstrels  of  us,  look  to  hear  nothing  but  dis- 
conb:  here's  my  fiddlestick;  here's  that  shall  make  you 
dance.     Zounda,  consort ! 

Ben.  We  talk  here  in  the  public  haunt  of  men : 
£ither  withdraw  unto  some  private  place, 
And^  reason  coldly  of  your  grievances, 
Or  else  depart ;  here  all  eyes  gaze  on  us. 

Mer.  Men's  eyes  were  made  to  look,  and  let  them  gaze; 
I  will  not  budge  for  do  man's  pleasure,  I. 

Tyb.  Well,  peace  be  with  you,  sir : — here  comes  my  man. 

Enter 'RanEO. 

Mar.  But  I'll  be  hang'd,  sir,  if  he  wear  your  livery : 
Hairy,  go  before  to  field,  he'll  be  your  follower ; 
Yoni  worship  in  that  sense  may  call  him  man. 

Tyb.  Borneo,  the  hate  I  bear  thee  can  afibrd 
No  better  term  than  this, — thou  art  a  villain. 

Rom.  Tybalt,  the  reason  that  I  have  to  love  thee 
Doth  much  excuse  the  appertaining  rt^e 
To  fluch  a  greeting : — villain  am  I  none ; 
Therefore  farewell ;  I  see  thou  know'st  me  not. 
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Tyb.  Boy,  tiiis  shall  not  excuse  tlie  injuiies 
That  thou  hast  dose  me  ;  therefore  turn,  and  draw. 

fioM.  I  do  protest,  I  never  injur'd  thee ; 
But  lore  thee  better  than  thou  canst  deviu, 
Till  thou  dialt  know  the  reaaon  of  my  love : 
And  so,  good  Capulet, — which  name  I  tender 
Aa  dearly  aa  my  own, — be  satiafied. 

Mer.  O  calm,  dishonourable,  vile  submisBiou ! 
ji  la  ttoccata  carries  it  away. —  [Drawt, 

Tybalt,  you  rat-catcher,  will  you  walk  ? 

Tyb.  What  wouldst  thou  have  widi  me  ? 

Mer.  Good  king  of  cats,  nothing  but  one  of  your  nine 
lives ;  that  I  mean  to  make  bold  withal,  and,  as  you  i^all  use 
me  hereafter,  dry-beat  the  reat  of  the  eight  Will  yon  pluck 
your  sword  out  of  his  pilcher  by  the  earst  make  haste,  lest 
mine  be  about  your  ears  ere  it  be  out. 

Tyh.  I  am  for  yon.  [Drawittg. 

Rom.  Gentle  Mercutio,  put  thy  rapier  up. 

Mer.  Come,  air,  your  passado.  \Tkay  fight. 

Rom.  Draw,  Benvolio ;  beat  down  their  weapons. — 
Gentlemen,  for  shame,  forbear  this  outrage ! 
Tybalt, — Mercutio, — 'the  prince  expressly  hath 
Forbidden  bandying  in  Yerona  streets : — 
Hold,  Tybalt  I — good  Mercutio, — 

[Exeuat  Tybalt  attd  Am  Priend: 

Mer.  I  am  hart ; — 

A  plague  o'  both  your^')  houses ! — I  am  sped : — 
Is  he  gone,  and  hath  nothing  f 

Sen.  What,  art  thou  hurtf 

Mer.  Ay,  ay,  a  scratch,  a  scratch ;  marry,  'tis  enough, — 
Where  is  my  page  ? — go,  villain,  fetch  a  surgeon. 

\ExU  Page. 

Rom.  Courage,  man ;  the  hurt  cannot  be  much. 

Mer.  No,  'tis  not  so  deep  as  a  weU,  nor  so  wide  as  a  chorch- 
door;  but  'tis  enough,  'twill  serve:  ask  for  me  to-morrow, 
and  you  shall  find  me  a  grave  man.  I  am  peppered,  I  war- 
rant, for  this  world:— a  plague  o'  bodi  your  housesi — Zounds, 
a  dc^,  a  rat,  a  mouse,  a  cat,  to  scratch  a  man  to  death !  a  brag- 
gart, a  rogue,  a  villain,  that  fights  by  the  book  of  aritbiaaetic ! 
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— WI17,  tlie  d«Til,  came  7011  between  oaf  I  wu  hut  vniet 
jour  ann. 

Am.  I  thought  all  for  the  best. 

Mer.  Help  me  into  lome  house,  Benvolio, 
Or  I  shall  faint. — A  plague  o'  hoih  your  houses ! 
They  have  made  worms'  meat  of  me :  1  have  it. 
And  soimdly  too : — your  houaes  1 

[Exeunt  Mercatio  taid  BsmwUa. 

Jtom.  This  gentleman,  the  prince's  near  ally. 
My  -rery  firiend,  halh  got  hia  mortal  hurt 
In  my  behalf  j  my  reputation  stain'd 
With  Tybalt's  sUmder,— Tybalt,  that  an  hour 
Hadt  been  my  kinsman ; — O  sweet  Juliet, 
Thy  beauty  hath  made  me  effeminate, 
And  in  my  temper  soften'd  valour's  steel ! 

B»-mUr  Bkttouo. 

Ben.  O  Romeo,  Romeo,  bravB  Mercutio's  dead  1 
That  gallant  spirit  hath  aspir'd  the  clouds, 
Which  too  untimely  here  did  scorn  the  earth. 

Jtom,  This  day's  black  fate  on  more  days  doth  depend ; 
This  but  begins  the  woe,  others  most  end. 

Sen.  Here  comes  the  furious  Tybalt  back  agam. 

Rom.  Alive,  in  triumph !  and  Mercutio  slain  1 
Away  to  heaven,  respective  lenity, 
And  fire^'d  fury  be  my  conduct  now ! 

Se-miar  Iybuo. 
Now,  Tybalt,  take  the  villain  back  again. 
That  late  Ihou  gav'st  me ;  for  Mercutio's  soul 
I*  but  a  little  way  above  our  heads, 
Staying  for  thine  to  keep  him  company : 
Either  thou,  or  I,  <»  both,  must  go  with  him. 

Tj/b.  Thou,  wretched  boy,  tiiat  didst  constat  him  here, 
Shalt  with  him  henee. 

Sam,  This  shall  determine  that. 

[Ultey^fight;  T^haU/aOe. 

Sen.  Romeo,  away,  be  gonel 
l%e  citizeiM  are  up,  and  l^balt  sbdn : — 
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Stand  not  amaz'd : — the  prince  will  doom  thee  death. 
If  thou  art  taken : — hence,  be  gone,  away  i 

Rom.  O,  I  am  fortune's  fool ! 

Ben.  Whj  dost  thou  sUy  ? 

\ExU  Romeo. 
Enter  CitizeuB,  be. 

First  at.  Which  way  ran  he  that  kill'd  Mercutio  ? 
Tybalt,  that  murderer,  which  way  ran  he  ? 

Sen.  There  lies  that  Tybalt. 

JF^tt  at.  Up,  sir,  go  with  me ; 

I  chai^  thee  in  the  prince's  name,  obey. 

Bni«r  Prince,  attended;  Montague,  Cafulet,  their  Wivea,  and 
others. 

Prin.  Where  are  the  rile  banners  of  this  ftay  f 

Ben.  O  noble  prince,  I  can  discover  all 
The  nnlucky  manage  of  this  fatal  brawl : 
There  lies  the  man,  slain  by  young  Komeo, 
That  slew  thy  kinsman,  brave  MercuUo. 

Xa.  Cap.  Tybalt,  my  cousin !  O  my  brother's  child !— - 
O  prince  1— 0(3^)  husband ! — O,  the  blood  is  spill'd 
Of  my  dear  kinsman ! — Prince,  as  thou  art  true. 
For  blood  of  ours,  shed  blood  of  Montague. — 
O  cousin,  cousin ! 

Prin.  Benvolio,  who  began  this  bloody  fray  ! 

Ben,  Tybalt,  here  slain,  whom  Romeo's  hand  did  slay ; 
Romeo  that  spoke  him  fair,  bade  him  bethink 
How  nice  the  quarrel  was,  and  ui^'d  withal 
Your  high  displeasure  i — all  this, — uttered 
With  gentle  breath,  calm  look,  knees  humbly  bow'd, — 
Could  not  take  truce  with  the  unruly  spleen 
Of  Tybalt  deaf  to  peace,  but  that  he  tilts 
With  piercing  ateel  at  bold  Mercutio's  breast ; 
Who,  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  point  to  point, 
And,  with  a  martial  scorn,  widi  one  baud  beats 
Cold  death  aside,  and  with  the  other  sends 
It  back  to  Tybalt,  whose  dexterity 
Retorts  it :  Romeo  he  cries  aloud, 
"  Hold,  friends  I  friends,  part  1"  and,  swifter  than  his  tongue. 
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His  Bgile  arm  beats  down  their  fatal  points, 
And  'twizt  them  ru^es ;  underneath  whose  arm 
An  envious  thrust  &om  Tybalt  hit  the  life 
Of  atont  Mercutio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled : 
But  by  and  by  comes  back  to  Romeo, 
Who  had  but  newly  entertain'd  rev^ige. 
And  to't  they  go  like  li^tning;  for,  ere  I 
Could  diaw  to  part  them,  was  stout  Tybalt  slain ; 
And,  as  be  fell,  did  Romeo  turn  and  fly : — 
This  is  the  truth,  or  let  Benvolio  die, 

Xa.  Cap,  He  is  a  kinsman  to  the  Montague, 
AfiectioQ  makes  him  false,  he  speaks  not  true : 
Some  twenty  of  th«n  fought  in  this  black  strife. 
And  all  those  twen^  could  but  kill  one  life. 
I  b^  for  justice,  which  thou,  prince,  must  give ; 
Romeo  slew  Tybalt,  Romeo  must  not  lire. 

iVin,  Borneo  slew  him,  he  slew  Mercutio ; 
Who  now  the  price  of  his  dear  blood  doth  owe  t 

Man.  Not  Romeo,  prince,  he  was  Mercutio's  friend ; 
His  fault  concludes  but  what  the  law  should  end. 
The  life  of  Tybalt. 

Prin.  And  for  that  ofience 

Immediately  we  do  exUe  him  hence : 
I  hare  an  interest  in  your  hate's  proceeding, 
Hy  blood  far  your  rude  brawls  doth  lie  a-bleeding ; 
Bat  111  smetce  you  with  so  strong  a  fine, 
That  jott  shall  all  repent  the  loss  of  mine : 
I  will  be  deaf  to  pleading  and  excuses ; 
Kot  tears  nor  prayers  shall  purchase  out  abuses, — 
Therefore  use  none :  let  Romeo  hence  in  haste, 
Ebe,  when  he's  found,  that  hour  is  hia  last. 
Bear  hence  this  body,  and  attend  our  will ; 
Mercy  bat  murders,  pardoning  those  that  kill.  [£xetmt. 


Scene  II.     Capulet's  ^ar<j«n. 
Enttr  JcLisi. 
Jul.  .Gallop  apace,  you  fiery-footed  steeds, 
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Towards  Phcebus'  lodging :  such  a  waggoner 

As  PhaetOQ  would  whip  you  to  the  west. 

And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately.— 

Spread  thy  close  curtain,  loTe-performing  ni^t. 

That  rude  day's  C)  eyes  may  wink,  and  Romeo 

Ijeap  to  these  arms,  untalk'd  of  and  unseen, — 

Lovers  can  see  to  do  their  amorous  rites 

By  their  own  beauties ;  or,  if  love  be  blind. 

It  best  agrees  with  night. — Come,  civil  night. 

Thou  sober-suited  matrou,  all  in  black. 

And  learn  me  how  to  lose  a  winning  match, 

Flay'd  for  a  pair  of  stainless  maidenhooda : 

Hood  my  unmann'd  blood,  bating  in  my  cheeks. 

With  thy  black  mantle ;  till  strange  love,  gcown^)  bold, 

Think  true  love  acted  simple  modesty. 

Come,  night ;^ome,  Romeo, — come,  thou  day  in  night} 

For  thou  wilt  lie  upon  the  wtngs  of  night 

"Whiter  than  new  snow  on  a  raven's  back. — p*) 

Come,  gentle  night, — come,  loving,  black-brow'd  night. 

Give  me  my  Romeo ;  and,  when  be  shall  die. 

Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  stars, 

And  he  will  make  the  iace  of  heaven  so  fine, 

That  all  the  world  will  be  in  love  with  night. 

And  pay  no  worship  to  the  ganah  sun. — 

O,  I  have  bought  the  mansion  of  a  love. 

But  not  possess'd  it ;  and,  though  I  am  sold. 

Not  yet  enjoy'd :  so  tedious  is  this  day. 

As  is  the  night  before  some  festival 

To  an  impatient  child  that  bath  new  robes 

And  may  not  wear  them. — O,  here  comes  my  nuxaey 

And  she  brings  news ;  and  every  tcmgue  that  speoka 

But  Romeo's  name  speaks  heavenly  eloquence. 

£tU^  If  arse,  toiih  cordt. 
Now,,  nurse,  what  news  t    What  hast  thou  there  ?  the  corda 
That  Romeo  bid  thee  fetch  t 

Nune,  Ay,  ay,  the  cords. 

[ThrotBt  them  down. 
Jul,  Ay  me  \  what  news  ?  why  dost  thou  wring  thy  hands  t 
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Nwte.  Ah,  weU-a^7 !  he'i  dead,  )ie'»  deadj  Iie'a  deadt 
We  are  ondcae,  ladj,  we  are  undone  1 — 
Alack  the  day ! — he's  gone,  he's  kill'd,  he's  dead  I 

JuL  Can  heaven  be  >o  enrious  7 

Nurte,  Komeo  can, 

Though  heaven  cannot : — O  Romeo,  Romeo  !— 
Who  ever  would  have  thought  it  i — Romeo ! 

/ul.  What  devil  art  thou,  that  doat  torment  me  thus  t 
Thia  torture  should  be  roar'd  in  dismal  hell. 
Hath  Romeo  slain  himself?  say  thou  but  I, 
And  that  bare  vowel  I  shall  poison  more 
Tban  the  death-darting  eye  of  cockatrice : 
I  am  not  I,  if  there  be  such  an  I ; 
Or  those  eyes  shut,(*^  that  make  thee  answer  I. 
If  he  be  slain,  say  I ;  or  if  not,  no : 
Brief  sounda  determine  of  my  weal  or  woe. 

Nvne.  I  saw  the  wound,  I  saw  it  with  mine  eyes, — 
Qod  save  the  mark ! — here  on  bis  manly  breast : 
A  piteous  corse,  a  bloody  piteous  corse ; 
Pale,  pale  as  ashes,  all  bedaub'd  in  blood, 
All  in  gore-blood ;— I  swoonedC)  at  the  sight. 

/ul.  O,  break,  my  heart! — poor  bankrupt,  break  at  once  t 
To  prison,  eyes,  ne'er  look  on  liberty  I 
Vile  earth,  to  earth  resign ;  end  motion  here ; 
And  thou  and  Romeo  press  one  heavy  bier  1 

Nurte.  O  Tybalt,  Tybalt,  the  best  friend  I  had  I 
0  courteous  Tybalt  I  honest  gentleman  1 
That  ever  I  should  live  to  see  thee  dead  I 

Jul.  What  storm  is  this  that  blows  so  contrary  t 
Is  Romeo  slaughter'd,  and  is  Tybalt  dead  I 
My  dear-lov'd  cousin,  and  my  dearer  lord  ?— 
.  Then,  dreadful  trumpet,  sound  the  general  doMn  I 
For  who  is  living,  if  those  two  are  gone  i 

Niirte,  Tybalt  is  gone,  and  Romeo  baniahSd ; 
Romeo  that  kill'd  him,  he  is  banished. 

JuL  O  God  I — did  Romeo's  hand  shed  Tybalt's  blood  i 

Nune.  It  did,  it  did;  ahu  the  day,  it  did  I 

Jul.  O  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flowering  face ! 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  so  fair  a  cave  ? 
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Beautiful  tyrant!  fiend  angelical! 
Dore-feather'd  raven  !(**)  wolvish -ravening  lamb ! 
Despised  substance  of  divinest  show ! 
JuBt  opposite  to  what  thou  justly  seem'at, 
A  damned  saint,  an  honourable  villain ! — 
O  nature,  what  hadst  thou  to  do  in  hell. 
When  thou  didst  bower  the  spirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  paradise  of  such  sweet  fleah  ? — 
Was  ever  book  containing  such  vile  matter 
So  fairly  bound  ?  O,  that  deceit  should  dwell 
In  sucb  a  go]^eouB  palace ! 

Nurse,  There's  no  trust. 

No  faith,  no  honesty  in  men ;  all  perjur'd. 
All  forsworn,  all  naught,  all  dissemblers. — 
Ah,  where's  my  man  ?  give  me  some  aqaa  vitte : — 
These  griefs,  these  woes,  these  sorrows  make  me  old. 
Shame  come  to  Romeo ! 

JuL  Blister'd  be  thy  tongue 

For  such  a  wish !  he  was  not  bom  to  shame : 
Upon  his  brow  shame  is  asham'd  to  sit ; 
For  'tis  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  ciown'd 
Sole  monarch  of  the  universal  earth. 
O,  what  a  beast  was  I  to  chide  at  him ! 

Nurte.  Will  you  speak  well  of  him  that  kill'd  your 
cousin? 

Jul,  Shall  I  speak  ill  of  him  tliat  is  my  husband  f 
Ah,  poor  my  lord,  what  tongue  shall  smooth  thy  name. 
When  I,  thy  three-hoars  wife,  have  mangled  it  I — 
But,  wherefore,  villain,  didst  thou  kill  my  cousin  ? 
That  villain  cousin  would  have  kill'd  my  husband : 
Back,  foolish  tears,  back  to  your  native  spring ; 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  woe, 
Which  you,  mistaking,  ofier  up  to  joy. 
My  husband  lives,  that  Tybalt  would  have  slun ; 
And  Tybalt's  dead,  that  would  have  slain  my  husband  : 
All  this  is  comfort ;  wherefore  weep  I,  then  ? 
Some  word  there  was,  worser  than  Tybalt's  death, 
That  murder'd  me :  1  would  forget  it  fain ; 
But,  O,  it  presses  to  my  memory, 


itizecoy  Google 


scan  u.]  BOHEO  AND  JULIET.  MS 

Like  damn^  guilty  deeds  to  sinaen'  minds : 

"  Tybalt  is  dead,  and  Romeo^banislied ;" 

That  "  bamshed,"  that  one  word  "  banish^," 

Hath  Biain  ten  thousand  Tybalts.     Tybalt's  death 

Was  woe  enough,  if  it  had  ended  there: 

Or, — if  sour  woe  delights  in  fellowship) 

And  needly  will  be  rank'd  with  other  griefs, — 

Why  follow'd  not,  when  she  said — Tybalt's  dead. 

Thy  father,  or  thy  mother,  nay,  or  both, 

Which  modem  lamentation  might  have  mor'd  t 

Bat  with  a  rear-ward  following  Tybalt's  death, 

"  Borneo  is  banishM," — to  speak  that  word, 

Is  father,  mother,  Tybalt,  Romeo,  Juliet, 

All  slain,  all  dead : — "  Romeo  is  banish&j,-" — 

There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  measure,  bound. 

In  that  word's  death  j  no  words  can  that  woe  sound. — 

Where  is  my  father,  and  my  mother,  nurse  ? 

Nm-ta,  Weeping  and  wuling  over  Tybalt's  corse : 
Will  you  go  to  them  ?  I  will  bring  you  thither. 

Jul.  Wash  they  bis  wounds  with  tears :  mine  shall  be 
spent. 
When  theirs  are  dry,  for  Romeo's  banishment. 
Take  up  those  cords: — poor  ropes,  you  are  beguil'd. 
Both  you  and  I ;  for  Romeo  is  exii'd : 
He  mode  you  for  a  highway  to  my  bed; 
But  I,  a  maid,  die  maiden- widowed. 
Come,  cords ;  come,  nurse ;  I'll  to  my  wedding-bed ; 
And  death,  not  Romeo,  take  my  maidenhead  I 

Ntirte.  Hie  to  your  chamber:  111  find  Romeo 
To  comfort  you : — I  wot  well  where  he  is. 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  night : 
111  to  him ;  he  is  hid  at  Laurence'  cell. 

Jul.  O,  find  him  <  give  this  ring  to  my  true  knight. 
And  bid  him  come  to  take  bis  last  farewell, 

[Exeunt. 


itizecoy  Google 


146  EOMEO  AND  JULIBT.  [*ci  in. 

Scene  III.     Friar  Laurehcb's  celi. 
Enter  Friar  IiAubehcb. 
Fri.  L.  Romeo,  come  forth ;  come  forth,  thou  fearful  man : 
Affliction  is  enamour'd  of  thy  parts, 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  calamity. 

Enter  Boheo. 

Rom.  Father,  what  news  ?  what  is  the  prince's  doom  ? 
What  sorrow  craves  acquaintance  at  my  hand, 
That  I  yet  know  not  ? 

Fri,  L,  Too  familiar 

Is  my  dear  son  with  such  soar  company : 
I  bring  thee  tidings  of  the  prince's  doom. 

Rom.  What  less  than  dooms-day  is  the  prince's  doom  t 

Fri.  L.  A  gentler  judgment  vanish'd  from  his  lips, — 
Not  body's  death,  but  body's  banishment. 

Rom,  Ha,  banishment !  be  merciful,  say — death ; 
For  exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look. 
Much  more  than  death :  do  not  say — banishment, 

Fri.  L.  Hence  from  Verona  art  thou  banished : 
Be  patient,  for  the  world  is  broad  and  wide. 

Rom.  There  is  no  world  without  Verona  walls, 
But  purgatory,  torture,  hell  itself. 
Hence-banisfaed  is  banish'd  from  the  world, 
And  world's  exile  is  death : — then  banished. 
Is  death  mis-tcrm'd :  calling  death  banishment. 
Thou  cutt'st  my  head  off  with  a  golden  axe, 
And  smil'st  upon  the  stroke  that  murders  me.  ^ 

Fri.  L.  O  deadly  ain !  O  rude  unthankfulness ! 
Thy  fault  our  law  calls  death ;  but  the  kind  prince. 
Taking  thy  part,  hath  rush'd(^)  aside  the  law, 
And  tum'd  that  black  word  death  to  banishment : 
This  is  dear  mercy,  and  thou  seest  it  not. 

Rom.  'Tis  torture,  and  not  mercy :  heaven  is  here, 
Wbere  Juliet  lives  j  and  every  cat,  and  dog, 
And  little  mouse,  every  unworthy  thing, 
Live  here  in  heaven,  and  may  look  on  her ; 
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But  Roin«o  may  not : — more  validity, 

More  honoaiable  state,  more  couitahip  lives 

In  canioiL-flies  than  R>omeo :  they  may  seize 

On  the  white  wonder  of  deat  Juliet's  band. 

And  steal  immortal  blening  from  her  lips ; 

Who,  even  in  pure  and  vestal  modesty, 

Still  blush,  as  thinking  their  own  kisses  sin ; 

But  Romeo  may  not, — he  is  banished: 

This  may  flies  do,  when  I  from  this  must  fly : — 

And  say'st  thou  yet,  that  exile  is  not  death  FC) 

Hadst  thou  no  poison  mix'd,  do  Bharp-groaud  knife, 

No  sudden  mean  of  death,  though  ne'er  so  mean. 

But — "  banished" — to  hill  me, — "banished"  f 

O  friar,  the  damnM  nse  that  word  in  hell ; 

Howlings  attend  it :  how  hast  thou  the  heart, 

B«i^  a  divine,  a  ghostly  confessor, 

A  sin-absolver,  and  my  friend  profess'd. 

To  mangle  me  with  that  word  "  banished"  t 

Fri.  L.  ThoQ  fond  mad  man,  hear  me  but  speak  a  word. 

Rom.  O,  thou  wilt  speak  again  of  banishment. 

Fri.  L.  I'll  give  thee  armour  to  keep  off  that  word ; 
Adversity's  sweet  milk,  philosophy, 
To  comfort  thee,  though  thou  art  banished. 

Rom.  Yet  "  banished"  ? — Hang  up  philosophy  ! 
Unless  philosophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Displant  a  town,  reverse  a  prince's  doom, 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not:  talk  no  more. 

Fri.  L.  O,  tiien  I  see  that  madmen  have  no  ears. 

Rom.  How  should  they,  when  that  wise  men  have  no  eyes  ? 

Fri.  L.  Let  me  dispute  vrith  thee  of  thy  estate. 

Rom.  Thou  canst  not  speak  of  that  thou  dost  not  feel : 
"Wert  thou  as  young  as  I,  Juliet  thy  love. 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered, 
Doting  like  me,  and  like  me  banished. 
Then  mightst  thou  speak,  then  mightst  thou  tear  thy  hair, 
And  fall  upon  the  ground,  as  I  do  now. 
Taking  the  measure  of  an  unmade  grave.     [^Knocking  vnihm. 

Fri.  L.  Arise ;  one  knocks ;  good  Romeo,  hide  thyself. 

Rom.  Not  I }  unless  the  breath  of  heart-sick  groans, 
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Mist-lile,  infold  ine  ftx>iii  the  search  of  eyes.  [Ktioekiuff. 

Fri.  L.  Hark,  bow  they  knock  !— Who's  there  ?— Roroeo, 
arise; 
Tboa  wilt  be  uken. — Stay  awhile ! — Stand  up ;      [Knocking. 
Run  to  my  study. — By  and  by ! — God's  will, 
What  simpleness  is  this ! — I  come,  I  come !  [Knocking. 

Who  knocks  so  hard  t  whence  come  you  ?  what's  your  will  ? 

XuTSe  [triMin].  Let  me  come  in,  and  you  shall  know  my 
errand; 
I  come  fr<m>  I^dy  Juliet. 

Fri.  L.  Welcome,  then. 

Enler  Nnree. 
Nune,  O  holy  fiiar,  O,  tell  me,  holy  {Hu-, 
Where  is  my  lady's  lord^  where's  Romeo  ? 

Fri.  L.  There  on  the  ground,  with  his  own  tears  made 

Nune.  O,  he  Is  even  in  my  mistress*  case, 
Just  in  her  case ! 

FH.  L.  O  woeful  ^mpathy ! 

Piteous  predicament  t  (*') 

Nurse.  Even  so  lies  she, 

Bluhhering  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blubbering. — 
Stand  up,  stand  up ;  stand,  an  you  be  a  man : 
For  Juliet's  sake,  for  her  sake,  rise  and  stand ; 
Why  should  you  fall  into  so  deep  an  O  ? 

Sam.  Nurse! 

Nurte.  Ah  sir !  ah  sir ! — Well,  death's  the  end  of  all. 

Rom.  Spak'st  thou  of  Juliet  ?  how  is  it  with  her  ? 
Doth  she  not  think  me  an  old  murderer. 
Now  I  have  stain'd  the  childhood  of  our  joy 
With  blood  remov'd  but  little  from  her  own  t 
Where  is  she  f  and  how  doth  she  ?  and  what  says 
My  conceal'd  lady  to  our  cancelt'd  love  t 

Nurse.  O,  she  says  nothing,  sir,  but  weeps  and  weeps ; 
And  DOW  falls  on  her  bed ;  and  then  starts  up. 
And  Tybalt  calls ;  and  then  on  Romeo  cries, 
And  then  down  falls  again. 

Jtom.  As  if  that  name. 
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Shot  from  the  deadl;  level  of  a  gun. 

Did  murder  her ;  as  that  name's  cursed  band 

Murder'd  her  kissman, — O,  tell  me,  friar,  tell  me. 

In  what  vile  part  of  this  anatomy 

Doth  m;  name  lo^e?  tell  me,  that  I  may  sack 

The  hateful  mansion.  [Draining  Ait  awortt. 

Fri.  L.  Hold  thy  desperate  hand: 

Art  thou  a  man  ?  thy  form  cries  out  thou  art: 
Thy  tears  are  womanish ;  thy  wild  acts  denote 
The  unreasonable  fury  of  a  beast : 
Unseemly  woman  in  a  seeming  man ! 
Or  ill-beseeming  beast  in  seeming  both  ! 
Thou  hast  amaz'd  me :  by  my  holy  order, 
I  thought  thy  disposition  better  temper'd. 
Hast  tbou  slain  Tybalt?  wilt  thou  slay  thyself? 
And  slay  thy  lady  too  that  lives  in  thee. 
By  doing  damned  hate  upon  thyself? 
Why  rail'st  thou  on  tby  birth,  the  heaven,  and  earth  ? 
Since  birth,  and  heaven,  and  earth,  all  three  do  meet 
In  thee  at  once ;  which  thou  at  once  wouldst  lose. 
Fie,  fie,  thou  sham'st  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit ; 
Which,  like  a  usurer,  abound'st  in  all. 
And  usest  none  in  that  true  use  indeed 
Which  should  bedeck  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy  wit : 
Thy  noble  shape  is  but  a  form  of  wax. 
Digressing  from  the  valour  of  a  man  ; 
Thy  dear  love,  sworn,  but  hollow  perjury, 
Killing  that  love  which  thou  hast  vow'd  to  cherish ; 
Thy  wit,  that  ornament  to  shape  and  love, 
Mis-shapen  in  the  conduct  of  them  both, 
I^e  powder  in  a  skilless  soldier's  flask. 
Is  set  a-fire  by  thine  own  ignorance. 
And  thou  dismember'd  with  thine  own  defence. 
What,  rouse  thee,  man !  thy  Juliet  is  alive, 
For  whose  dear  sake  thou  wast  but  lately  dead ; 
There  art  thou  happy ;  Tybalt  would  kill  thee, 
But  thou  slew'st  Tybalt ;  there  art  thou  happy  too : 
The  law,  that  threaten'd  death,  becomes  thy  friend, 
And  turns  it  to  exile ;  there  art  tbou  happy : 
VOL,  T. 
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A  pack  of  blessings  lights  upon  thj  back ; 
Happiness  courts  thee  in  her  best  array ; 
But,  like  a.  misbehav'd  and  sullen  wencb. 
Thou  pout'st  upon  (■**)  thy  fortune  and  thy  love  s— 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  such  die  miserable. 
Go,  get  thee  to  thy  love,  as  was  decreed. 
Ascend  hei  chamber,  hence  and  comfort  her: 
But  look  thou  stay  not  till  the  watch  be  set. 
For  then  thou  canst  not  pass  to  Mantua ; 
Where  thou  shalt  live,  till  we  can  find  a  time 
To  blaze  your  marriage,  reconcile  your  friends, 
Beg  pardon  of  the  prince,  and  call  thee  back 
With  twenty  hundred  thousand  times  more  joy 
Than  thou  went'st  forth  in  lamentation. — 
Go  before,  nurse :  commend  me  to  thy  lady ; 
And  bid  her  hasten  all  the  house  to  bed. 
Which  heavy  sorrow  makes  them  apt  unto : 
Romeo  is  coming. 

Nurte.  O  Lord,  I  could  have  stay'd  here  all  the  night 
To  hear  good  counsel :  O,  what  learning  is ! — ' 
My  lord,  I'll  tell  my  lady  you  will  come. 

Mom.  Do  so,  and  bid  my  sweet  prepare  to  chide. 

Nurse.  Here,  sir,  a  ring  she  bid  me  give  you,  sir; 
Hie  you,  make  haste,  for  it  grows  very  late.  [Exit, 

Rom.  How  well  my  comfort  is  reviv'd  by  this ! 

Fri.  Go  hence;  good  night;  and  here  stands  all  your 
state: — 
Either  be  gone  before  the  watch  be  set, 
Or  by  the  break  of  day  di^uia'd  from  hence : 
Sojourn  in  Mantua ;  I'll  find  out  your  man. 
And  he  shall  signify  li-om  time  to  time 
Every  good  hap  to  you,  that  chances  here : 
Give  me  thy  hand ;  'Us  late :  farewell ;  good  night. 

Rom.  But  that  a  joy  paat  joy  calls  out  on  me. 
It  were  a  grief,  so  brief  to  part  with  thee : 
Farewell.  {EaMuO, 
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Scene  1Y.     A  room  in  Capulet's  Itotue. 
Enter  Capulbt,  Lady  CAfULET,  and  Pabis. 

Cop.  Things  have  fall'u  out,  sir,  so  imluckily, 
That  we  have  had  no  time  to  move  our  daughter : 
Look  you,  she  lov'd  her  kinsman  Tybalt  dearly, 
And  so  did  I ; — well,  we  were  bom  to  die. 
rris  very  late,  ^e'll  not  come  down  to-nigbt : 
I  promise  you,  but  for  your  company, 
I  would  have  been  a^bed  an  hour  ago. 

Par.  These  times  of  woe  afford  no  time  to  woo. — 
Madam,  good  night :  commend  me  to  your  daughter. 

La.  Cap.  I  will,  and  know  her  mind  early  to-morrow ; 
To-night  she  is  mew'd  up  to  her  heaviness. 

Cap.  Sir  Paris,  I  will  make  a  desperate  tendw 
Of  my  child's  love :  I  think  she  will  be  rul'd 
In  all  respects  by  me ;  nay,  more,  I  doubt  it  not.— 
^Vife,  go  you  to  her  ere  you  go  to  bed ; 
Acquaint  her  here  of  my  son  Paris'  love ; 
And  bid  her,  mark  yon  me,  on  Wednesday  nex^— 
But,  soft!  what  day  is  this  I 

Par.  Monday,  my  lord. 

Cap.  Monday !  ha,  ha !    Well,  Wednesday  is  too  soon, 
0'  Thursday  let  it  be ; — o'  Thursday,  tell  her, 
She  shall  be  married  to  this  noble  earl, — 
Will  you  be  ready  ?  do  you  like  this  haste  ? 
We'll  keep  no  great  ado, — a  friend  or  two ; 
For,  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  slain  so  late. 
It  nay  be  thought  we  held  him  carelessly, 
Being  our  kinsman,  if  we  revel  much : 
Therefore  well  have  some  half-a-dozen  friends. 
And  there  an  end.     But  what  say  you  to  Thursday  f 

Par.  My  lord,  I  would  that  Thursday  were  to-morrow. 

Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone : — o'  Thursday  be  it,  then. — 
Go  you  to  Juliet  ere  you  go  to  bed. 
Prepare  her,  wife,  against  this  wedding-day. — 
Farewell,  my  lord.— Light  to  my  chamber,  ho! — 
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Afore  me,  it  is  so  very  very  late,(**) 

That  we  may  call  it  early  by  and  by : — 

Good  night.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  V.     An  open  gallery  to  Juliet's  chancer,  overlookiitg 
the  garden. 

Enter  BoKEO  and  Jduet. 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  it  is  not  yet  near  day : 
It  was  the  nightingale,  and  not  the  lark. 
That  pierc'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear ; 
Nightly  she  sings  on  yon  pomegranate-tree : 
Believe  me,  love,  it  was  the  nightingale. 

Rom,  It  was  the  lark,  the  herald  of  the  morn. 
No  nightingale :  look,  love,  what  envious  streaks 
Do  lace  the  severing  clouds  in  yonder  east : 
Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountain  tops. 
I  must  be  gone  and  live,  or  stay  and  die. 

Jul.  Yon  light  is  not  day-light,  I  know  it,  I : 
It  is  some  meteor  that  the  sun  exhales, 
To  be  to  thee  this  night  a  torch-bearer. 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua : 
Therefore  stay  yet, — thou  need'st  not  to  be  gone. 

Mom.  Let  me  be  ta'en,  let  me  be  put  to  death ; 
I  am  content,  so  thou  wilt  have  it  so. 
Ill  say  yon  grey  is  not  the  morning's  eye, 
'Tis  but  the  pale  refiex  of  Cynthia's  brow ;  (**) 
Nor  that  is  not  the  lark,  whose  notes  do  beat 
The  vaulQf  heaven  so  high  above  our  heads : 
I  have  more  care  to  stay  than  will  to  go : — 
Come,  death,  and  welcome !  Juliet  wills  it  so. — 
How  is't,  my  soul  t  let's  talk, — ^it  is  not  day. 

Jul.  It  is,  it  is, — ^hie  hence,  be  gone,  away ! 
It  is  the  lark  that  sings  so  out  of  tune. 
Straining  harsh  discords  and  unpleasing  sharps. 
Some  say  the  lark  makes  sweet  division ; 
This  doth  not  so,  for  she  divideth  us : 
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Scnne  say  the  lark  and  loathed  toad  change  eyeia; 
0,  now  I  would  thej  had  chaog'd  voices  too ! 
Since  arm  from  arm  that  voice  doth  us  affi^y, 
Hunting  thee  hence  with  hunt's-up  to  the  day. 
0,  now  he  gone ;  more  light  and  light  it  grows. 

Horn.  More  light  and  light, — more  dark  and  dark  our 
woes! 

Nurse,  Madam  I 

Jul,  Nurae? 

Nurte.  Your  lady  mother  is  coming  to  your  chamber : 
The  day  is  hroke ;  he  wary,  look  about.  [Exit, 

JuL  Then,  window,  let  day  in,  and  let  life  out 

Bom.  Farewell,  farewell !  one  kiss,  and  1*11  descend. 

[Deteendt, 

Jut.  Art  thou  gone  so  ?  my  lord,  my  love,  my  friend  1(") 
I  must  hear  tzom  thee  every  day  in  the  hour, 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days : 
O,  by  this  count  I  shall  be  much  in  years, 
Ere  I  again  behold  my  Romeo ! 

Jtom,  Farewell ! 
I  will  omit  no  o[^ortunity 
That  may  convey  my  greetings,  love,  to  thee. 

Jul.  O,  think'st  thou  we  shall  ever  meet  again  7 

Horn,  I  doubt  it  not ;  and  all  these  woes  shall  serve 
For  sweet  discourses  in  our  time  to  come. 

Jul.  O  God,  I  have  an  ill-divining  soul ! 
Methinks  I  see  thee,  now  thou  art  below. 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  tomb : 
Either  my  eyesight  fails,  or  thou  look'st  pale. 

Rom.  And  trust  me,  love,  in  my  eye  so  do  you : 
Dry  sorrow  drinks  our  blood.     Adieu,  adieu  <      [Exit  below. 

Jut.  O  fortune,  fortune !  all  men  call  thee  fickle : 
If  thou  art  fickle,  what  dost  thou  with  him 
That  is  renown'd  for  faith  T     Be  fickle,  fortune ; 
For  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long. 
But  send  him  back. 

La.  Cap.  [within]  Ho,  daughter !  are  you  up  ? 

Jul.  Who  is't  that  calls  ?  is  it  my  lady  mother  t 
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Is  she  not  down  so  latfij  or  up  SO  early  ? 
What  unaccustom'd  cause  procures  her  hither  ? 

Eiiier  I^y  Capdlet. 

La.  Cap.  Why,  how  now,  Juliet  1 

Jul.  Madam,  I  am  not  well. 

La.  Cap.  Svermore  weeping  for  your  cousin's  death  ? 
What,  wilt  thou  wash  him  from  his  grave  with  tears  J 
An  if  thou  couldst,  thou  couldst  not  make  him  live; 
Therefore,  have  done :  some  grief  shows  much  of  love ; 
But  much  of  grief  diows  still  some  want  of  wit. 

Jul.  Yet  let  me  weep  for  such  a  feeling  loss. 

La.  Cap.  So  shall  you  feel  the  loss,  but  not  the  friend 
Which  you  weep  for. 

Jul,  Feeling  so  the  loss, 

I  cannot  choose  but  ever  weep  the  friend. 

La.  Cap,  Well,  girl,  thou  weep'st  not  so  much  for  bis 
death. 
As  that  the  villain  lives  which  slaughter'd  him. 

Jul.  What  villain,  madam  ? 

La.  Cap.  That  same  villain,  Komeo. 

Jul.  Villain  and  he  be  many  miles  asunder. 
God  pardon  him  !(^  I  do,  with  all  my  heart; 
And  yet  no  man  like  he  doth  grieve  my  heart 

La.  Cap,  That  is,  because  the  traitor  murderer  lives. 

Jut.  Ay,  madam,  from  the  reach  of  these  my  hands : — 
Would  none  hut  I  might  venge  my  cousin's  death ! 

La.  Cap.  We  will  have  vengeance  for  it,  fear  thou  not : 
Then  weep  no  more.     I'll  send  to  one  in  Mantua, — 
Where  that  same  banish'd  runagate  doth  live, — 
Shall  give  him  such  an  unaccustom'd  dram, 
That  he  shall  soon  keep  Tybalt  company : 
And  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  be  satisfied. 

Jul.  Indeed,  I  never  shall  be  satisfied 
With  Komeo,  tiU  I  behold  him — dead — 
Is  my  poor  heart  so  for  a  kinsman  vex'd : 
Madam,  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  man 
To  bear  a  poison,  I  would  temper  it ; 
That  Romeo  should,  upon  receipt  thereof, 
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Sooa  Bleep  in  quiet.     0,  how  my  heart  abhon 
To  he&r  him  nam'd, — and  cannot  come  to  him, 
To  wreak  the  love  I  bore  my  cou8in(*') 
Upon  bis  body  that  hath  slaughter'd  him ! 

La.  Cap.  Find  thou  the  means,  and  111  find  such  a  man. 
But  now  I'll  tell  thee  joyful  tidings,  girl. 

Jut.  And  joy  comes  well  in  such  a  needy  time : 
What  are  they,  I  beseech  your  Udyship  ? 

La.  Cap.  Well,  well,  thou  hast  a  careful  father,  child; 
One  who,  to  put  thee  from  thy  heaviness. 
Hath  sorted  out  a  sudden  day  of  joy, 
That  thou  ezpect'st  not,  nor  I  look'd  not  for. 

Jut.  Madam,  in  happy  time,  what  day  is  that  f 

La.  Cap.  Marry,  my  child,  early  next  Thursday  mom, 
The  gallant,  young,  and  noble  gentleman. 
The  County  Paris,  at  Saint  Peter's  Church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  there  a  joyful  bride. 

Jul.  Now,  by  Saint  Peter's  Church,  and  Peter  too. 
He  shall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  bride. 
I  wonder  at  this  haste ;  that  I  must  wed 
Ere  he,  that  should  he  husband,  comes  to  woo. 
I  pray  you,  tell  ray  lord  and  father,  madam, 
I  wilt  not  marry  yet ;  and,  when  I  do,  I  swear, 
It  shall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate, 
Rather  than  Paris : — these  are  news  indeed !  (**) 

La,  Cap.  Here  comes  your  father ;  tell  him  so  yourself, 
And  see  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 

Entar  Capclbt  and  Nurse. 
C<^.  When  the  son  sets,  the  air  (*)  doth  drizzle  dew ; 
But  for  the  sunset  of  my  brother's  son 
It  rains  downright. — 

How  now  !  a  conduit,  girl  ?  what,  still  in  tears  ? 
Evermore  showering?     In  one  little  body 
Thou  counterfeit'st  a  bark,  a  sea,  a  wind : 
For  still  thy  eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  sea, 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears ;  the  bark  thy  body  is, 
Sailing  in  this  salt  flood ;  the  winds,  thy  sighs ; 
Who, — raging  with  thy  tears,  and  they  with  them, — 
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Without  a  Buddeo  calm,  will  overset 

Thy  tempest- tossdd  body. — How  now,  wife ! 

Have  you  deliver'd  to  her  our  decree  ? 

Im.  Cap.  Ay,  sir;  but  she  will  nooe,  she  gives  you  thanks, 
I  would  the  fool  were  married  to  her  grave ! 

Cap.  Soft !  talte  me  with  you,  take  me  with  you,  wife. 
How  1  will  she  none  ?  doth  aba  not  give  ub  thanka  i 
Is  she  not  proud  ?  doth  she  not  count  her  bless'd, 
Unworthy  as  she  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  gentleman  to  be  her  bridegroom  i 

Jul.  Not  proud,  you  have  ;  but  thankful,  that  you  hsTe: 
Proud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  hate  ; 
But  thankful  even  for  hate,  that  is  meant  love. 

Cap.  How  now,  how  now,  chop-logic  1     What  is  this  ? 
Proud, — and,  I  thank  you, — and,  I  thank  you  not ; — 
And  yet  not  proud: — mistress  minion,  you. 
Thank  me  no  thankings,  nor  proud  me  no  prouds. 
But  fettle  your  fine  joints  'gainst  Thursday  next. 
To  go  with  Paris  to  Saint  Peter's  Church, 
Or  I  will  drag  thee  on  a  hurdle  thither. 
Out,  you  green -sickness  carrion  1  out,  you  ba^age ! 
You  tallow-face ! 

La.  Cap.  Fie,  fie !  what,  are  you  mad  ? 

Jul.  Good  father,  I  beseech  you  on  my  kneea. 
Hear  me  with  patience  but  to  speak  a  word. 

Cap.  Hang  thee,  young  baggage  I  disobedient  wretch  ! 
I  tell  thee  what, — get  thee  to  church  o'  Thursday, 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  face : 
Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  answer  me ; 
My  fingers  itch. — Wife,  we  scarce  thought  as  bless'd 
That  God  had  lent  us  but  this  only  child; 
But  now  I  see  this  one  is  one  too  much. 
And  that  we  have  a  curse  in  having  her : 
Out  on  her,  hilding ! 

Narte.  God  in  heaven  bless  her  \ — 

You  are  to  blame,  my  lord,  to  rate  her  so. 

Cap.  And  why,  my  lady  wisdom  ?  hold  your  tongue. 
Good  prudence ;  smatter  with  your  gossips,  go. 

Nurse.  I  speak  no  treason. 
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Cap.  O,  Ood  ;e  god-den. 

Nurte,  May  not  one  speak  f 

C(^.  Peace,  you  mambling  fool ! 

Utter  your  gravity  o'er  a  gosup's  bowl ; 
For  here  we  need  it  not. 

La.  Cap.  You  are  too  hot. 

Cap.  God's  bread !  (^  it  makes  me  mad : 
Bay,  night,  hour,  tide,  time,  work,  play, 
Alone,  in  company,  still  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  match'd :  and  having  now  provided 
A  gentleman  of  Doble  parentage. 
Of  fair  demesnes,  youthful,  and  nobly  train'd, 
StufiTd  (as  they  say)  with  honourable  parts, 
Proportion'd  as  one's  thought  would  wish  a  man, — 
And  then  to  have  a  wretched  puling  fool, 
A  whining  mammet,  in  her  fortune's  tender, 
To  answer — "  I'll  not  wed, — I  cannot  love, 
I  am  too  young, — I  pray  you,  pardon  me  ;"— 
But,  an  you  will  not  wed,  I'll  pardon  you : 
Graze  where  you  will,  you  sh^  not  house  with  me . 
Look  to't,  think  on't,  I  do  not  use  to  jest. 
Thursday  is  near ;  lay  hand  on  heart,  advise : 
An  you  be  mine,  I'll  give  you  to  my  friend ; 
An  you  be  not,  bang,  beg,  starve,  die  in  the  streets,  . 
For,  by  my  soul,  I'll  ne'er  acknowledge  thee. 
Nor  what  is  mine  shall  never  do  thee  good  : 
Trust  to't,  bethink  you ;  I'll  not  be  forsworn.  [JExit. 

Jul.  Is  there  no  pity  sitting  in  the  clouds. 
That  sees  into  the  bottom  of  my  grief? 
O,  sweet  my  mother,  cast  me  not  away  1 
Delay  this  marriage  for  a  month,  a  week ; 
Or,  if  you  do  not,  make  the  bridal  bed 
In  that  dim  monument  where  Tybalt  lies. 

Za.  Cap.  Talk  not  to  me,  for  I'll  not  speak  a  word : 
Do  as  thou  wilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee.  [Exit. 

Jul.  O  Godl — O  nurse,  how  shall  this  be  prevented? 
My  husband  is  on  earth,  my  faith  in  heaven  ; 
How  shall  that  faith  return  again  to  earth, 
Unless  that  husband  send  it  me  from  heaven 
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By  Leaviog  earth  f — comfort  me,  counsel  me. — 
Alack,  alack,  that  heaven  should  practise  stratagems 
Upon  80  soft  a  subject  as  mjself ! — 
MTiat  say'st  thou  ?  hast  thou  not  a  word  of  joj  t 
Some  comfort,  nurse. 

Nurte,  Faith,  here  it  ia. 

Romeo  is  banish'd ;  and  all  the  world  to  DotluDg, 
That  he  dares  ne'er  come  back  to  challenge  you ; 
Or,  if  he  do,  it  needs  must  be  by  stealth. 
Then,  since  the  case  so  stands  as  now  it  doth, 
I  think  it  best  you  married  with  the  county. 
O,  he's  a  lovely  gentleman  1 
Homeo's  a  dishclout  to  him :  an  eagle,  madain. 
Hath  not  so  green,  so  quick,  so  fair  an  eye 
As  Paris  hath,     Beshrew  my  very  heart, 
I  think  you  are  happy  in  this  second  match. 
For  it  excels  your  first :  or  if  it  did  not. 
Tour  first  is  dead ;  or  'twere  as  good  he  were. 
As  living  here  and  you  no  use  of  him. 

Jut.  Speakest  thou  from  thy  heart  ? 

NuTie.  And  from  my  soul  too ; 

Or  else  beshrew  them  both, 

Jul.  Amen ! 

Nttrie.  What? 

Jul.  Well,  thou  hast  comforted  me  marvellous  much. 
Go  in ;  and  tell  my  lady  I  am  gone, 
Raving  displeas'd  my  father,  to  Laurence'  cell, 
To  make  confession  and  to  be  absolv'd. 

Nurse.  Marry,  I  will ;  and  this  is  wisely  done,         [Exit. 

Jul.  Ancient  damnation  1  O  most  wicked  fiend ! 
Is  it  more  sin  to  vrish  me  thus  forsworn. 
Or  to  dispraise  my  lord  with  that  same  tongue 
Which  she  hath  prais'd  him  with  above  compare 
So  many  thousand  times  ? — Go,  counsellor ; 
Thou  and  my  bosom  henceforth  shall  be  twain. — 
I'll  to  the  friar,  to  know  his  remedy : 
If  all  else  ful,  myself  have  power  to  die,  [Exit. 


itizecoy  Google 


■CBM  I.]  ROMEO  'AND  JULIET.  199 

ACT  IV. 

ScBNB  I.     Friar  Laurence's  cell. 
Eittw  Friar  Laitbekok  and  Faus. 

Fri.  L.  On  Tliursdaj,  sir  ?  the  time  ii  very  Bbott. 

Par.  My  father  Capntet  will  have  it  so ; 
And  I  am  nothing  slow  to  slack  hia  haste. 

Fri.  L.  You  say  you  do  not  know  the  lady's  mind : 
Uneven  is  the  course,  I  like  it  not. 

Par.  Immoderately  she  weeps  for  Tybalt's  death, 
And  therefore  have  I  little  tatk'd  of  love ; 
Foe  Venus  smiles  not  in  a  house  of  tears. 
Now,  sir,  her  father  counts  it  dangerous 
That  she  doth  give  her  sorrow  so  much  sway  j 
And,  iu  his  wisdom,  hastes  our  marriage, 
To  stop  the  inundation  of  her  tears ; 
Which,  too  much  minded  by  herself  alone, 
May  be  put  from  her  by  society : 
Now  do  you  know  the  reason  of  this  haste. 

Fri,  L.  I  would  I  knew  not  why  it  should  be  slow'd, 

{Atide. 
Look,  sir,  here  comes  the  lady  towards  my  cell. 

EtUtr  JuuET. 
Par.  Happily  met,  my  lady  and  my  wife  1 
Jul.  That  may  be,  sir,  when  I  may  be  a  wife. 
Par.  That  may  be  must  be,  love,  on  Thursday  next. 
Jul.  What  must  be  shall  be. 
Fri.  L.  That's  a  certain  text. 

Par.  Come  you  to  make  confession  to  this  father  I 
Jul.  To  answer  that,  I  should  confess  to  you. 
Par.  Do  not  deny  to  him  that  you  love  me. 
Jul.  I  will  confess  to  you  that  I  love  him. 
Par.  So  will  ye,  I  am  sure,  that  you  love  me. 
Jul.  If  I  do  so,  it  will  be  of  more  price, 
Being  spoke  behind  your  back,  than  to  your  fiice. 
Par.  Foot  soul,  thy  face  is  much  abus'd  with  tears. 
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Jul.  The  tears  have  got  small  victory  by  that ; 
For  it  was  bad  enough  before  their  spite. 

Par.  Thou  wrong'st  it,  more  than  tears,  with  that  report. 

Jul.  That  ia  no  slander,  sir,  which  is  a  truth ; 
And  what  I  spake,  I  spake  it  to  my  face. 

Par.  Thy  face  is  mine,  and  thou  hast  slander'd  it. 

Jul.  It  may  be  so,  for  it  is  not  mine  own. — 
Are  you  at  leisure,  holy  father,  now ; 
Or  shall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  mass  ? 

Fri.  L.  My  leisure  serves  me,  pensive  daughter,  now. — 
My  lord,  we  must  entreat  the  time  alone. 

Par.  God  shield  I  should  disturb  devotion ! — 
Juliet,  on  Thursday  early  will  I  rouse  ye : 
Till  then,  adieu ;  and  keep  this  holy  kiss.  [Exit. 

Jul.  O,  shut  the  door!  and  when  thou  haat  done  so. 
Come  weep  with  me ;  paat  hope,  past  cure,  past  help  1 

Fri.  L.  Ah,  Juliet,  I  already  know  thy  grief; 
It  strains  me  past  the  compass  of  my  wits : 
I  bear  thou  must,  and  nothing  may  prorc^ue  it. 
On  Thursday  next  be  married  to  this  county. 

Jul.  Tell  me  not,  friar,  that  thou  hear'st  of  this. 
Unless  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it : 
If,  in  thy  wisdom,  thou  canst  give  no  help. 
Do  thou  but  call  my  resolution  wise. 
And  with  this  knife  I'll  help  it  presently. 
God  join'd  my  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  hands ; 
And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  seal'd. 
Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed, 
Or  my  true  heart  with  treacherous  revolt 
Turn  to  another,  this  shall  slay  them  both : 
Therefore,  out  of  thy  long-experienc'd  time. 
Give  me  some  present  counsel ;  or,  behold, 
'Twixt  my  extremes  and  me  this  bloody  knife 
Shall  play  the  umpire ;  arbitrating  that 
Which  the  commission  of  thy  years  and  art 
Could  to  no  issue  of  true  honour  bring. 
Be  not  so  long  to  speak ;  I  long  to  die. 
If  what  thou  speak'st  speak  not  of  remedy. 

Fri.  L.  Hold,  daughter:  I  do  spy  a  kind  of  hope, 
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Which  craves  as  desper&te  an  execution 

As  that  is  desperate  which  we  would  prevent. 

If,  rather  than  to  marry  County  Paris, 

Thou  hast  the  strength  of  will  to  slay  thyself, 

Then  is  it  likely  thou  wilt  undertake 

A  thing  like  death  to  chide  away  this  shame, 

Tbat  cop'st  with  death  himself  to  scape  from  it ; 

And,  if  thou  dar'st,  I'll  give  thee  remedy. 

Jul,  O,  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  marry  Paris, 
From  off  the  hattlements  of  yonder  tow  er ; 
Or  walk  in  thievish  ways;  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  serpents  are ;  chain  me  with  roaring  bears ; 
Or  shut  me  nightly  in  a  charnel-house, 
O'er-cover'd  quite  with  dead  men's  rattling  bones, 
With  reeky  shanks,  and  yellow  chapless  skulls ; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  grave. 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  eliroud ; 
Things  that,  to  hear  them  told,  have  made  me  tremble ; 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt. 
To  live  an  unstain'd  wife  to  my  sweet  love. 

Fri.  L.  Hold,  then ;  go  home,  be  merry,  give  consent 
To  marry  Paris:  Wednesday  is  to-morrow; 
To-morrow  night  look  that  thou  lie  alone. 
Let  not  thy  nurse  lie  with  thee  in  thy  chamber : 
Take  thou  this  vial,  being  then  in  bed. 
And  this  distilled  liquor  drink  thou  off: 
When,  presently,  through  all  thy  veins  shall  run 
A  cold  and  drowsy  humour ;  for  no  pulse 
Shall  keep  his  native  progress,  but  surcease : 
No  warmth,  no  breath,  shall  testify  thou  liv'st; 
The  roses  in  thy  lips  and  cheeks  shall  fade 
To  paly  ashes ;  thy  eyes'  windows  fall, 
Like  death,  when  he  shuts  up  the  day  of  life ; 
Each  part,  depriv'd  of  supple  government. 
Shall,  stiff  and  stark  and  cold,  appear  like  death : 
And  in  this  borrow'd  likeness  of  shrunk  death 
Thou  shalt  continue  two-and-forty  hours. 
And  then  awake  as  from  a  pleasant  sleep. 
Now,  when  the  bridegroom  in  the  morning  comes 
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To  rouse  thee  from  thy  bed,  there  art  thou  dead : 
Then  (as  the  maimer  of  our  country  ia) 
In  thy  best  robes,  uncover'd,  on  the  bier,(*') 
Thou  shalt  be  borne  to  that  same  ancient  vault 
Where  all  the  kindred  of  the  CapuleU  lie. 
In  the  mean  time,  trains t  thou  shalt  awake, 
Shall  Romeo  by  my  letters  know  our  drift ; 
And  hither  shall  he  come  :  and  he  and  I 
Will  watch  thy  waking,  and  that  very  night 
Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua. 
And  this  shall  free  thee  from  this  present  shame ; 
If  no  inconstant  toy,  nor  womanish  fear, 
Abate  thy  valour  in  the  acting  it. 

Jul.  Give  me,  give  me !  O,  tell  not  me  of  fear ! 

Fri.  X.  Hold ;  get  you  gone,  be  strong  and  prosperous 
In  this  resolve :  I'll  send  a  friar  with  speed 
To  Mantua,  with  my  letters  to  thy  lord. 

Jul.  Love  give  me  strength!  and  strength  shall  help 
afford. 
Farewell,  dear  father !  [Exeunt. 


ScENB  II.    Hall  in  Capulgt's  home. 

£tUer  CAPttLBT,  Lady  Caj ulet,  Xuise,  and  Servant. 

Cap.  So  many  guests  invite  as  here  are  writ. — 

[Exit  First  Servant. 
Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  cooks. 

Sec.  Serv.  You  shall  have  none  ill,  sir ;  for  I'll  try  if  they 
can  lick  their  fingers. 

Cop.  How  canst  thou  try  then  so  i 

Sec.  Serv.  Many,  sir,  'tis  an  ill  cook  that  cannot  lick  his 
own  fingers :  therefore  be  that  cannot  lick  his  fingers  goes 
not  with  me. 

Cap.  Go,  be  gone, —  [Exit  Sec,  Sertanl. 

We  shall  be  much  unfumish'd  for  this  time. — 
What,  is  my  daughter  gone  to  Friar  Laurence  t 

Nurse.  Ay,  forsooth. 
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Cap.  Well,  be  ma;  chance  to  do  some  good  on  her : 
A  peerJsh  self-will'd  harlotry  it  is. 

Norte,  See  where  she  comes  &om  dirift  vith  merry 
look. 

Snter  Jdlief. 

Cap,  How  now,  my  headstrong !  where  have  you  been 
gadding  ? 

Jul.  Where  I  have  leam'd  me  to  repent  the  tin 
Of  disobedient  opposition 
To  you  and  your  hehesta ;  and  am  enjoin'd 
By  holy  Laurence  to  fall  prostrate  here, 
And  beg  your  pardon : — pardon,  I  beseech  you ! 
Henceforward  I  am  ever  rul'd  by  you. 

Cap.  Send  for  the  county ;  go  tell  biro  of  this : 
I'll  have  this  knot  knit  up  to-morrow  morning. 

Jul.  I  met  the  youthful  lord  at  lUiureiice'  cell ; 
And  gave  him  what  becomctd  love  I  might, 
Not  stepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  modesty. 

Cap.  Why,  I  am  glad  on't ;  this  is  well, — stand  up,-~ 
This  is  as 't  should  he. — Let  me  see  the  county ; 
Ay,  many,  go,  I  say,  and  fetch  him  hither. — 
Now,  afore  God,  this  reverend  holy  £riar, 
All  our  whole  city  is  much  bound  to  him. 

Jul.  Nurse,  will  you  go  with  me  into  my  closet, 
To  help  me  sort  such  needful  ornaments 
As  you  think  £t  to  furnish  me  to-morrow  t 

La.  Cap.  No,  not  till  Thursday ;  there  is  time  enough. 

Cop.  Go,  nurse,  go  with  her: — we'll  to  church  to-morrow. 
l£:samt  Juliet  and  Nurte. 

La.  Cap,  We  shall  be  short  in  our  provision : 
'Tis  now  near  nigbt. 

Cap.  Tush,  I  will  stir  about, 

And  all  things  shall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee,  wife : 
Go  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her ; 
I'll  not  to  bed  to-nigbt ; — let  me  alone ; 
111  play  the  housewife  for  this  once.- — What,  hoi — 
They  are  all  forth :  well,  I  will  walk  myself 
To  Coun^  Paris,  to  prepare  him  up 
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Against  to-morrow :  my  heart  is  wondrous  light, 

Since  this  same  wayward  girl  is  so  reclaim'd.  [Exeunt. 


,  Scene  III.     Juliet's  chamber. 

£nter  Juusr  and  Nurse. 
Jul,  Ay,  those  attires  are  best : — but,  gentle  nurse, 
I  pray  thee,  leave  me  to  myself  to-night ; 
For  I  have  need  of  many  orisoua 
To  more  the  heavens  to  smile  upon  my  state, 
Which,  well  thou  know'st,  is  cross  and  full  of  sin. 

JEntffr  Lady  Capolbt. 

La.  Cap.  What,  are  you  busy,  ho  ?  need  you  my  help  ? 

Jttl,  No,  madam ;  we  have  cull'd  such  necessaries 
As  are  behoveful  for  our  state  to-morrow : 
So  please  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone. 
And  let  the  nurse  this  night  sit  up  with  you ; 
For,  I  am  sure,  you  have  your  hands  full  all. 
In  this  so  sudden  business. 

La.  Cap,  Good  night : 

Get  thee  to  bed,  and  rest ;  for  thou  hast  need. 

[Exeunt  Lady  Capalet  and  Nitrte. 

Jul.  Farewell ! — God  knows  when  we  shall  meet  again. 
I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins. 
That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life : 
I'll  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me ; — 
Nurse ! — What  should  she  do  here  ? 
My  dismal  scene  I  needs  must  act  alone. — 
Come,  vial. — 

What  if  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all  ? 
Shall  I  be  married,  then,  to-morrow  morning  ? — 
No,  no ; — this  shall  forbid  it : — lie  thou  there. — 

[Laying  dovm  her  dagger. 
What  if  it  be  a  poison,  which  the  friar 
Subtly  hath  minister'd  to  have  me  dead. 
Lest  in  this  marriage  he  should  be  dishonout'd. 
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Because  he  mairied  me  before  to  Romeo  ? 

I  fear  it  is :  and  ;et,  metbioks,  it  should  not. 

For  he  hath  still  been  tried  a  holy  man. — 

How  if,  when  I  am  laid  into  the  tomb, 

I  wake  before  the  time  that  Romeo 

Come  to  redeem  me  ?  there's  a  fearful  point ! 

Shall  I  not,  then,  be  stifled  in  the  vault. 

To  whose  foul  mouth  no  healthsome  air  breathes  in, 

And  there  die  strangled  ere  my  Romeo  comes  ? 

Or,  if  I  live,  is  it  not  very  like, 

The  horrible  conceit  of  death  and  night, 

Tf^ther  with  the  terror  of  the  place, — 

As  in  a  vault,  an  ancient  receptacle. 

Where,  for  these  many  hundred  years,  the  bones 

Of  all  my  buried  ancestors  are  pack'd ; 

Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  earth. 

Lies  festering  in  his  shroud ;  where,  ss  they  say. 

At  some  hours  in  the  night  spirits  resort; — 

Alack,  alack,  is  it  not  like  that  I, 

So  early  wsking, — what  with  loathsome  smells; 

And  shrieks  like  mandrakes'  torn  out  of  the  earth. 

That  living  mortals,  hearing  them,  tun  mad ; — 

O,  if  I  wake,(B3)  shall  I  not  be  distraught, 

Environed  with  all  these  hideous  fears  ? 

And  madly  play  with  my  forefathers'  joints  f 

And  pluck  the  mangled  Tybalt  from  his  shroud? 

And,  in  this  rage,  with  some  great  kinsman's  bone. 

As  with  a  club,  dash  out  my  desperate  brains  ? — 

O,  look !  methinks  I  see  my  cousin's  ghost 

Seeking  out  Romeo,  that  did  spit  his  body 

Upon  a  rapier's  point : — stay,  Tybalt,  stay ! — 

Romeo,  I  come !  this  do  I  drink  to  thee.C^^) 

[Tkrout  herieff  on  the  bed. 


itizecoy  Google 


IK  BOMEO  AND  JULIET.  [act  iv. 

ScBNB  IV.    Hall  in  Capulet's  houte. 
ErUer  Lady  Capulkt  and  Nurse. 
La,  Cap.  Hold,  take  these  keys,  and  fetch  more  spices, 

nurse. 
Nurse.  They  call  for  dates  and  quinces  in  the  pastry. 

Sntw  Capclet. 

Cap,  Come,  stir,  stir,  stir !  the  second  cock  hath  crow'd, 
The  curfew-hell  hath  rung,  'tis  three  o'clock : — 
Look  to  the  hak'd  meats,  good  Angelica : 
Spare  not  for  cosL 

Nurte.  Go,  you  cot-quean,  go, 

Get  you  to  bed ;  faith,  you'll  be  sick  to-morrow 
For  this  night's  watching. 

Cap.  No,  not  a  whit :  what !  I  have  watch'd  ere  now 
All  night  for  lesser  cause,  and  ne'er  been  sick. 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  you  have  been  a  mouse-hunt  in  your  time ; 
But  I  will  watch  you  from  such  watching  now. 

\_Exeuttt  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

Cap.  A  jealous-hood,  a  jealous-hood ! — Now,  fellow, 

Bnter  Servants,  with  spits,  logs,  and  basheti. 
Whafa  there  ? 

First  Serv.  Things  for  the  cook,  sir;  but  I  know  not 

what. 
Cap.  Make  haste,  make  haste.  \Esit  First  Serv."} — Sirrah, 
fetch  drier  Ic^ : 
Call  Peter,  he  will  show  thee  where  they  are. 

Sec.  Sen,  I  have  a  head,  sir,  that  will  find  out  logs, 
And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter.  [Exit. 

Cap.  Mass,  and  well  said ;  a  merry  whoreson,  ha! 
Thou  shalt  be  logger-head. — Good  faith,  'tis  day : 
The  county  will  be  here  with  music  straight, 
For  BO  he  said  he  would : — I  hear  him  near. —    [Jtfunc  within. 
Nurse  I — wife ! — what,  ho ! — what,  nurse,  I  say ! 

Be-ent«r  Nurse. 
Go  waken  Juliet,  go  and  trim  her  up  ; 
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I'll  go  and  chat  with  Paris : — hie,  make  haste. 

Make  haste ;  the  bridegroom  he  is  come  already : 

Make  haste,  I  say.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  V.     Juliet's  chamber;  Juliet  on  the  bed. 
Enter  Nurse. 
NuTie.  Mistress !^wbat,  mistress! — Juliet! — fast,  I  war- 
rant her,  she : — 
Why,  Iamb ! — ^why,  lady  I — fie,  you  slug-a-bed! — 
Why,  love,  I  say! — madam!  sweet-heart! — why,  bride! — 
What,  not  a  word  ? — you  take  your  pennyworths  now ; 
Sleep  for  a  week ;  for  the  next  night,  I  warrant. 
The  County  Paris  batb  set  up  his  rest, 
That  you  shall  rest  but  little. — God  forgive  me, 
Marty,  and  amen,  how  sound  is  she  asleep ! 
I  must  needs  wake  her. — Madam,  madam,  madam ! — 
Ay,  let  the  county  take  you  in  your  bed ; 
He'll  fright  you  up,  i'  faith.— Will  it  not  be  ? 
What,  dress'd  I  and  in  youi  clothes !  and  down  again  I 
I  must  needs  wake  you : — Lady !  lady !  lady ! — 
Alas,  alas ! — Help,  help !  my  lady 's  dead ! — 
O,  well-a-day,  that  ever  I  was  bom ! — 
Some  aqua-viUB,  ho ! — My  lord !  my  lady ! 

Enter  Lady  Cafulbt. 

Zo.  Cap.  What  noise  is  here  f 

Narte.  O  lamentable  day ! 

io.  Cap.  What  J8  the  matter? 

Nune,  Look,  look !  O  heavy  day ! 

La.  Cap.  O  me,  O  me ! — My  child,  my  only  life. 
Revive,  look  up,  or  I  will  die  with  thee ! — 
Help,  help!— call  help. 

£nter  Capulr. 

Cap.  For  shame,  bring  Juliet  forth;  her  lord  is  come. 

Nurse,  She's  dead,  deceas'd,  she's  dead;  alack  the  day  I 

La.  Cap.  Alack  the  day,  she's  dead,  she's  dead,  she's 

dead! 
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Cap.  Ha !  let  me  see  her : — out,  alas !  she's  cold ; 
Her  blood  is  settled,  and  ber  joints  are  stiff; 
Life  and  these  lips  have  long  been  separated : 
Death  lies  on  her  like  an  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field. 

Nurse.  O  lamentable  da; ! 

La.  Cap.  O  woeful  time ! 

Cap.  Death,  that  hath  ta'en  her  hence  to  make  me  wail, 
Ties  up  tny  tongue,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 

Enter  Friar  LAnitENCE  ami  Pahis,  with  Musiciana. 

Fri.  L.  Come,  is  tlie  bride  ready  to  go  to  church  f 

Cap.  Ready  to  go,  but  never  to  return : — 
O  son,  the  night  before  thy  wedding-day 
Hath  death  lain  with  thy  wife ; — there  she  lies,(**) 
Flower  as  she  was,  deflowered  by  him. 
Death  is  my  son-in-law,  death  is  my  heir ; 
My  daughter  he  hath  wedded :  I  will  die, 
And  leave  him  all ;  life,  living,  all  is  death's. 

Par.  Have  I  thought  long  to  see  this  morning's  face, 
And  doth  it  give  me  such  a  sight  as  this  ? 

La.  Cap.  Accurs'd,  unhappy,  wretched,  hateful  day ! 
Most  miserable  hour  that  e'er  time  saw 
In  lasdng  labour  of  his  pilgrimage  \ 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  child. 
But  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  solace  in. 
And  cruel  death  hath  catch'd  it  from  my  sight ! 

Nttrte.  O  woel  O  woeful,  woeful,  woeful  day ! 
Most  lamentable  day,  most  woeful  day. 
That  ever,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold ! 
O  day !  O  day !  O  day !  O  hateful  day ! 
Never  was  seen  so  black  a  day  as  this: 
O  woeful  day,  O  woeful  day ! 

Par.  Beguil'd,  divorced,  wronged,  spited,  slain ! 
Most  detestable  death,  by  thee  beguil'd. 
By  cruel  cruel  thee  quite  overthrown ! — 
O  love  I  O  life ! — not  life,  but  love  in  death ! 

Cap.  Deapis'd,  distresaed,  hated,  martyr'd,  kill'd  1 — 
Uncomfortable  time,  why  cam'st  thou  now 
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To  murder,  murder  our  soleimiity  ? — 
O  child !  O  child ! — my  soul,  and  not  my  child ! — 
Dead  art  thou !(") — alack,  my  child  is  dead ; 
And  irith  my  child  my  joya  are  buried  1 

.PW.  L.  Peace,  ho,  for  shame !  confusion's  cure  (")  Uvea 
not 
In  these  confusions.     Heaven  and  yourself 
Had  part  in  thb  fair  maid ;  now  heaven  hath  all, 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  maid ; 
Your  part  in  her  you  could  not  keep  from  death ; 
But  heaven  keeps  his  part  in  eternal  life. 
The  most  you  sought  was  her  promotion ; 
For  'twaa  your  heaven  she  should  be  advaoc'd : 
And  weep  ye  now,  seeing  she  is  advanc'd 
Above  the  clouds,  as  high  as  heaven  itself? 
O,  in  this  love,  you  love  your  child  so  ill, 
That  you  run  mad,  seeing  that  she  is  well : 
She's  not  well  married  that  lives  married  long ; 
But  she's  best  married  that  dies  married  young. 
Cry  up  your  tears,  and  stick  your  rosemary 
On  this  fair  corse ;  and,  as  the  custom  is. 
In  allC)  her  best  array  bear  her  to  church : 
For  though  fond  (^)  nature  bids  us  all  lament. 
Yet  nature's  tears  are  reason's  merriment. 

Cap.  All  things  that  we  ordained  festival, 
Turn  from  their  office  to  black  funeral : 
Our  instruments,  to  melancholy  bells ; 
Our  wedding  cheer,  to  a  sad  burial  feast ; 
Our  solemn  hymns  to  sullen  dirges  change ; 
Our  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  buried  corse. 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary, 

Fri.  L.  Sir,  go  you  in, — and,  madam,  go  with  him ; — 
And  go,  Sir  Fans ; — every  one  prepare 
To  follow  this  foir  corse  unto  her  grave : 
The  heavens  do  lower  upon  you  for  some  ill ; 
Move  them  no  more  by  crossing  their  high  will. 

[Exeunt  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  Pari*,  ami  Friar, 

Firii  Mug,  Faith,  we  may  put  up  our  pipes,  and  be  gone. 

Nurte.  Honest  good  fellows,  ah,  put  up,  put  up ; 
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For,  well  you  know,  this  is  a  pitiful  case.  [Exit. 

Firtt  Mut.  kj,  hj  my  troth,  the  case  may  be  amended. 

£rtler  Peter. 

Pet.  Musicians,  O,  mudcians,  "  Heart's  ease,  Heart's 
ease :"  O,  an  you  will  have  me  live,  play  "  Heart's  ease." 

Firtt  Mut.  Why  "  Heart's  ease"  ? 

Pet.  O,  musicians,  because  my  heart  itself  plays  "  My 
heart  is  full  of  woe  :"  O,  play  me  some  merry  dump,  to  com- 
fort me. 

ilrtt  Mut,  Not  a  dump  we ;  'tis  no  time  to  play  now. 

Pet.  You  will  not,  then  f 

Firtt  Mut.  No. 

Pet.  I  will,  then,  give  it  you  soundly. 

Firtt  Mut.  What  will  you  give  us  ? 

Pet.  No  money,  on  my  faith ;  but  the  gleek, — I  will  give 
you  the  minstrel, 

Firtt  Mut.  Then  will  I  give  you  the  serving-creature. 

Pet,  Then  will  I  lay  the  serving-creature's  da^er  on 
your  pate.  I  will  carry  no  crotchets:  I'll  re  you,  I'll  fa 
you ;  do  you  note  me  7 

Firtt  Mut.  An  you  re  us  and /a  us,  you  note  us. 

Sec,  Mut.  Pray  you,  put  up  your  da^^er,  and  put  out 
your  wit. 

Pet.  Then  have  at  you  with  my  wit!('")  1  will  dry-beat 
you  with  an  iron  wit,  and  put  up  my  iron  dagger. — Answer 
me  like  men : 

"  When  griping  grief  the  heart  doth  wound. 
And  doleful  dumps  die  mind  opprew, 
Then  munc  with  her  silver  sound"^ 
why  '*  silver  sound"  ?  why  "  music  with  her  silver  sound"  J — 
What  say  you,  Simon  Catling  f 

F^rtt  Mut.  Marry,  sir,  because  silver  hath  a  sweet  sound. 

Pet.  Pretty !— What  say  you,  Hugh  Rebeck  ? 

Sec,  Mut,  I  say,  "  silver  sound,"  because  musicians  sound 
for  silver. 

Pet,  Pretty  tool — What  say  you,  James  Soundpostf 

Third  Mut.  Faith,  I  know  not  what  to  say. 

Pet,  O,  I  cry  you  jnercy ;    you  are  the  singer :    I  will 
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toy  for  70U.     It  ia  "music  with  her  rilrer  sound,"  because 
mosicians  have  no  gold  for  sounding  ;— 
"  Then  music  with  her  silver  sound 

With  speedj  help  doth  lend  redreas."  {ExiL^ 

Firtl  Mm,  Wliat  a  pestilent  knave  is  this  same ! 
Sec.  Mut.  Hang  him.  Jack ! — Come,  we'll  in  here ;  tany 
for  the  mourners,  and  stay  dinner.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 
ScBNB  I.     Mantua,   A  Mireet. 
Enter  BoMxa 
Rom.  If  I  may  trust  the  flattering  tnithC)  of  sleep, 
Mj  dreams  presage  some  joyful  news  at  hand : 
My  bosom's  lord  sits  lightly  in  bis  throne ; 
And  all  this  day  an  unaccustom'd  spirit 
Lifts  me  above  the  ground  with  cheerful  thoughts. 
I  dreamt  my  lady  came  and  found  me  dead 
(Strange  dream,  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave  to  think !), 
And  breath'd  such  life  with  kisses  in  my  lips. 
That  I  teviv'd,  and  was  an  emperor. 
Ah  me !  bow  sweet  is  love  itself  poasess'd, 
When  but  love's  shadows  are  so  rich  in  joy  I 

Enter  BALTHAaAS. 
News  from  Verona! — How  now,-B&lthasar! 
Bost  tbou  not  bring  me  letters  from  the  friar  I 
How  doth  my  lady  f     Is  my  father  well  7 
How  fares  my  Juliet  i  that  I  ask  again ; 
For  nothing  can  be  ill,  if  she  be  well. 

Bal.  Then  she  is  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ill : 
Her  body  sleeps  in  Capels'  monument. 
And  her  immortal  part  with  angels  lives, 
I  saw  her  laid  low  in  her  kindred's  vault. 
And  presently  took  post  to  tell  It  you  .- 
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O,  pardon  me  for  bringing  these  ill  news, 
Since  ;ou  did  leave  it  for  m;  ofiice,  sir. 

Rom.  Is  it  even  so?  then  I  defy  you,  stars! — 
Thou  know'st  tn;  lodging :  get  me  ink  and  paper. 
And  hire  post-horses ;  I  will  hence  to-night. 

Bal.  I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  have  patience : 
Your  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  misadventure. 

Rom.  Tush,  thou  art  deceiv'd : 

Leave  me,  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do. 
Hast  thou  no  letters  to  me  from  the  friar  ? 

Ral.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Rom.  No  matter :  get  thee  gone. 

And  hire  those  horses ;  I'll  be  with  thee  straight. 

[Exit  BaUhatar. 
Well,  Juliet,  I  will  lie  with  thee  to-night. 
Let's  see  for  means : — O  mischief,  thou  art  swift 
To  enter  in  the  thoughts  of  desperate  men  1 
I  do  remember  an  apothecary,— 
And  hereabouts  he  dwells, — ^which  late  I  noted 
In  tatter'd  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows. 
Culling  of  simples ;  meagre  were  his  looks. 
Sharp  misery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones : 
And  in  his  needy  shop  a  tortoise  hung. 
An  alligator  stuff'd,  and  other  skins 
Of  ill-shap'd  fishes ;  and  about  his  shelves 
A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes, 
Green  earthen  pots,  bladders,  and  musty  seeds. 
Remnants  of  packthread,  and  old  cakes  of  roses, 
Were  thinly  scatter'd,  to  make  up  a  show. 
Noting  this  penury,  to  myself  I  said. 
An  if  a  man  did  need  a  poison  now. 
Whose  sale  is  present  death  in  Mantua, 
Here  lives  a  caitiff  wretch  would  sell  it  him. 
O,  this  same  thought  did  but  forerun  my  need; 
And  this  same  needy  man  must  sell  it  me. 
As  I  remember,  this  should  be  the  house : 
Being  holiday,  the  beggar's  shop  is  shut. — 
What,  ho !  apothecary  1 
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E-ater  Apotliecarj. 

Af.  Wbo  calls  so  loud? 

Bam.  Come  hither,  man. — I  see  that  thou  art  poor; 
Hold,  there  is  fortj  ducats :  let  me  have 
A  dram  of  poison ;  such  soon-speeding  gear 
As  will  disperse  itaelf  through  all  the  Teina, 
That  the  life-weaty  taker  may  fall  dead  j 
And  that  the  trunk  may  be  discharg'd  of  breath 
As  violently  as  hasty  powder  fir'd 
Dotlt  hurry  &om  the  fatal  cannon's  womb. 

Ap.  Such  mortal  drugs  I  have ;  but  Mantua's  law 
Is  death  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Rom,  Art  thou  so  bare  and  full  of  wretchedness. 
And  fear'st  to  die  ?  famine  is  in  thy  cheeks. 
Need  and  oppression  starveth(^)  in  thine  eyes. 
Contempt  and  beggary  hange  upon  thy  back, 
The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world's  law : 
The  world  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich  ; 
Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this. 

Af.  My  poverty,  but  not  my  will,  consents. 

i£ofn.  I  payC)  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  will. 

Ap,  Put  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will, 
And  drink  it  off;  and,  if  you  had  the  strength 
Of  twen^  men,  it  would  dispatch  you  straight. 

jRom.  There  is  thy  gold ;  worse  poison  to  men's  souls. 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathsome  world. 
Than  these  poor  compounds  that  thou  mayst  not  sell : 
I  sell  thee  poison,  thou  hast  sold  me  none. 
Farewell :  buy  food,  and  get  thyself  in  flesh. — 
Come,  cordial,  and  not  poison,  go  with  me 
To  Juliet's  grave ;  for  there  must  I  use  thee.  [£xn(A(, 


ScEHE  II.    Friar  Laurence's  cell, 
£nter  Friar  John. 
FH.  J,  Holy  Franciscan  friar !  brother,  ho ! 
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Ento"  Friar  Laukenoe. 

Fri.  L.  This  same  should  be  the  voice  of  Friar  John.- 
Welcome  from  Mantua :  what  says  Romeo  ? 
Of,  if  his  mind  be  writ,  give  me  his  letter. 

Fri.  J.  Going  to  find  a  bare-foot  brother  out, 
One  of  our  order,  to  associate  me. 
Here  in  this  city  visiting  the  sick, 
And  finding  him,  the  searchers  of  the  town, 
Suspecting  that  we  both  were  in  a  house 
Where  the  infectious  pestilence  did  reign, 
Seal'd  up  the  doors,  and  would  not  let  us  forth ; 
So  that  my  speed  to  Mantua  there  was  stay'd. 

Fri.  Z.  Wbo  bare  my  letter,  then,  to  Romeo  t 

Fri.  /.  I  could  not  send  it, — here  it  is  again, — 
Nor  get  a  messenger  to  bring  it  thee. 
So  fearful  were  they  of  infection, 

Fri.  L.  Unhappy  fortune !  by  my  brotherhood. 
The  letter  was  not  nice,  but  full  of  charge 
Of  dear  import ;  and  the  neglecting  it 
May  do  much  danger.     Friar  John,  go  hence ; 
Get  me  an  iron  crow,  and  bring  it  straight 
Unto  my  cell. 

Fri,  J.  Brother,  I'll  go  and  bring  it  thee.  {Exit. 

Fri.  L.  Now  must  I  to  the  monument  alone ; 
Within  this  three  hours  will  fair  Juliet  wake : 
She  will  heshrew  me  much  that  Romeo 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  these  accidents ; 
But  I  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  cell  till  Romeo  come ; — 
Poor  living  corse,  clos'd  in  a  dead  man's  tomb !  \Exit. 


Scene  III.     A  churchyard ;  in  it  a  monument  belonging  to 
the  Capulets. 
Snter  Fabib,  and  Aw  P^e  bearing  Jloweri  and  a  torch 
Far.  Give  me  thy  torch,  boy :  hence,  and  stand  aloof; — 
Yet  put  it  out,  for  I  would  not  be  seen. 
Under  yond  yew-trees  (**)  lay  thee  all  along, 
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Holding  tliine  ear  close  to  the  hollow  ground ; 
So  shall  no  foot  upon  the  churchyard  tread 
(Being  loose,  uufinn,  with  digging  up  of  gravefl), 
But  thou  shalt  hear  it :  whistle  then  to  me, 
As  signal  that  thou  hear'st  something  approach. 
Give  me  those  fiowers.     Do  as  I  bid  thee,  go. 

Page.  I  am  almost  afraid  to  stand  alone 
Here  in  the  churchyard ;  yet  I  will  adventure. 

[Aside,  and  tfien  retirei. 

Par.  Sweet  flower,  with  flowers  thy  bridal  bed  I  strew : 
O  woe,  thy  canopy  is  dust  and  stones  1 

Which  with  sweet  water  nightly  I  will  dew ; 

Or,  wanting  that,  with  tears  diatill'd  by  moans: 

The  obsequies  that  I  for  thee  will  keep. 

Nightly  shall  be,  to  strew  thy  grave  and  weep. 

[  The  Page  whiatUi. 
The  boy  gives  warning  something  doth  approach. 
What  cursM  foot  wanders  this  way  to-night, 
To  cross  my  obsequies  and  true  love's  rite  ? 
What,  with  a  torch ! — muffle  me,  night,  awhile.         [BetireM, 

EtUtr  BoxBO  and  Balthasab,  viiih  a  torch,  maUoek,  ic. 
Rom.  Give  me  that  mattock  and  the  wrenching  iron. 
Hold,  take  this  letter ;  early  in  the  morning 
See  thou  deliver  il  to  my  lord  and  father. 
Give  me  the  light :  upon  thy  life,  I  chaise  thee, 
Whate'er  thou  beai'st  or  seest,  stand  all  aloof, 
And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  course. 
Why  I  descend  into  this  bed  of  death, 
Is  partly  to  behold  my  lady's  face ; 
But  chiefly  to  take  thence  from  her  dead  finger 
A  precious  ting, — a  ring  that  I  must  use 
In  dear  employment:  therefore  hence,  be  gone : — 
But  if  thou,  jealous,  dost  return  to  pry 
In  what  I  further  shall  intend  to  do. 
By  heaven,  I  will  tear  thee  joint  by  joint. 
And  strew  this  hungry  churchyard  with  thy  limbs : 
The  time  and  my  intents  are  savage-wild ; 
More  fierce  and  more  inexorable  far 
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Tlian  empty  tigers  or  the  roaring  sea. 

Bal.  I  will  be  gone,  sir,  and  not  trouble  jou.  , 

Rom.  So  shalt  thou  show  me  friendship. — Take  thou  that: 
Live,  and  be  prosperous :  and  farewell,  good  fellow. 

Sai.  For  all  this  same.  111  hide  me  hereabout : 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubt. 

[Aside,  and  then  retires. 

Rom.  Thou  detestable  maw,  thou  womb  of  death, 
Gorg'd  with  the  dearest  morsel  of  the  earth, 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open, 

[Breaking  open  the  door  of  the  monument. 
And,  in  despite,  I'll  cram  thee  with  more  food  1 

Par.  This  is  that  banish'd  haughty  Montague, 
That  murder'd  my  love's  cousin, — with  which  grief, 
It  is  supposed,  the  fair  creature  died, — 
And  here  is  come  to  do  some  yillanous  shame 
To  the  dead  bodies :  I  will  apprehend  him. —         [Advances. 
Stop  thy  unhallow'd  toil,  vile  Montague ! 
Can  vengeance  be  pursu'd  further  than  death  ? 
Condemned  villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee : 
Obey,  and  go  with  me ;  for  thou  must  die. 

Jtom.  I  must  indeed ;  and  therefore  came  I  hither. — 
Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  desperate  man ; 
Fly  hence,  and  leave  me : — think  upon  these  gone ; 
Let  them  sfiright  thee.— I  beseech  thee,  youth. 
Put  not  another  sin  upon  my  head. 
By  urging  me  to  fury : — O,  be  gone ! 
By  heaven,  I  love  thee  better  than  myself ; 
For  I  come  hither  arm'd  against  myself: 
Stay  not,  be  gone ; — live,  and  hereafter  say, 
A  madman's  mercy  bade  thee  run  away. 

Par.  I  do  defy  thy  conjurations, 
And  apprehend  thee  for  a  felon  here. 

Rom.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ?  then  have  at  thee,  boy ! 

[Theyjight. 

Page.  O  Lord,  they  fight!  I  will  go  call  the  watch. 

[Exit.— Paris  falls. 

Par.  O,  I  am  slain ! — If  thou  be  merciful. 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet.  [Dies. 
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Rom.  In  faith,  I  will. — Let  me  peruse  this  face ; — 
Mercutio's  kinsman,  noble  County  Paris  1 — 
What  said  my  man,  when  my  betossed  soul 
Did  not  attend  him  aa  we  rode  ?  I  think 
He  told  me  Paris  should  have  married  Juliet : 
Said  he  not  so  ?  or  did  I  dream  it  so  f 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  was  so  ? — O,  give  me  thy  hand, 
One  writ  with  me  in  sour  misfortune's  book  I 
I'll  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  graye ; — 
A  grave  ?  O,  no,  a  lantern,  slaughter'd  youth. 
For  here  lies  Juliet,  and  her  beauty  makes 
This  vault  a  feasting  presence  full  of  light. 
Death,  lie  thou  there,  by  a  dead  man  interr'd, 

[Laying  ParU  in  the  monutHent, 
How  oft  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death 
Have  they  been  meny !  which  their  keepers  call 
A  lightning  before  death :  O,  how  may  I 
Call  this  a  lightning  ? — O  my  love !  my  wife  I 
Death,  that  hath  suck'd  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty : 
Thou  art  not  conquer'd ;  beauty's  en^gn  yet 
Is  crimson  in  thy  lips  and  in  thy  cheeks, 
And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there. — 
Tybalt,  liest  thou  there  in  thy  bloody  sheet? 
O,  what  more  favour  can  1  do  to  thee. 
Than  with  that  hand  that  cut  thy  youth  in  twain 
To  sunder  hifi  that  was  thine  enemy  ? 
Foj^ve  me,  cousin ! — Ah,  dear  Juliet, 
Why  art  thou  yet  so  fair?  ahall  I  believe (") 
That  unsubstantial  death  is  amorous ; 
And  that  the  lean  abhorred  monster  keeps 
Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  paramour  f 
For  fear  of  that,  I  still  will  stay  with  thee ; 
And  never  from  this  palace  of  dim  night 
Depart  again :  (**)  here,  here  will  I  remain 
With  worms  that  are  thy  chamber-maids ;  O,  here 
Will  I  set  up  my  everlasting  rest; 
And  shake  the  yoke  of  inauspicious  stars 
VOL.  V.  w 
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From  this  world- wearied  flesh. — Eyes,  look  your  last ! 

Arms,  take  jour  last  embrace !  and,  lips,  O  you 

The  doors  of  breath,  seal  with  a  righteous  kiss 

A  dateless  hargain  to  engrossing  death  1 — 

Come,  hitter  conduct,  come,  unsavoury  guide ! 

Thou  desperate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 

The  dashing  rocks  tby(*^  sea-sick  weary  hark ! 

Here's  to  my  love !  [2>ri«At.] — O  true  apothecary  t 

Thy  drugs  are  quick. — Thus  with  a  kiss  I  die.  [Diet, 

Baler,  at  the  oUier  end  of  the  churchyard,  Friar  LAnBGHCS,  wUh  a 
lanUm,  crow,  and  spade. 

Fri.  L.  Saint  Francis  be  my  speed !  how  oft  to-night 
Have  my  old  feet  stumbled  at  graves ! — Who's  there  t 

Bal.  Here's  one,  a  friend,  and  one  that  knows  you  well. 

Fri.  L.  Bliss  be  upon  you !     Tell  me,  good  my  friend. 
What  torch  is  yond,  that  vainly  lends  his  light 
To  grubs  and  eyeless  skulls  7  as  I  discern, 
It  bumeth  in  the  Capels'  monument. 

Bal.  It  doth  so,  holy  sir;  and  there's  my  master. 
One  that  you  love. 

Fri.  L.  Who  is  it? 

Bal.  Romeo. 

Fri.  L.  How  long  hath  he  been  there  f 

Bal.  Full  half  an  hour. 

Fri.  L.  Go  with  me  to  the  vault. 

Bal.  I  dare  not,  sir : 

My  master  knows  not  but  I  am  gone  hence ; 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  deadi. 
If  I  did  stay  to  look  on  his  intents. 

Fri.  L.  Stay,  then ;  I'll  go  alone : — fear  cornea  upon  me ; 
O,  much  I  fear  some  ill  unlucky  thing. 

Bal.  As  I  did  sleep  under  this  yew-tree  (")  here, 
I  dreamt  my  master  and  another  fought, 
And  that  my  master  slew  him. 

Fri.  L.  Romeo! —  \Advancet. 

Alack,  alack,  what  blood  ia  this,  which  stains 
The  atony  entrance  of  this  sepulchre  I — 
What  mean  tliese  masterleas  and  gory  swords 
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To  lie  discolour'd  by  this  place  of  peace  ? 

[Enter!  the  monument. 
Romeo !  O,  pale ! — Wlio  else  ?  what,  Paris  too  ? 
And  steep 'd  in  blood  ? — Ah,  what  an  unkind  hour 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance  I — 
The  lady  stirs.  [Jtdi«t  wakei. 

Jul.  O  comfortable  friar !  where  is  my  lord  ? — 
I  do  remember  well  where  I  should  he. 
And  there  I  am : — ^where  is  my  Romeo  J  [Noue  mthin. 

Fri.  L,  I  hear  some  noise. — Lady,  come  from  that  nest 
Of  death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  sleep : 
A  greater  power  than  we  can  contradict 
Hath  thwarted  ova  intents : — come,  come  away  : 
Thy  husband  in  thy  bosom  there  lies  dead ; 
And  Paris  too : — come,  111  dispose  of  thee 
Among  a  sisterhood  of  holy  nuns : 
Stay  not  to  question,  for  the  watch  is  coming ; 
Come,  go,  good  Juliet  [Nmie  again], — I   dare  no   longer 
stay. 

Jul.  Go,  get  thee  hence,  for  I  will  not  away. — 

[Exit  Fri.  L. 
What's  here  ?  a  cup,  clos'd  in  my  true  love's  hand  t 
Poison,  I  see,  hath  been  his  timeless  end : — 
O  churl !  drink  all,  and  leave  C)  no  friendly  drop 
To  help  me  after  ?— I  will  kiss  thy  lips ; 
Haply  some  poison  yet  doth  hang  on  them. 
To  make  me  die  with  a  restorative.  [Kittei  km. 

Thy  lips  are  warm ! 

Firtt  Watch  [witkinl.  Lead,  boy : — which  way  ? 

Jul.  Yea,  noise  7 — then  I'll  be  brief. — O  happy  daj^r  I 
[Snatching  Someo'i  dagger. 
This  is  thy  sheath  [Slabt  herself] ;  there  Teat,C^  and  let  me 
die.  [FalU  on  Jtomeo'M  body,  and  diei. 

Enter  Watch,  toith  Iha  Page  o/ Paris. 
Page.  This  is  the  place;   there,  where  the  torch  doth 

bum. 
Unt  Watch.    The  ground  is  bloody;  search  about  the 
churchyard : 
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Oo,  some  of  you,  whoe'er  you  find  attach. 

[Exeunt  some  of  the  Watch. 
Pitiful  sight !  here  lies  the  county  slain ; — 
And  Juliet  bleeding ;  warm,  and  newly  dead. 
Who  here  hath  lain  these  two  days  buried. — 
Go,  tell  the  prince, — run  to  the  Capulets, — 
Raise  up  the  Montagues, — some  others  search : — 

[Exeunt  others  of  the  Watch. 
We  see  the  ground  whereon  these  woes  do  lie ; 
But  the  true  ground  of  all  these  piteous  woes 
We  cannot  without  circumstance  descry. 

Xe-enier  tome  of  the  Watch,  with  Balthasar. 
Sec.  Watch.  Here's  Romeo's  man  j  we  found  him  iu  the 

churchyard. 
Mnt  Watch.    Hold  him  in  safe^,  till  the  prince  come 

hither. 

Re-enter  otken  of  the  Watcb,  with  Friar  Laurencb. 
Third  Watch.  Here  is  a  friar,  that  trembles,  sighs,  and 
weeps : 
We  took  this  mattock  and  this  spade  from  him, 
As  he  was  coming  from  this  churchyard  side. 

Mrtt  Watch,  A  great  suspicion :  stay  the  friar  too. 

JEftler  tiie  Prince  and  Attendants. 

Prince.  What  misadventure  is  so  early  up, 

That  calls  our  person  from  our  morning's  rest  ? 

SrOer  Gapulet,  Lady  Cafulet,  and  others. 

Cap.  What  should  it  be,  that  they  so  shriek  abroad  ? 

La.  Cap.  The  people  in  the  street  cry  Romeo, 
Some  Juliet,  and  some  Paris  ;  and  all  run. 
With  open  outcry,  toward  our  monument. 

Prince.  What  fear  is  this  which  startles  in  oor(")  ears? 

First  Watch.  Sovereign,  here  lies  the  County  Paris  slain; 
And  Romeo  dead ;  and  Juliet,  dead  before. 
Warm  and  new  kill'd. 

Prince.  Search,  seek,  and  know  how  this  foul  murder 
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Fint  Watch.   Here  is  a  friar,  and  slaughter'd  Romeo's 
man; 
With  inatnunenta  upon  them,  fit  to  open 
These  dead  men's  tombs. 

Cap.   O  heaven! — O  wife,  look   how  out  daughter 
bleeds! 
This  dagger  haUi  miats'en, — for,  lo,  his  house 
Is  empty  on  the  back  of  Montague, — 
And  is  mis-sheathed  in  my  daughter's  bosom ! 

La,  Cap.  O  me!  this  sight  of  death  is  as  a  bell, 
That  warns  my  old  age  to  a  sepulchre. 

Enier  Uom'AonE  and  olh^t. 

Prince,  Come,  Montague  j  for  thou  art  early  up. 
To  see  thy  son  and  heir  more  early  down. 

Man,  Alas,  my  liege,  my  wife  is  dead  to-night; 
Grief  of  my  son's  exile  hath  stopp'd  her  breath : 
What  further  woe  conspires  against  my  age  I 

Prince.  Look,  and  thou  shalt  see. 

Mon,  O  thou  untaught !  what  manners  is  in  this. 
To  press  before  thy  father  to  a  grave  t 

Prince.  Seal  up  the  mouth  of  outrageC^  for  a  while. 
Till  we  can  clear  these  ambiguities, 
And  know  their  spring,  their  head,  their  true  descent; 
And  then  will  I  be  general  of  your  woes. 
And  lead  you  even  to  death :  meantime  forbear, 
And  let  mischance  be  slave  to  patience. — 
Bring  forth  the  parties  of  suspicion. 

Fri.  X.  I  am  the  greatest,  able  to  do  least, 
Yet  most  suspected,  as  the  time  and  place 
Doth  make  against  me,  of  this  direful  murder ; 
And  here  I  stand,  both  to  impeach  and  purge 
Myself  condemned  and  myself  ezcus'd. 

Prince,   Then  say  at  once  what  thou  dost  know  in 
this. 

Fri,  L.  I  will  be  brief,  for  my  short  date  of  breath 
Is  not  so  long  as  is  a  tedious  tale. 
Borneo,  there  dead,  was  husband  to  that  Juliet ; 
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And  she,  there  dead,  that  Romeo's  faithful  wife : 

I  married  them ;  and  their  stol'n  marriage-day 

Was  Tybalt's  dooms-day,  whose  untimely  death 

Banish'd  the  new-made  bridegroom  from  this  city ; 

For  whom,  and  not  for  Tybalt,  Juliet  pin'd. 

You,  to  remove  that  siege  of  grief  from  her, 

Betroth'd,  and  would  have  married  her  perforce, 

To  County  Paris : — then  comes  she  to  me ; 

And,  with  wild  looks,  bid  me  devise  some  means 

To  rid  her  from  this  second  marriage, 

Or  in  my  cell  there  would  she  kill  herself. 

Then  gave  I  her,  so  tutor'd  by  my  art, 

A  sleeping  potion ;  which  so  took  eSect 

As  I  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 

The  form  of  death :  meantime  I  writ  to  Romeo, 

That  he  should  hither  come  as  this  dire  night, 

To  help  to  take  ber  from  her  borrow'd  grave, 

Being  the  time  the  potion's  force  should  cease. 

But  he  which  bore  my  letter,  Friar  John,  . 

Was  stay'd  by  accident ;  and  yesternight 

Retum'd  my  letter  back.     Then  all  alone 

At  the  prefixed  hour  of  her  waking. 

Came  I  to  take  her  from  her  kindred's  vault; 

Meaning  to  keep  her  closely  at  my  cell, 

Till  I  conveniently  could  send  to  Romeo : 

But  when  I  came  (some  minute  ere  the  time 

Of  her  awaking),  here  untimely  lay 

The  noble  Paris  and  true  Romeo  dead. 

She  wakes ;  and  I  entreated  her  come  forth. 

And  bear  this  work  of  heaven  with  patience : 

But  then  a  noise  did  scare  me  from  the  tomb ; 

And  she,  too  desperate,  would  not  go  with  me. 

But  (as  it  seems)  did  violence  on  herself. 

All  this  I  know ;  and  to  the  marriage 

Her  nurse  is  privy :  and,  if  aught  in  this 

Miscarried  by  my  lault,  let  my  old  life 

Be  sacrific'd,  some  hour  before  his  time, 

Unto  the  rigour  of  severest  law. 
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Prince.  We  still  have  known  thoe  for  a  holy  man. — 
Where's  Romeo's  man  ?  what  can  he  Baj*  in  this  7 

Sal.  I  brought  my  master  news  of  Juliet's  death ; 
And  then  in  post  he  came  from  Mantua 
To  this  same  place,  to  this  same  monument. 
This  letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  father ; 
And  tbreaten'd  me  with  death,  going  in  the  vault. 
If  I  departed  not,  and  left  him  there. 

Prince.  Give  me  the  letter, — I  will  look  on  it, — 
Where  b  the  county's  page,  that  rais'd  the  watch  ? — 
Sirrah,  what  made  your  master  in  this  place  7 

Page.  He  came  with  Sowers  to  strew  his  lady's  grave ; 
And  bid  me  stand  aloof,  and  so  I  did ; 
Anon  comes  one  with  light 'to  ope  the  tomb ; 
And  by  and  by  my  master  drew  on  him ; 
And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  watch. 

Prince.  This  letter  doth  make  good  the  friar's  wordi. 
Their  course  of  love,  the  tidings  of  her  death : 
And  here  he  writes  that  he  did  buy  a  poison 
Of  a  poor  pothecary,  and  therewithal 
Came  to  this  vault  to  die,  and  lie  with  Juliet. — ■ 
Where  be  these  enemies  ? — Capulet, — Montague, — 
See,  what  a  scourge  is  laid  upon  your  hate, 
That  heaven  finds  means  to  kill  your  joys  with  love ! 
And  I,  for  winking  at  your  discords  too. 
Have  lost  a  brace  of  kinsmen ; — all  are  punish'd. 

Cap.  O  brother  Montague,  give  me  thy  band : 
This  is  my  daughter's  jointure,  for  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 

Mon.  But  I  can  give  thee  more : 

For  I  will  raise  her  statue  in  pure  gold ; 
That  while  Verona  by  that  name  is  known, 
There  shall  no  figure  at  such  rate  be  set 
As  that  of  true  and  faithful  Juliet. 

Cap.  As  rich  shall  Romeo  by  his  lady  lie ; 
Poor  sacrifices  of  our  enmity ! 
Prince.  A  glooming  peace  this  morning  with  it  brings ; 

The  sun,  for  sorrow,  will  not  show  his  bead : 
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Go  bence,  to  have  more  talk  of  tliese  sad  thii^ ; 
Some  shall  be  pardon'd,  and  some  puaish^d : 
For  never  was  a  story  of  more  woe 
Than  this  of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo. 

[Exeunt. 
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p.  101.  (')    "Ert  ke  COS  tpread  Ai'i  imel  Icokw  to  Uu  air. 
Or  dedicatt  hU  beatitjf  to  tAe  ran." 

Theotnld's  emmdsCion.— The  old  eds.  luTe  " to  tk*  uune."— "  Theobmld," 

otMerrcK  Jfr.  Knight,  "  gKte  ns  nn ;  md  we  ooold  ■oftroelj  wiih  to  reitor* 
the  old  leading,  ercn  if  the  probabilit;  of  »  tjpognphieal  error,  tow  for 
juw,  -wvn  not  ki  obTiotu."  See  alio  mj  Jloaorb  ea  tf  r.  Coliitr'i  aud  Mr. 
Knighfi  tilt,  qf  SlmJtetptart,  p.  1 67. 

P.  101,  (*>  "Enter  Rokbo," 

The  old  ed«.  nark  his  entnuioe  some  linee  earlier,  jolt  m  previoiuly  in  the 
preaeot  tcene,  p.  98,  the;  make  Abraham  and  BalCba«ar,  and  alio  BenTolio, 
enter  too  loon, — and  oolj  became  thej  followed  the  prompter'*  book,  which 
kad  the  entraaeea  to  set  down,  to  show  that  the  perfonnert  wen  to  be  in 
readinfBB  (o  i^pear  on  the  itage.  Again,  in  act  IL  lo.  8,  p.  195,  aocording  to 
the  old  edi.,  Borneo  enlen  while  the  Friar  hai  jet  lereral  lines  of  his  solilo- 
qnj  to  nttn'.  To  thii  the  modem  editon  hare  not  attended  (>ee  my  SemarJu 
en  Mr.  CoXar't  mtd  Mr.  Xnightt  tiU.  of  ShaMtaptart,  p.  147). 

P.  103.  (»)  "vJl-uemiig/onKtr 

So  the  leoond  folio. — The  Gnt  qnarto  hai  "  best  teeming  thinget." — The  later 
qnartoa  and  the  fint  folio  have  "wabeeinK  formes." 


qnartoa  and  the  fint  folio  have  "wabeeing  ft 


Hei«  I  hare  not  disturbed  the  nsnal  modem  lection. — Hie  first  qnarto  has, 

"  Oainit  Cupids  ckildM  boK  the  {hwf  vnharm.'d." 
The  other  eds.  have, 

"  From  iama  tettUu  ehUdiA  hoiB  (le  Kim*  mcharmd." 
(which  a  writer  in  Biaekuooiri  Magazino  for  OcL  1SS3,  p.  4J4,  thinks  ma]r 
mean  "  iKmuloiitetf  from  the  power  of  love,"  &c.:— I  cannot  agree  with  him). 
—Mr.  Gnmt  White  [Shaiaptta-e'e  Scliolar,  &c  p.  870)  saye,  that  the  emen- 

dation  of  Mr.  Collier's  Mb.  Corrector,  " the  livet  encharm'd," — "  will 

hereafter  take  a  place  in  the  text  without  a  qnestion:"  which,  I  apprehend, 
he  woold  not  have  said,  if  ha  had  recollected  that "  miami'f  i*  (be  reading 
of  the  fint  quarto,  and  not, — aa  he,  Hr.  Collier,  and  some  other*  state, — the 
conjectural  alteration  of  Rowe. 


P.  103.  (')    "  not,  vAm  lit  diet,  teiA  battOi/  diet  her  ttan." 

Theobald  printed" vilh  her  diea  beaoty'a  ttare^'  but  sea  ootet od  JLiD 

the  Varior,  Shaktipeare. 
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P.  104.  (•> 

"Fkt.  Yottnger  (but  the  an  happy  mo&ert  made. 
Cap.  And  too  toon  marr'd  art  that  to  tarlg  made." 

The  first  qnuto  aloae  baa  " to  tartg  maried  ■"  which  \»  also  the  reading; 

of  Ur.  Collief's  Ha.  Correclor,  aad  which,  Mr.  Singer  aaya,  "  ii  niidoubtedlf 
the  true  one ;  as  we  bare  it  in  Fntlenham, '  The  maid  that  soon  marritd  is 
aoon  Murrtd  ia.' "  {SkiUtttpeare  Vimdi£aled,tt^f,i3\.)  Bnl,  a*  Swerena  mf /. 
obiervei,  "  the  jingle  between  marr'd  and  madt  la  likewise  frequent  among  the 
old  writers.     So  Sidnej, 

'  Oh,  he  is  man'd,  that  ia  for  others  maJt  f 
Spenaer  introduces  it  veiy  often  in  his  di^rent  poema:" — he  mig^t  faave 
•dded,  that  Shakespeare  has  it  aeTeral  times;  so  in  the  present  play,  p.  130, 
"that  God  hath  wtade  himself  to  mar^'  and  in  JUaebttk,  act  ii,  sc.  3,  "it  maht 
him,  and  itMori  him."  Aad,  as  Paris  has  used  the  word  "made"  it  appears 
to  me  most  natural  that  Ci^nlet  la  his  rejoinder  shonld  use  "  made"  also. 


P.  104.  0    "Eartk  hath  rmalbie'd  <M  m)  hepet  bid  the,"  &c 
Tbia  line,  I  conoeiTe,  is  not  to  be  mended  by  printing  "awaUowid." — The 
•econd  folio  has  "  EarA  np  hath  ncaSomd,"  &o. — The  usual  modem  reading 
is  "  The  <iirf4  hath  ttnoBov'd,"  ttc. 


P.  101.  (^    "  Sach,  atiuaifftt  eieie  ofwumj/,  mat*  beiag  one, 

May  ttand  m  manber,  though  in  reeiixiiig  none." 
So  the  first  quarto.— The  later  eda.  hare  (not  more  intelligibly),  "Which  one 
[on]  more  oekn  iff  manf"  &C. — See  the  n«tes  ad  L  ia  Om  Varior.  Shaie- 


P.  106.  (•)  "Serr.   To  nqtptrt  to  our  IbuM." 

"  The  words  '  to  ttyper'  are  in  the  old  copiea  annexed  to  the  preceding  speech. 
They  midonbtedly  beloi^  to  the  Semnl,  to  whom  Ihey  were  transferred  by 
Mr.  nieobald  [bj  Warborton  igmd  Theobald]."    Hu«hk. 


P.  lOB.  (">  "  Your  ladf't  leoe,"  &c 

Theobald  printed  "  Your  lady-lore,"  &c    But  the  old  text  i*  rigbt  enough. 

P.  lis.  C") 

"  O'er  courtier^  hutt,  that  drtamon  avrt'iiet  itraight; 

<ytr  lai^ert' fiigen 

O'er  ladiet'  1^,"  &c. 
Eren  if  the  flnt  quarta  had  not  had  "O're  courtiert  kmeet!  who  strait  so 
eurtiei  dreame,"  &0.,  the  context  onght  to  hare  shown  Malcne  and  those 
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other  edtton  wha  print  "On  eourUtri'  iUmc,"  &o^  tlut  "On"  it  gromlj 
■wrong.  (With  respect  to  the  rather  awkward  repetEtion,  "  «  comrtitr'i  ooee," 
which  ooonrs  soon  after, — uul  which,  aocording  to  StMreiu,  wu  owing  to  tbe 
•Iterationa  nude  in  this  speech  from  time  to  time  bj  the  author, — the  rarioue 
MttemplB  to  do  awaj  with  it  hftve  proved  ai  unhappy  as  ibaj  are  useless.) 


P.  113.  ("»)  "First  SerT.,"  gtc 

I  am  not  sore  that  the  dialogne  here  is  ri^tlj  distributed ;  perhaps  there 
i^onld  be  a  third  spealceri— but  it  is  of  no  great  coDs«qu«iio«. 


P.  114.(>^    '•Il,»tmt*ltthaiigii^<mlktclmi<tfn^ta,''ie. 
Tltit  i«  generally  qnotad  with  tbe  reading,  "Her  beantj  hangt,"  &a.,— a  read- 
ing which  is  iiHuid  in  none  of  the  old  ed«.  prior  to  the  second  folio,  and  ther«- 
fore, — tiowerer  it  maj  be  regbrdea  as  an  improrement, — has  not  the  shadow 
of  a  claim  to  be  reoeiTed  into  the  text. 


P.  US.  (">  -(*«  jea&jSiie,"  &o. 

Warbnrton's  oonection.— The  old  ed*.  hare  « Iht  gaitlt  slnne"  (and  "un">, 


P.  1 18.  0*)  "  Mer.  Nay,  Ftt  amjure  toe." 

Ur.  Collier  ad  I  it  mistaken  in  aajing  that  all  the  old  copies  giro  tl 
Tolio :  the  Gnt  qoarto  has  " Jlfsr..-  Cidl,  luy  lU couiot  loo" 


P.  118.  00  "  l'»»W  "«»w«  a^rid,"  fto. 

Hie  oM  edi.  hare  "  Young  Abraham  Ct^id,"  ftc.^That  here  the  "Abraham" 
of  the  early  copies  is  merely  a  corrupted  form  of  "  auburn,"  I  now  feel  more 
confident  than  when  I  made  the  fbllowicg  remarks  on  (his  pacaage: — 

"Upton  altered  'Abraham'  to  'Adam,'  understanding  the  allusion  to  be  to 
the  celebrated  archer  Adam  Bell)  and,  lince  TJptoa's  lime,  the  alteratian  haa 
been  adopted  by  all  editors,  except  Capell  and  Hr.  Knight; — the  furater  luu- 
arding  the  strange  conjecture,  that,  'ai  Cophetua  was  a  Jeio  king  of  Africa, 
Bhakespeare  might  make  the  Cupid  that  sbuck  him  a  Jew  Cupid,'  JVblu,  &c. 
ToLii.  P.  It.  7i  the  tatter  telling  us  that  'the  'Abraham'  Copid  i«  the  cheat— 
the  'Abraham  man' — of  our  old  statutes.' 

That  Shakespeare  had  aa  eye  to  the  ballad  of  Xing  Cophttua  and  tht 
Brggar  Maid  it  certain; 

'Hie  blinded  boy  lAut  iAoo(<(  so  (rrai, 

From  heaven  down  did  hie. 

He  drew  a  dart,  and  shot  at  him 

In  place  where  he  did  lye.' 
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But  this  Btanu  contains  nothing  to  conDlenkDce,  In  the  sli^lMt  degree,  the 
reading  '  Adam  Cupid.' 

In  SalimaH  and  Ptrnda,  IS99,  we  find, 

'  Where  is  the  eldest  sonne  of  Pryam, 
ThM  airaAoiB-coIoured  Troion  ?  dead.' 

Sig.  H  3. 
in  MiddletOD's  Bbirt,  Matltr  ContlabU,  1609, 

'  A  goodlie,  long,  thlcke,  ilimm-colDQr'd  beard.' 
Sig.  D. 
Mid  In  our  author'*  Corioltaiiu,  set  ii.  sc.'  3,  according  to  the  first  thT«e  tblioe, 
'  not  that  OUT  heads  are  some  browae,  some  blacks,  som  Abram-'  there  being 
no  reason  to  doubt  that  in  these  passages  'ahraham'  (or  'AbratiCj  is  a  corrup- 
tion of  oAnm,'  i.e.  'aiJnini.'    Is,  then,  the  right  reading  in  the  present  line, — 

'Young  abratu  [lauAuni]  Cupid,'  &c., — 
Shalcespeare  having  used  '  oiram'  for  '  aabam-Aair'd^'  ae  the  author  of  Sotiman 
and  Perteda  has  nsed  '  oimAan-colonr'd  Troion'  for  "Trojan  with  aublim- 
coloured  hair  f  Ever;  body  ^miliar  with  the  Italian  poets  knows  that  the; 
term  Cupid,  as  weU  as  ApoUo,  'U  biondo  Dio;'  and  W.  Thomas,  in  his  Prin- 
eipaL  ItuUi  of  the  Italian  Grammr,  &c.,  giTOS ;  >  Bioitdo,  the  abemt  [i.  e. 
avturn]  colour,  that  is  betwene  while  and  jelow.'  Sig.  E3,  ed.  1967.  In  our 
author's  Tao  Gaidemai  oj  Verona,  act  iv.  sc.  2,  'auburn'  means  yellowish, — 
'  Her  hair  is  auAurn,  mine  is  perfect  jellow,'  " 

A  Fete  /fota  on  Shakttptart,  &c.  p.  109. 


P.  ISO.  (")  "Ae  lazy-pacing  cbmdt,"  &c. 

So  the  first  quarto, — which  I  mention  only  because  two  critic*  have  recently 
■poken  of  this  as  a  modem  reading,  and  prefer  "  lAt  kzy-p»«sing  dmtdi,''  &c., 
substituted  by  Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  tot"Ae  lazie  puffing  clouda"  lie., 
of  the  later  quartos  and  of  the  folio. 


F.  128.  (")  "  To  ctatt  thg  tuit,"  &c. 

Bo  the  undated  quarto,  and  rightly.^Botb  Mr.  Knight  and  Mr.  Collier  give 
the  lection  of  the  other  old  eds.,  "  To  ctate  thg  strife,"  &c,-~Mr.  Knight  with- 
out any  note,  and  Mr.  Collier  with  a  note  which  may  mislead  the  reader  to 
■appose  that  "nitf"  is  a  modem  coi^ectural  emendation. 


e  more  hoarsa  tiian  vtmt,"  &c. 
Mr.  Collier  prints  "  Attd  nakt  htr  airy  voice  norc  hoartt  tAda  mine."  &c.;  and 
remarks,  "So  the  quarto  iee7,  more  fitly  than  the  later  copies,  which  substi- 
tute tongut  for  'voice.'    All  modem  editors  read  tongm,  not  observing  Uie 
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Tsriation  in  the  editionB."  Bat  ^is  word  "  Toioa"  oooura  Jmt  abore  i  and, 
though  the  exprMsion,  "her  airg  tongat  mora  hoaru,"  &c.,  U,  strictly  speak- 
ing, incorrect,  it  surely  may  tie  allowed  in  poetry.  To  "airy  tongat,"  at  least, 
UiltoD  saw  DO  objeoUoo;  fbr  he  recollected  the  present  passage  when  he 

"And  airy  Umgaa  that  lyUable  men's  names,"  Sus. 

OrnuM,  y.  208. 

P.  118.  (*)  -if!/ dear?" 

So  the  midated  quarto  ("Jtfjr  Deer^'}. — The  first  qoarto  has  "Madame."— 
The  other  two  quartos  "  My  neeoe"  ("  neece"  being  eridently  a  blunder  fbr 
"detrt,"  and  by  progressive  corraption, — "Setre,"  "Heere,"  "Neece"). — The 
folio  abo  hat  "My  Neece," — The  editor  of  the  leeoad  folio  «nb«tltuted  "My 


P.  I3S.  C) 

"Sutwhtrt  iMbmaid  yonA  wiA  mutaff'd  braiji,"  $ca. 
Hr.  CoIIier'a  Ua.  Corrector  changes  "vibruiiid"  to  "oobnsied." 

P.  lar.  p^  "eomplimeHli." 

See  note  (*)  on  Lovt't  Labonr't  bit,  toL  iL  161. 

F.  130.  (*■)  "Sit  win  iKdilt  kim,"  &a. 

We  are  to  toppoee  that  Benvolio  uses  the  word  "imdit^  in  ridicnk  of  the 
Nurse's  "e«i^idai£t."—'iix.  Collier's  Mi.  Corrector  (see  Mr.  Collier's  one- 
Tolume  Sliait^tart)  tnbetitntes  "invite:" — which  is  also  the  reading  of  the 
first  qnartoi  bat  there,  in  the  preceding  speech,  instead  of  "eo^idatct^  we 
find  "conference." 

P.  laa.  (»<)  " I tearrant"  Sk. 

Ttw"/"  wai  inserted  by  the  editor  of  the  second  folio. 

P.  182,  («)  "Ruforthtdog:  w;  I  hunn,"  So. 

Tba  oldeds.  hare  "it.  it  for  the  iu>,I  huno,"  &c.— Igive  TyrwhltC's  emenda- 
tion (which  is  f^  mora  prolMblB  thao  Warburton's  reading,  "B./or  theef 
■o,"&corUr.  Collier's,  "A  it /or  thee?  no,"  Sm,  or  what  Ritson  calls  the 
"  proper  n^nlatiou" — "  R.  it  for  tht, — no ;  /  jdwip,"  to.) 


P.183.(»)    "  Bat  adJbUu,»amy  feign  as  they  were  dtad,"ttc 
nere  is,  I  make  little  doubt,  some  cormptton  in  the  words  "  many  feign,"  (old 
»i».''maiiyfaxnt^:  it  has  been  proposed  to  alter  "mtuqr" to" marry i"  aad 
Ur,  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  ra-writes  the  passage. 
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p.  184  (*0  "ttraightataiisiieic:" 

Hanmer  and  Mr.  CoQiet's  Me.  Corrector  snbstitQte  "Btrai§^twaj  al  taj 
aewai"  and  the  late  Syiney  Walker  (u  Mr.  W.  N.  LetCaom  infomu  me) 
would  read  "tlraighl  at  mj  aext  nnsj." — May  not  the  old  text  stand  7 


That  idla,"  &c 
The  old  eds.  hare, 

"  At  gatttjaoat*, 

TkaiydUt,"  &c 
The  more  recent  editors  print  "gossamers"  and  "idle:"  but  in  King  Ltar, 
act  i»,  sc.  6,  wa  hare  "go**<a»er"  (old  eds.  "  jomnoM,"  "  Gwraiore"), — Since 
writing  what  precedes,  I  find  that  here  the  fonrth  folio  has  "  Gottamoarr 

P.  IM.  (")      "laamBttmK^kaifmymatqfKtalA." 
The  old  eds.  have  "/cannot  mm  vp  som  [and  ''some"3  of  half*  jay  wtaitk." 

P.  187.  (")  "AndraatoK,"  Ita. 

Capell's  correction. — The  old  eds.  hare  "  Or  Ttato^'  he  (a  mistake  occa- 
sioned hy  the  "  Or"  which  commences  the  next  line). 

P.  138,  {")  "A  plague  o' both  your  houtar' 

The  old  eda.  have  "A  poxe  on  goitr  hmaai"  "A  plague  a  boA  houttt;"  and 
"A  jJagiU  a  boA  the  haunt," — "  tie"  being-  eridendy  an  eiror;  for,  presently 
after,  Heicutio  twice  exclaims  "  A  plague  o'  hoA  y»ur  hmuti  /" 

P.  ua  (^ 

"  T^bait,  wy  coutin  I  O  ny  broAer'a  cAildl^ 
O  prince  I— O  hutbaitdl—O,  At  blood  u  tptltd 
Q/'mjr  dear  kintntan  /"  &c. 
The  first  quarto  has, 

"  Tiball,  Tybalt,  O  my  broAeri  chUd, 
Vnhappie  night  ?     Ah  the  blood  u  epiU 
Of  my  deare  hitumaii,"  &c. 
The  later  eds.  hare, 

"  Tiball  m/  cozin,  O  ag  broAert  chUd, 
O  prince,  O  coiin,  hutband,  O  Ae  bkiud  it  tpiid 
O/my  deare  Aintman,"  &t, — 
where  the  second  line  is,  no  doabt,  corrupted:  "conn"  would  seem  tobaTe 
'   crept  into  it,  in  oontequeooe  of  the  tnnacTiber'*  or  printer's  eye  banngcanght 
that  word  just  aboTe. 
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"Sprtad  iluf  ehtt  citrlain,  hve-ptrfoming  night, 
Tiat  mda  dag'i  cgu  nMjr  leinh,  and  Romta 
Ltap  b  Ihett  onu,  mbitt'tJ  iifand  tauten  f 
The  old  edi.  haTe  "  T%at  mnnawayea  eyu,"  &e-t  *«d  "  T'Aol  nm-twajes  (jrei." 
&C. — Theobkld  printed,  at  Wirburton'i  suggestion,  "  That  th'  Bun-away'« 
<j»u,*'  &c, — "  the  Bun-away"  being,  as  Warburton  tlionght,  the  sua. — Accord- 
ing to  StacTeni,  here  "  runaway"  mevu  nigbt  j  according  Co  Douce,  JuUst; 
•nd  the  late  Rev.  N.  J.  Balpin  wrote  a  whole  tatty  (Shaiaptare  Soc.  Papers, 
U.  14)  to  prove  that  it  memaa  Cupid  I — Heath  (in  hU  ReoUal)  and  Mr.  Grant 
While  (in  ShaiapeaTt't  Scholar,  &o.  p.  S74)  would  read  "  That  Ramour'B 
tifet,"  &C.,  the  Utter  remarking  that  " '  BiimoT'  via  spelt  nimoure,  in  Shake- 
speare's day,  and  the  poaaesuve  caae  nauna-a,  of  course :"  but  the  firat  folio 
U  directly  opposed  to  euch  a  conclusion  i  in  it  the  eubebmtive  "nuDOur,"  ichidi 

plural,  either  "rumonra"  or  "rumoraj*'  nor  can  I  see  any  probability  that 
•*  rnmonT's,"  in  wbaltoeTer  maimer  spelt,  should  bare  been  mistaken  for 
■■  rannairayts.''  Besides,  though  writers  frequently  make  mention  of  Ba- 
nonr'a  tatgaaM  at  longm  (bo  onr  antbor  in  the  Induction  to  Th«  Stc.  Part  of 

"  From  Aununfr'i  tongueM 

They  brii^  smooUi  comfbrts,"  &c. 
and  in  King  Jelat,  act  W.  sc.  3, 

"but  tbis  fe>m  nosovr't  tongue 

I  idly  heard,"  &c.), 
they  ncTsr,  I  believe,  allude  to  Bomour's  ^tet,  except  when  dug  art  daerihing 
tkatpOKmage  in  detail. — Mason's  emendation  is  "  That  Benomy's  ej/et,"  &C.I 
Jackson's,  "  7^1  unawares  <9ei,"  ice;  the  Ber.  J.  Mitford's  (Crm(.  ifojaziM 
for  June  1 849,  p.  580), "  That  Luna's  ^et,"  &«^ — "  when  the  L  of  Luna  wa* 
changed  into  B,  and  made  'Sana,'  tima  the  sense  was  entirely  lost,  and,  to 
give  at  least  some  meaning  to  the  word,  it  was  made  tolo  'AuRa-way';"  the 
late  Sydney  Walker's  (as  Mr.  W.  If.  Lettsom  informs  me),  "  That  Cynthia's 
tftt,"  &C.!  and  Mr.  Collier's  Hs.  Corrector's,  "  That  enemies'  <ye»,"  &c 

In  my  Remarht  an  Mr,  CoOier'i  and  Mr.  Knighl'e  ede,  qf  Shaie^eare,  &C., 
1844,  p.  172,  I  offered  two  restorations,—"  Thai  rude  day'a  eye*,"  Stc,  and 
"nm  soon  day's  gw(,"&c.i  and  in  my  Fnc  iV^utei,  &c.,  1853,  p.  113, 1  started 
a  third  one, — "  Thai  roving  eyee,"  &c.  The  first  of  these  I  bare  now  inserted 
in  the  text;  and  I  have  given  it  the  preference  to  all  the  other  readings  yet 
proposed,  not  from  any  overweening  fondness  for  my  own  conjectnre,  but  be- 
cause it  indisputably  comes  the  nearest  to  the  ductte  Hurarttn  of  the  old  cor- 
mption.  I  most  not  omit  to  add,  that  it  also  occurred  to  a  gentleman,  who, 
not  aware  that  it  was  already  in  print,  commonicated  it  to  Note*  and  Queriet 
for  Sept.  1S53,  p  SIS.— Mr.  Mitford,  indeed,  objects  to  it  (iiAi  lapra)  that 
"'Day's  eyes  would  wink'  whether  the  night  whe  eloudi/  or  clear;  so  the  force 
«f  'cloudy'  would  be  lost  by  this  reading,"- an  objection  which  carries  no 
Wright,  fi>r  the  present  address  to  ITight  is  certainly  to  be  considered  as  dis- 
tinct from  the  lines  which  precede  it. — Again,  Mr.  Gnmt  White  (vM  sigm). 
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p.  378)  u  of  opinion  th&t  "  all  the  luggestioiis,  except  Riaior't,  Ml  to  meet 
the  denuDds  of  the  oontext,  'unfoU'if  of  And  unseen.'"  Bat  I  do  not  allow 
that  lach  is  the  case  with  "nuU  da^i  eyai"  for  poeti?  represent*  Daj  as  an 
officious  inlelJigencert  and  when  once  ber  eje«  were  closed,  Romeo  would 
come  to  Juliet,  "  anlalk'd  iff,"  as  well  as  unseen,  bj  tbe  citisens  of  Terona. 

The  passage*  in  our  earlj  poets  about  Night  spreading  her  curt^ns,  and 
Day  olosing  her  aye»,  are  numerous :  so  in  Drayton, 

"  The  sullen  Xigkt  hath  her  black  Cartatna  tpred, 
Lowring  the  Dag  hath  tarried  rp  >o  long. 
Whotefatre  tgtt  doling  softly  steales  to  bed,"  &0. 

Bamu  Warru,  b.  iii.  st.  17,  ed.  8to. 
(This  stania,— which  goes  far  to  support  the  reading,  "  mie  diai'i  egtt^—\t 
very  different  in  the  fblio  ed.):  and  I  need  hardly  cite  the  well-known  lines 
in  our  aothor'a  Macbeth, — 

"  Come,  seeiing  night. 
Scarf  up  the  tender  ege  (/pitiful  i^jr,"  &c 

Act  iii.  BC  a. 

Kor  ought  any  one  to  nrge  against  the  reading,  ■'  That  nde  daj^t  a/a  amy 

vuU,  atid  Bopuo,"  &C., — that  it  makes  "  Borneo"  a  trisyllable,  while  afterwards 

in  this  speech  that  name  ocean  m  a  dissyllable;  for  elsewhere  we  find  "  Ro- 

■Mo"  used  boA  a*  a  iUteyBahU  and  a  trityUaiU  »  At  Mna  tpeech.    So,  p.  140, 

"Btn.  Tybalt,  bere  slain,  whom  Bomte't  [diasylL]  hand  did 

Bm»eo  [dissyll.]  that  spoke  him  fUr,  bade  him  bethink 

Betorts  it:  Romeo  [trisyll.]  he  cries  aloud. 

Bat  by  and  by  conies  back  to  Romeo  [trisyll.], 

And,  aa  he  fell,  did  Romeo  [dissylL]  turn  and  fly,"  &o. 
Again,  p.  145, 

"Nttr.  Hie  to  yonr  chamber;  Fll  And  Romeo  [trisylL] 
To  comfort  you: — I  wot  well  where  be  it. 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  [dissyU.]  will  be  here  at  night,"  &o. 
Aod  p.  IS5, 

"Jaf. 

Because  he  married  me  before  to  Romto  [dissylL]  f 

I  wake  before  the  time  that  Romeo  [trisylL] 

And  there  die  stranj^  ere  my  Romeo  [dissyll.]  comes  ?"  &o. 


P.  14S.(«)  "srwiiioW,"ftc. 

The  old  eds.  bare  "grow  hM^'  &c. 
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P.  US.  (»)      «  WhiUr  Hum  >«w  mow  on  a  raeeit't  back." 
Thii  U  not  in  t)i«  fint  quarto.— The  qnartos  of  1599  and  1609,  and  the  toYia, 
have  "  WAiter  lAai  nan  mom  vpon  a  rantn*  hitcke." — The  iind»ted  quarto  ha* 
"  Wkittr  tim  (luao  rpoD  a  Aniou  baehe." — With  the  editor  of  the  Mcond 
folio,  1  have  chaof^^ed  **  Tpon"  to  "  m." 


P.  ua  (^  "#*«(,"  Sec. 

The  old  eds.  hare  "  shot,"  &c. 

P.  143.  (»>)  "MfWWlAI,"  &c 

He  old  eds.  hare  "iwoaoded,"  Eke,  **  soonded,"  Jcc,  and  (the  fourth  folio) 
"awooned;"  see  note  CX  P-  88. 


P.  144.  (^  " Dov^ftatlin'd rtmn"  fto. 

The  old  eda.  hare  "  Bauenous  don^ftathard  mnen,"  &c. 

P.  146.  (^  "^haik  rtuh'd  tuidt  &a  lam,"  && 

Mr.  Collier's  Hs.  Corrector, — see  Mr.  Collier'B  one-TolmiM  StaJU^)tart, — 
■abititiilea  "  bniih'd"  for  "  nuh'd .-"  bat  ride  Todd's  Johntoa't  Diet  in  "  ittuA, 


P.  147.  (•) 

"Atid  tUal  immortal  bttnoigJroiK  her  lipt; 
Who,  not  IN  pure  and  veital  modetty, 
Siin  bhah,  aa  thaikiiig  their  nam  kitiei  ti» ; 
BmI  Borneo  taoj/  not, — ke  it  baniekld: 
TTut  viasJiiet  do,  taken  I  from  tkie  tnutjty  :— 
A»d  sag'it  tkou  get,  tAot  erite  u  not  death  f 
Hadti  thtm  nopoiton  mix'd,"  &c. 
So  the  folio,  except  that  it  giTss  the  line  "Bui  Romeo  maj/  not, — ke  ii  baniihid" 
tlla- "  And  eai^tt  Ikon  pet,"  iie., — an  error  retuned  from  the  quartoe  of  1999 
and  1609,  and  the  undated  quarto,  where  the  passage  stands  thus, — 
"  And  eteaie  inmortaU  bleeeingfivn  her  Upt, 
Wko  euen  in  pure  and  veetaR  modeelie 
SliS  MuA,  ae  thinking  their  omK  kieeet  ein, 
TTiit  aayfiiet  doe,  vken  I  from  thie  mvtijlie. 
And  taiit  thatt  yet  that  exile  ie  not  death  f 
But  Somto  may  not,  hee  u  bonified. 
Flies  maj  doe  this,  bat  I  from  this  most  flie: 
The;  are  freemeu,  bat  I  am  banished. 
Hadet  tkou  no  poyton  mixt,"  &c. — 
Here  the  first  quarto  is  much  lets  fulL 
VOL.  V,  O 
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P.  H8.  (")        "Fri.L.  O  vtoefui  rt/mpathi/ 1 

Piteoat  predicamai  I  / ' 
In  the  old  ede.  this  ia  spoken  b;  the  Nurse.     Farmer  first  suggested  that  it 
should  be  usigned  to  the  Friar. 


P.  150.  (")     "  Thou  poul'it  upon  thy  fortune  and  thy  kee." 
So  the  undated  qoarto  ("  Thou  poatt  upon"  &c.);  which  I  notice  because  Ut. 
Enight  (vho  prints,  with  the  folio,  "  Thou  putlcat  up  thy  fortune"  &e.l]  mis- 
represents in  his  note  the  reading  of  that  quarto. 

P.  1S2.  C*")      ''Afore  me,  it  U  n  very  very  late. 

Thai  we  nuiy  call  it  early  by  and  by . — 

Good  night." 
So  the  first  line  stands  in  the  first  quarto. — The  subsequent  quartos  have 

■* ao  very  late"  &a.\   and  the  folio  has  merelj'  "n>  late"  &c — The 

passage  is  usually  given  thus, — 

"  Afore  me,  it  is  so  yerj  late,  that  we 

May  call  it  early  by  and  by ; — good  night," — 
an  arrangement  eridently  against  the  author's  intention:  and  compare  tha 
close  of  the  preceding  scene. 

P.  153.  C")      "  rU  tay  yoK  grey  ii  not  the  mominft  eye, 

'Ta  but  ihepaie  refter  of  Cynlhia'i  brow." 

The  two  Hs.  Correctors, — Mr.  Collier's  and  Mr.  Singer's, — read  " Cyn- 

IhiaU  bow  ;"  but  "  brow"  suits  the  context  {"  eye")  better  than  "  bow." 

P.  153.  («) 

"Art  Ihcu  gone  tof  n^  lord,  my  looe,  myfriendr  &c. 
So  the  first  quarto  i  which  reading  I  have  preferred  lo  that  of  the  later  edt., — 

"Art  thou  gone  to,  IiOue,  Lord,  ay  husband, ^'enii,"  &c. 
because  I  have  great  doubts  (though  Mr.  Knight  and  Mr.  Collier  have  none) 
if  the  "  ay"  is  lo  be  understood  as  eqaivalent  to  "yet"  (the  usual  old  spelling 
of  it  in  that  sense  being  "/"):  the  editor  of  the  second  folio  altered  it  to 
"ah;"  for  which  perhaps  it  was  intended. 


P.  184.  (")  "Ood  pardon  hipir 

The  "hrn"  was  inserted  by  the  editor  of  the  second  folio. 


P.  159.  C^)       "  To  wrtah  ike  hve  I  bore  my  coutin"  &c. 
This  line  being  imperfect,  the  editor  of  the  second  folio  added  "TyhalL" 
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Bat  the  omiUtd  word,  u  M»lon«  remftrks,  wm  note  prolwbly  aa  epithet  to 


P.  15S.  (*)  "  that  art  nam  atdeidr 

Mr.  Collier's  Ma.  Corrector  usigns  tbeM  words  to  Lady  Capuleti  and  Mr. 
Collier  olli  it  "%  jadidous  arTsngemeut." — Can  aay  thing  be  plainer  Uian 
that  JnlieC  exclaimi  "  tiiem  are  naei  indtedf  io  reference  to  what  lier  mother 
ha>  said  a  little  before,  "But  now  Til  tell  thee>Dj(fiJ  tida^i,  gitl"? 


P.  155.  (*)    "  What  At  ita  stU,  tkt  air  doth  driitle  dem,"  tee. 

Mr.  Collier,  who  (like  Mr.  Knight)  gives  " die  earth  ifott  irizdt  dtio" 

&C.,  obaerres  here :  "  Malone  mjb  that  the  undated  quarto  has  air  for  '  earth.' 
Such  does  not  appear  to  be  the  case,  according  to  SteeTens's  collation  of  it 
with  the  quarto  1609)  and  certaiulj  ererj  other  ancient  copj  has  'earth,' 
which  AbloDe  fiiU j  justifies  (thoi^h  be  prints  au-)  by  the  following  line  from 
Shakespeare's '  Lncrece,' 

'But  as  the  earAdoA  Bwp,  tht  tm  bemg  let.'"— 
The  undated  quarto  (in  the  British  Museum)  is  now  before  me;  and  it  gires 
the  line  exactlj  thua, — 

" When  &t  Sun  nti,  the  Ayrt  doth  dritle  deav>"  &c. 
As  to  the  pass^^  from  our  author's  Litcraie, — Steerens  showed  long  ago  that 
it  did  nol  "justify"  (what,  indeed,  could  7)  such  an  utter  absurdity  at  "  the 

■AXTH  DBIXZLIVO  dew." 

P.  157.  (**)     "  GoiTa  hriadi  it  jKaJUt  me  mad: 

Day,  nighl,  koar,  tide,  tnu,  work,  play, 
AloKe,  in  eompam/,  iHli  my  care  haA  been 
To  iace  htr  matck'd,"  Ste. 
So  all  the  old  eds.  except  the  first  qoarto,  which  hag, 
■■  God*  blessed  mother  wife  it  mads  me. 
Dag,  nigkl,  early,  late,  at  home,  abroad. 
Alone,  in  company,  waking  or  sleeping, 
Stm  ny  care  hath  beene  to  see  her  mateht,"  &c 
Id  neither  form  is  the  passage  free  from  corruption. — The  usual  modem  read- 
ing ii  a  composite  one, — 

"God's  bread]  it  makes  me  mad:  day,  night,  late,  early, 
M  home,  abroad,  alone,  in  company. 
Waking  or  sleeping-,  still  my  care  hath  been 
To  haTe  her  match'd,"  &c. 

P.  IS2.  (") 

"In  thy  beet robe»,  wtcover'd,  on  Ae  bier, 
Thou  thalt  be  borne  to  that  tame  ancient  eaidt,"  Ice. 
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The  old  eds.  bkre, 

"  /n  Ihf  bat  nba  tmcouertd  on  iAe  biert. 
Be  borne  to  burioll  in  thj  kindreds  grave 
TTtBU  Aab  b*  borne  to  that  (one  ancient  ea 


P.  185.  (")  "  I  uia/U,"  Sk. 

The  old  edi.  have  "/  mike,"  &c. 

F.  165.  (") 

"Someo,  I  come!  thU  do  I  drink  to  Aee." 
So  the  fint  qnarto.— The  later  eAa.  hare  the  prodi^ons  reading, — 

"  Romeo,  Romeo,  Borneo,  herea  dcinke,  /  drinlx  lo  lUt." — 
Mr.  Knight  now  prints,— 

"Borneo,  Borneo,  Romeo  \~  J  drink  to  thee," 
and  observea,  "  We  think  with  Hr.  Djrce  that '  here's  drink'  was  the  itage- 
direcUan  of  hert  drimk.  We  do  not  adopt  the  first  reading,  becaiue  *  I  come* 
would  leem  (o  imply  that  Borneo  was  dead,  aad  Juliet  was  about  to  join  him 
in  another  world,"  1  neither  admire  Ur,  Knight's  reficted  line,  nor  acknow- 
ledge the  force  of  bis  objection  to  "I  comi." 


P.  188.  ("J 

"Jfalk  dtaA  lain  with  Ag  wife:— there  ihe  Uee, 
Fhwtr  ai  <Ac  vxu,  d^fltneerid  bg  Aim,"  Sk. 

The  nsnal  modem  reading  is  " see,  Atre  the  £m,"  &c^ — an  addition  from 

the  lint  quarto,  where  tbe  passage  stands  ^los, — 

"  Balk  death  lomc  wi'lA  Ay  bride,  Jlouer  as  Ae  is, 
D^owerd  by  him,  see,  where  ihe  iye* 
DeaA  it  my  eonne  in  lav,  lo  him  I  gioe  all  that  I  bane." 


P.ie9.  (••)    "DeadaTttkout~-jilack,myckHdied«ad,''8ui. 
MaloDe  coiyectares,  "Dead,  dead,  art  tkonf  Ik).;— and  Steerens,  "Dead  art 
thtM,  dead  !"  &c., — which,  indeed,  Theobald  gare. 


P.  168.  (") 
Tbe  old  eds.  bare  "  care,"  Sec. 


P.  169.  (W)  "AoflAo-.ric. 

lo  tbe  first  quarto.— Tbe  later  eds,  have  "  And  in  her"  &c. 
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p.  169.  (")  "^/ondiuUurt,''  kts. 

So  the  second  folio,— which,  whether  the  author'*  word  or  not,  is  at  leut 
■eiue.— The  earlier  eda.  (except  the  first  quarto,  wh«r«  thU  is  not  fonnd) 
have  "some  wUKre,"  &a^ — whkb,  tiiongh  downright  nonsense,  Ur.  Knight 
retains  and  defends. 


P.  170,  C")  "  That  hatit  atym  mth  nof  leUf 

This,  in  the  old  eds.,  fbmu  part  of  the  pteoedlng  ipeeob. 

P.  171.  (")  "[Exit" 

The  more  recent  editors  print  "Exit,  Bulging:"  bnt  surelj'  Peter  quotes  the 
soDg  without  singiQg  it. 


P.  171.  C)  "l/uJlaiUring  truth  <ifdtep,"  &c 

The  first  quarto  alone  has  "  the  Jlalltring  eje  of  gletpt,"  Ic;  which  perhaps 
is  the  pr«ler»ble  reading. — Mr.  Collier's  Hs.  Corrector  sabstitules,  most  un- 
happily, "  tittfiatterittg  death  of  tittp"  &c.  \  and,  conjecture  bung  infinite,  Mr. 
Silver  iShaieipearg  Viiulieal«d,  Bm.  p-  S34)  proposes  "  the  ^atlerag  soother 

P.  ITS.  C*)    "  JV«e(f  aitd  oppmtioM  stumeti  us  Aine  qvi,"  &c. 
Here  "tlarotA  in"  has  been  altered  to''sl«re  within"  and  to  "staretfa  in;" 
bat,  aa  Malone  obserres,  "  the  word  '  itaned'  in  the  Snt  copy  shows  that 
'sliirtWt'  in  the  text  is  right:  *  And  tiaratd  &mine  dwelleth  in  thy  cheekes.' " 


P.  173.  (")  "I pay  iJif  poeerty,  and  nal  lAg  wili." 

A  writer  In  Tie  fVettmituUr  Semete,  toL  xtir.  p.  61,  says  that  here  "Hr. 
Knight  Tery  properly  restores  the  reading  of  the  second  4to  and  ^le  first 
(olio, 'pray;'  the  relation  here  is  between  Borneo's  eameiilg  repeated  prayer 
and  the  apothecary's  coiusaf .-  the  moment  for  paying  him  is  not  yet  arrived." 
But  what  does  the  writer  understand  by  the  concluding  words  of  Borneo's 
preceding  speech,  **  take  tAu"  t  can  he  doubt  that  "  tAit"  means  the  gold  which 
Romeo  holds  in  his  hand,  ready  to  pay  the  Apothecary  F 

P.  17*.  C")  "  Under  ytmd  yete-lrea,"  &e. 

The  first  qnarto  has  "  Vnder  this  Ew-tree,"  &c.;  the  later  eds.  have  "  Vnder 
fomd  jonug  (rcM,"  &c. 

P.  177.  (")  "Ah.  dear  Juliet, 

Why  art  lAou  yet  to/air  f  ihall  I  hditue 
TkiU  lauubtlataial  death  it  amorout,"  &c. 
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In  the  fint  qanrto  thi«  pass^e  ia  much  lesa  fiilL — The  thrM  inbMqnent 

qukrlos  •nd  the  folio  hmTe, 

"  Ah  dtare  JtiHtt, 
Wbgart  Umugftto/airtf  I  will  beleeue, 
SAaB  I  bdiatt,  tlkal  tmmibMlanliall  dealt  u  amaroaa,"  &c^~ 

where  "I  will  beliore,"  and  *'  Shall  I  Mievt,"  are  evidentl;  mritt  Uttiata, 

which,  by  some  mistake,  bare  bolh  crept  into  the  text. 


P.  177.  (*)    "  And  rXBtr  from  thu  palace  of  dim  night 

Dtpart  again :  here,  here  leiS  I  remain"  Sic. 
Here,  agtiin,  the  first  quarto  is  much  lesa  full. —The  andat«d  quarto  reads  as 
abore. — He  two  other  quartos  (of  1S99  and  1609),  and  the  folio  hsTo, — 
"And  never  Jrom  thie  paBace  qfdj/m  nighl 
Depart  agaitu,  come  lie  thon  in  my  arme  ^thejilio  anoes], 
Beer's  to  thy  health,  where  ere  thou  tumbleat  in. 
0  true  appothecarie  1 

Thy  drugs  are  quicke.    Thus  with  a  kisse  I  die. 
D^iarl againti  here,  here  will  1  remaitu"  &o. 
Mulmm  obaerres,  "  With  respect  to  the  Kne, 

'Here's  to  thy  health,  where'er  thou  tomblest  in,' 
it  is  unnecessary  to  inqnire  what  was  intended  by  it,  the  passage  in  which 
this  line  is  found  being  afterwards  exhibited  in  another  form )  and  being  mnch. 
more  accurately  expressed  in  ita  second  than  its  Snt  exhibition,  we  hare  a 
right  to  presume  [we  hare,  indeed]  that  the  poet  intended  it  to  appear  in  its 
tecond  form,  that  is,  as  it  now  appears  in  the  text." 


F.  178,  (")      "  TTSoti  detperate  pilot,  hoib  at  once  rvn  oh 

Tht  daihing  roeii  ihg  tea-nek  veary  hark  I" 
Pope  printed  ** my  ma-eiek  letary  harkF' 


P.  178,  (■)  "  t&ie  yea-tret,"  &c 

The  old  eda.  have  "  Ait  yonng  tree,"  &c.     Sea  note  ("). 


P.  179.  (">    **  O  ekurll  drink  aO,  and  leave  nofiiaidfy  drop 
To  ke^  me  a/Urf 
"The  first  [quarto]  has, 

■^  churl  I  ifrmi  all,  and  boiw  no  drop  for  meJ' 
The  other  Jot  1S99], 
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'  O  ohnrl !  dnnk  kll,  and  left  do  friendlj  drop, 
To  help  roe  nfler  ?' "  Malohx. 

The  quarto  of  1609,  Ibe  UDd&led  quuto,  mud  the  folio  bare, 

"  O  churlt,  drMt  aB,  and  left  no/riendly  drop. 
To  hdpe  BM  afitrf 

P.  179.  (")  "  O  luippy  dagger  I 

7%t  iM  ikg  mIhbA  [Sub*  henelf  ] ;  tliere  rat,  and  let  me  die." 
The  fint  qaarto  hu, 

"  O  happy  daggtr  tbou  ibalt  end  m  j  feure, 
Rt*t  in  mj  botome,  thus  I  come  to  thee." — 
The  otlieT  old  edi.  read  as  in  the  text,  except  that  they  have  "- —  thtre  rust 
amd  Ut  mt  die," — where  I  believe  "  rust"  to  be  >  decided  error:  at  such  a  mo- 
ment Ibe  tbODghta  of  Juliet  were  not  likely  to  wonder  away  to  the  future 
nutiMg  at  the  da^er.— (Slmvens  sayg,  "  The  alteration  '  rust'  was  probably 
made  by  the  poet,  when  he  introduced  the  worda, '  This  U  thy  thtaOt :' " — a 
nmark  which  I  do  Dot  uoderMand.) 

t.  180.  (">  "mheh  ttarOte  in  OHT  BOTtf 

So  Johnson. — The  old  eda.  hare  "  in  yonr  earee  t" 


P.  1S1.  (^  "  Seal  ig)  lie  motUi  ofoabnge"  &c 

Mr,  Collier's  M».  Corrector  give*  " (Ae  mnlk  o/ontcry,"  &c.,— which  la 

very  apeciona:  bnt  Hr.  Collier  himwlf  allows  that  "perhapa  'outrage'  is  to 
be  taken  in  the  general  sense  of  disturbance;"  and  it  is  worth  notice  that 
Johnson  (,Dict,  sub  "  OiiCrajw")  has  cited  a  passage  from  a  comparatively 
recent  poet  (Philips)  where  "  thia  word  seems  to  be  used  for  mere  commo- 
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TiMOK,  >  Doble  AtheniuL 

LnciDS,  \ 

1.UC11LI.U8,       y  lords,  mod  Hatteren  of  Timon. 

SsitPBOHIDS,    ' 

Vkxtididh,  od«  of  TimoD'i  false  friends. 
Aloibiadso,  *n  Atheniao  generaL 
Afbhahtds,  a  cfaoriuh  philoaopher. 
FLiTlDS,  Steward  to  Timon. 
Poet,  Punter,  JeireUer,  and  Merchant. 
An  old  Athenian. 


FI.&MINIIIS,     \ 

Ldoilids,       >  »er 

rants  to  HmoD. 

SlBTILIUS,      J 

Caphis, 

FsiLOTna, 

TlTCs,             l  ae: 

rrants  to  Timon'a  cr 

Lrcioa, 

HoBTBHBltJB, 

And  others,  _ 

A  Page.    A  Fool. 

Cnpid  and  Amaions  in  the  mask. 

Other  Lords,  Senators,  OfBcers,  Soldiers,  Banditti,  and  Attendanla. 

SOHm — Aliau,  and  Iht  woodt  a^outaig. 
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ScBHE  I.     Athent.    A  hail  in  TiuoN'a  hotue. 
Snt«r  Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  Mercbaat,  and  othav,  at  teoeral  doon. 

Poet.  Good  d&y,  sir. 

Pain.  I  am  glad  you're  well. 

Poet.  I  have  not  seen  you  long ;  how  goes  the  world  ! 

Pain.  It  wears,  sir,  as  it  grows. 

Poet.  Aj,  that's  well  known : 

Bat  what  particular  rarity  ?  what  strange. 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches  7    See, 
Magic  of  bounty !  all  these  spirits  thy  power 
Hath  GODJuj'd  to  attend.     I  know  the  merchant. 

Pain.  I  know  them  both ;  th' other's  a  jeweller. 

Mer.  O,  'tis  a  worthy  lord. 

Jew.  Nay,  that's  moat  fix'd. 

Mer.  A  most  incomparable  man ;  breath'd,  as  it  were, 
To  an  untirable  and  continuate  goodness : 
He  passes. 

JetB.  I  have  a  jewel  here — ■ 

Mer.  O,  pray,  let's  see't:  for  the  Lord  Timon,  sir? 

Jew.  If  he  will  touch  the  estimate  :  but,  for  that — 

Poet  [reciting  to  kinuelf].    "When  we  for  lecompenee  have 
pnus'd  the  vile. 
It  stains  the  gloiy  in  that  happy  verse 
Which  aptly  sings  the  good." 

ifer.  'Tis  a  good  form.     [Lookitig  at  the  jewel. 

Jew.  And  rich :  here  is  a  water,  look  ye. 
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Pain.  You  are  rapt,  sir,  in  some  work,  some  dedication 
To  the  great  lord. 

Poet,  A  thing  slipp'd  idly  from  me. 

Our  poesy  is  as  a  gum,  which  oozes  (>) 
From  whence  'tis  nourish'd:  the  fire  i'the  flint 
Shows  not  till  it  be  struck ;  our  gentle  flame 
Provokes  itself,  and,  like  the  current,  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes. — What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.  A  picture,  sir, — When  comes  your  book  forth  ? 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  presentment,  sir. — 
Let 's  see  your  piece. 

Pain.  'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet.  So  'tis :  this  comes  off  well  and  excellent. 

Pain.  Indifferent. 

Poet.  Admirable :  how  this  grace 

Speaks  his  own  standing !  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  shoots  forth !  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip  1  to  the  dumbness  of  the  gesture 
One  might  interpret 

Pain.  It  b  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life. 
Here  is  a  touch ;  is't  good  ? 

Poet.  I  will  say  of  it. 

It  tutors  nature :  artificial  strife 
Lives  in  these  touches,  livelier  than  life. 

Enta-  certain  Senators,  and  poet  over. 

Pain.  How  this  lord  is  foUow'd ! 

Poet.  The  senators  of  Athens : — happy  man !  (*) 

Pain.  Look,  more ! 

Poet.  You  see  this  confluence,  this  great  flood  of  visitors. 
I  have,  in  this  rough  work,  shap'd  out  a  man, 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  amplest  entertainment :  my  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,  but  moves  itself 
In  a  wide  sea  of  wax :  no  levell'd  malice 
Infects  one  comma  in  the  course  I  bold ; 
But  flies  an  eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on. 
Leaving  no  tract  behind. 

Pain.  How  shall  I  understand  you  ? 
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Poet.  I  will  unbolt  to  you. 

You  see  how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds 
(As  well  of  glib  and  slipper;  creatures  as 
Of  grave  and  austere  quality)  tender  down 
Their  services  to  Lord  Timon ;  his  large  fortune, 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  sorts  of  hearts ;  yea,  from  the  glass-fac'd  flatterer 
To  Apemantus,  that  few  things  loves  better 
Thau  to  abhor  himself:  even  he  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 
Most  rich  in  Timon's  nod. 

Pain.  I  saw  them  speak  together. 

Poet,  Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleasant  hill 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd:  the  base  o'  the  mount 
Is  rank'd  with  all  deserts,  all  kind  of  natures, 
That  labour  on  the  bosom  of  this  sphere 
To  propagate  their  states ;  amongst  them  all, 
Whose  eyes  are  on  this  sovereign  lady  fix'd. 
One  do  I  personate  of  Lord  Timon's  frame, 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  ivory  hand  wafts  to  her ; 
Whose  present  grace  to  present  slaves  and  servants 
Translates  his  rivals. 

Pain.  'Tis  conceiv'd  to  scope. 

This  throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  hill,  methinks. 
With  one  man  beckon'd  from  the  rest  below, 
Bowing  his  head  against  the  steepy  mount 
To  climb  his  happiness,  would  be  well  ezpress'd 
In  our  condition. 

Poet.  Nay,  sir,  but  hear  me  on. 

All  those  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late 
(Some  better  than  his  value),  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  strides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  tendance. 
Rain  sacrificial  whisperings  in  his  ear, 
Make  sacred  even  his  stirrup,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  ur. 

Pain,  Ay,  marry,  what  of  these  ? 

Poet.  When  Fortune,  in  her  shift  and  change  of  mood. 
Spurns  down  her  late  belov'd,  all  his  dependants. 
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Which  labour'd  after  him  to  the  mountain's  top, 
Even  on  theii  knees  and  hands,  let  him  slip  down,(') 
Not  one  accompanying  bis  declining  foot. 

Pain,  'Tis  common : 
A  thousand  moral  paintings  I  can  show. 
That  shall  demonstrate  these  quick  blows  of  Fortune"s(*) 
More  pregnantly  than  words.     Yet  you  do  well 
To  show  Lord  Timon  that  mean  eyes  have  seen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

Trumptti  sound.     Enler  Tikon,  aOeiided;  the  Servant  ^Venti- 
Dius  talMng  wilh  Aim. 

Tim.  Imprison'd  is  he,  say  you  ? 

Vea.  Serv.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  five  talents  is  his  debt  j 
His  means  most  short,  his  creditors  most  strait : 
Your  honourable  letter  he  desires 
To  those  have  shut  him  up ;  which  failing,(') 
Periods  his  comfort. 

Tim.  Noble  Ventidius !     "WeU ; 

I  am  not  of  that  feather  to  shake  off 
My  friend  when  be  must  iieed(^)  me.     I  do  know  him 
A  gentleman  that  well  deserves  a  belp,^ — 
Which  he  shall  have :  I'll  pay  the  debt,  and  free  him. 

Ven.  Serv.  Your  lordship  ever  binds  him. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  him ;  I  will  send  his  ransom ; 
And,  being  enfranchis'd,  bid  him  come  to  me  : — 
'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up. 
But  to  support  him  after. — Fare  you  well. 

Ven.  Serv.  All  happiness  to  your  honour !  [Exit. 

Enter  an  old  Athenian. 
Old  Alh.  Lord  Timon,  bear  me  speak. 
Tim.  Freely,  good  father. 

Old  Ath.  Tbou  hast  a  servant  nam'd  Lucilius. 
Tim.  I  have  so  :  what  of  him  ? 

Old  At}t.  Most  noble  Timon,  call  the  man  before  thee. 
Tim.  Attends  he  here,  or  no  I — Lucilius ! 
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LnciLixra  eomMfonoardfrom  among  the  Attendants. 

Luc.  Here,  at  your  lordship's  seiTice. 

Old  Ath.  This  fellow  here,  Lord  Timon,  this  thy  creature. 
By  night  frequents  my  house.     I  am  a  man 
That  from  my  first  have  been  inclin'd  to  thrift ; 
And  my  estate  deserves  an  heir  more  rais'd 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 

Tim.  Well ;  what  further  ? 

Old  Jth.  One  only  daughter  have  T,  no  kin  else, 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got : 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'  the  youngest  for  a  bride. 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  dearest  coat 
In  qualities  of  the  best     This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love :  1  prithee,  noble  lord, 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  resort ; 
Myself  have  spoke  in  vain, 

Tim.  The  man  is  honest. 

Old  Ath.  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon : 
His  honesty  rewards  him  in  itself; 
It  must  not  bear  my  daughter. 

Tim.  Does  she  love  him  f 

Old  Ath.  She  is  young  and  apt : 
Our  own  precedent  passions  do  instruct  us 
"What  levity's  in  youth. 

Tim.  \to  Lucilius]  Love  you  the  maid  ? 

Luc.  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  and  she  accepts  of  it. 

Old  Ath.  If  in  her  marriage  my  consent  he  missing, 
I  call  the  gods  to  witness,  I  will  choose 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world. 
And  dispossess  her  all. 

Tint.  How  shall  she  be  endow'd, 

If  she  be  mated  with  an  equal  husband  ? 

Old  Ath,  Three  talents  on  the  present ;  in  future,  all. 

Tim.  This  gentleman  of  mine  hath  serv'd  me  long : 
To  build  bis  fortune  I  vrill  strain  a  little. 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.     Give  him  thy  daughter : 
What  you  bestow,  in  him  I'll  counterpoise, 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 
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Old  Ath.  Most  noble  lord. 

Fawn  me  to  this  yoar  honour,  she  is  his, 

Tim.  Hy  hand  to  thee;  mine  honour  on  my  promise. 

Luc.  Humbly  I  thank  your  lordship :  never  maj 
That  state  or  fortune  fall  into  my  keeping. 
Which  is  not  ow'd  to  you ! 

{Exeunt  Lucilitu  and  Old  Athenian. 

Poet,  Vouchsafe  my  labour,  and  long  live  your  lordship  I 

Tim.  I  thank  you ;  you  shall  hear  from  me  anon : 
Go  not  away. — What  have  you  there,  my  friend? 

Pain.  A  piece  of  painting,  which  I  do  beseech 
Your  lotdBhip  to  accept. 

Tim.  Painting  is  welcome. 

The  painting  is  almost  the  natural  man  ; 
For  since  dishonour  traffics  with  man's  nature, 
He  is  hut  outside :  these  peacill'd  figures  are 
Even  such  as  they  give  out.     I  like  your  work; 
And  you  shall  find  I  like  it :  wait  attendance 
Till  you  hear  further  &om  me. 

Pain.  The  gods  preserve  ye ! 

Tim.  Well  fare  you,  gentleman :  give  me  your  hand ; 
We  must  needs  dine  together. — Sir,  your  jewel 
Hath  suffer'd  under  praise. 

Jew.  What,  my  lord !  dispraise  ? 

Tim.  A  mere  satiety  of  commendations. 
If  I  should  pay  you  for't  as  'tis  extoU'd, 
It  would  unclew  me  quite. 

Jew.  My  lord,  'tis  rated 

As  those  which  sell  would  give :  but  you  well  know, 
Things  of  like  value,  difiering  in  the  owners. 
Are  prized  by  their  masters :  believe 't,  dear  lord. 
You  mend  the  jewel  by  the  wearing  it. 

25m.  Well  mock'd. 

Mer.  No,  my  good  lord ;  he  speaks  the  common  tongue. 
Which  all  men  speak  with  him. 

Tim.  Look,  who  comes  here :  will  you  be  chid  ? 

ErUvr  Apxhantub. 
Jew.  We'll  bear,  with  your  Itnrdship.  _; 
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Mer.  He'll  spare  none. 

Tim.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus ! 
Apem.  Till  I  be  gentle,  stay  thou  for  thy  good  morrow ; 
When  thou  art  Timon's  dog,  and  these  knaves  honest. 

Tim.  Why  dost  thou  call  them  knaves?  thoo  know'Bt 
them  not. 

Apem.  Are  they  not  Athenians  ? 

Tim.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  I  repent  not. 

Jew.  You  know  me,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem,  Thou  know'st  I  do ;  I  call'd  thee  by  thy  name. 

Tim.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Of  nothing  so  much  as  that  I  am  not  like  Timou. 

Tim.  Whither  art  going  ? 

Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honest  Athenian's  brains. 

Tim.  That's  a  deed  thou't  die  for. 

Apem.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  the  law. 

Tim.  How  likest  thou  this  picture,  Apemantus  I 

Apem.  The  best,  for  the  innocence. 

Tim.  Wrought  ho  not  well  that  painted  it? 

Apem.   He  wrought  better  that  made  the  painter ;  and 
yet  he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 

Pain.  You're  a  dog. 

Apem.  Thy  mother's  of  my  generation :  what's  she,  if  I 
be  a  d(^  ? 

Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  No ;  I  eat  not  lords. 

Tim.  An  thou  shouldst,  thou'dst  anger  ladies. 

Apem.  O,  they  eat  lords ;  so  they  come  by  great  bellies, 

Tim.  That's  a  lascivious  apprehension. 

Apem.  So  thou  apprebeudest  it :  take  it  for  thy  labour. 

Tim.  How  dost  thou  like  this  jewel,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Not  so  well  as  plain -dealing,  which  will  not  costO 
a  man  a  doit. 

Tim.  What  dost  thou  think  'tis  worth  ? 

Apem.  Not  worth  my  thinking. — How  now,  poet ! 

Poet.  How  DOW,  philosopher ! 

Apem.  Thou  liest. 

Poet.  Art  not  one  ? 
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Apem,  Yes. 

Foet.  Then  I  lie  not. 

Apem.  Art  not  a  poet  I 

Poet.  Yes. 

Apem.  Then  thou  lieat:  look  in  thy  last  work,  where 
thou  hast  feigned  him  a  worthy  fellow. 

Poet.  That's  not  feigned, — he  is  so, 

Apem.  Yes,  he  is  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay  thee  for  thy 
labour :  he  that  loves  to  be  flattered  is  worthy  o'  the  flat- 
terer.    Heavens,  that  I  were  a  lord  I 

Tim.  "What  wouldst  do  then,  Apemantua  ? 

Apem.  E'en  as  Apemantns  does  now,— hate  a  lord  with 
my  heart. 

Tim.  What,  thyself? 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Wherefore? 

Apem.  That  I  had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  lord.(8) — Art  not 
tbou  a  merchant  ? 

Mer.  Ay,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  TraiBc  confound  thee,  if  the  gods  will  not ! 

Mer.  If  traffic  do  it,  the  goda  do  it. 

Apem.  Traffic's  thy  god ;  and  thy  god  confound  thee ! 

Tnimpel  tounde.    Enter  a  Servant. 
7%m.  What  trumpet's  that  ? 
Serv,  'Tia  Alcibiades,  and  some  twenty  horse, 
All  of  companionship. 

JTm.  Pray,  entertain  them ;  give  them  guide  to  ua. — 

[Exeunt  tome  Attendantt. 
You  must  needs  dine  with  me : — go  not  you  hence 
Till  I  have  thank'd  you : — when(»)  dinner's  done. 
Show  me  thia  piece. — I  am  joyful  of  your  sights. 

Enta-  Alcibiades,  vnih  his  Company. 
Most  welcome,  sir!  '  ITTiey  talule. 

Apem.  So,  so,  there ! — 

Aches  contract  and  starve  your  supple  joints ! — 
That  there  should  be  small  love  'mongst  these  sweet  knaves. 
And  all  this  court'sy  1     The  strain  of  man 's  bred  out 
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Into  baboon  and  monkey. 

Aldb,  Sir,  you  have  sav'd  my  longing,  and  I  feed 
Most  hungerly  on  your  sight. 

Tim.  Right  welcome,  hit  1 

E^e  we  depart,  we'll  ahare  a  bounteous  time 
In  different  pleasures.     Pray  you,  let  us  in. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Apemantui. 

Enter  two  Lords. 

Fint  Lord.  What  time  o'  day  is't,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Time  to  be  honest. 

Fint  Lord.  That  time  aerres  itill. 

Apem.  The  mostC")  accursed  thou,  that  still  omitt'st  it. 

Sec.  Lord.  Thou  art  going  to  Lord  Timon's  feast? 

Apem,  Ay,  to  see  meat  fill  knaves,  and  wine  heat  foola. 

Sec.  Lord.  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 

Apem.  Thou  art  a  fool  to  bid  me  farewell  twice. 

Sec.  Lord.  Why,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Shouldst  have  kept  one  to  thyself,  for  I  mean  to 
give  thee  none. 

FiTMl  Lord.  Hang  thyself! 

Apem,  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding:  make  thy 
requests  to  thy  friend. 

Sec.  Lord.   Away,  unpeaceable  dog,  or  I'll  spurn  thee 
hence ! 

Apem.  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  the  heels  o'  the  ass.      [Exit. 

Firtt  Lord.  He's  opposite  to  humanity. — Come,  shall  we 
in. 
And  taste  Lord  Timon's  bounty  ?  be  outgoes 
The  very  heart  of  kindness. 

Sec.  Lord.  He  pours  it  out;  Flutus,  the  god  of  gold. 
Is  but  his  steward :  no  meed,  but  he  repays 
Sevenfold  above  itself;  no  gift  to  him, 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  return  exceeding 
All  use  of  quittance. 

Firtt  Lord.  The  noblest  mind  he  carries 

That  ever  govern 'd  man. 

Sec.  Lord,  Long  may  he  live  in  fortunes! — Shall  we  in  ? 

First  Lord.{^^)  I'll  keep  you  company.  [Exeunt. 
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Scene  II.     The  tame.    A  room  of  state  in  Timdn's  houte. 

HanAoys  plat/ing  loud  fnueui.  A  great  banquet  served  in  ;  Flatiub 
and  others  attending ;  then  enter  TiicoN,(")  AlcidiadeS,  Lords, 
Senators,  aiid  Ventidius.  Then  comet,  dropping  a/ter  aU, 
ApEMANTDa,  diteonlenttdly. 

Vert.  Most  honour'd  Timon, 
It  hath  plefui'd  the  god^  to  remember  my  father's  age, 
And  call  him  to  long  peace. ('^) 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich : 
Then,  as  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  heart,  I  do  return  those  talents, 
Doubled  with  thanks  and  serrice,  from  whose  help 
I  deriv'd  liberty. 

Tim.  O,  by  no  means, 

Honest  Ventidius ;  you  mistake  my  love : 
I  gave  it  freely  ever ;  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  say  he  gives,  if  he  receives : 
If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  must  not  dare 
To  imitate  them ;  faults  that  are  rich  are  fair. 

Ven,  A  noble  spirit  I 

[They  all  stand  ceremoniously  looking  on 
Timon. 

7%R.  Nay,  my  lords,  ceremony  was  but  devis'd  at  first 
To  set  a  gloss  on  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes. 
Recanting  goodness,  sorry  ere  'tis  shown ; 
But  where  there  is  true  friendship,  there  needs  none. 
Pray,  ait ;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes 
Than  my  fortunes  to  me.  [They  tit. 

First  Lord.  My  lord,  we  always  have  confess'd  it. 

jipem.  Ho,  ho,  confess'd  it !  hang'd  it,  have  you  not  i 

Tim.  O,  Apemantus, — you  are  welcome. 

j4pem.  No  j 

You  shall  not  make  me  welcome : 
I  come  to  have  thee  thrust  me  out  of  doors. 

Tim.  Fie,  thou'rt  a  churl ;  you've  got  a  humour  there 
Does  not  become  a  man ;  'tis  much  to  blame. — 
They  say,  my  lords,  ira  furor  brevis  est  ; 
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But  yond  man  is  ever  angry. (^*) 
Go,  let  Iiim  have  a  table  by  himself; 
For  he  does  neither  affect  company. 
Nor  is  he  fit  for't,  indeed. 

Afem.  Xiet  me  stay  at  thine  apperil,  Timon : 
I  come  to  observe ;  I  ^ve  thee  warning  on't. 

Tim.  I  take  no  heed  of  thee ;  thou'rt  tui  Athenian,  there- 
fore welcome :  I  myself  would  have  do  power ;  prithee,  let 
my  meat  make  thee  silent. 

Apem.   I  scorn  thy  meat;(>')   'twould  choke  me,  for  I 
should  ne'er  flatter  thee. — O  you  gods,  what  a  number  of 
men  eat  Timon,  and  he  sees  'em  not !     It  grieves  me  to  see 
So  many  dip  their  meat  in  one  man's  blood ; 
And  all  the  madness  is,  he  cheers  them  up  too. 
1  wonder  men  dare  trust  themselves  with  men; 
Methinks  they  should  invite  them  without  knives ; 
Good  for  their  meat,  and  safer  for  their  lives. 
There's  much  example  for't ;  the  fellow  that  sits  next  him 
now,  parts  bread  with  him,  pledges  the  breath  of  him  in  a 
divided  draught,  is  the  readiest  man  to  kill  him :  'thas  been 
proved.     If  I  were  a  huge  man,  I  should  fear  to  drink  at 
meals; 

Lest  they  should  spy  my  windpipe's  dangerous  notes : 
Great  men  should  drink  with  harness  on  their  throats. 

TVfn.  My  lord,  in  heart ;  and  let  the  health  go  round. 

Sec.  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lord. 

Apem.  Flow  this  way!  A  brave  fellow!  he  keeps  his 
tides  well. — Those  healths  will  make  thee  and  thy  state  look 
ill,  Timon.— 

Here's  that  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  sinner. 
Honest  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'  the  mire : 
This  and  my  food  are  equals ;  there's  no  odds : 
Feasts  are  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  gods. 

Apenuxntus't  graee. 
Immortal  gods,  I  crave  no  pelf; 
I  pray  for  no  man  but  myself : 
Qrant  I  may  never  prove  so  fond, 
To  trust  man  on  his  oath  or  bond ; 
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Or  a  harlot,  for  her  weeping ; 
Or  a  dog,  that  seems  a-sleepiog; 
Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom ; 
Or  vay  friends,  if  I  should  need  'em. 
Amen.     So  fall  to 't: 

Rich  men  sin,  and  I  eat  root  [Eaia  and  driitkt. 

Much  good  dich  thy  good  heart,  Apemantus ! 

Tim.  Capt^n  Alcibiades,  your  heart's  in  the  field  now. 

Alcib.  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  service,  my  lord. 

Tim.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfast  of  enemies  than  a 
dinner  of  friends. 

Alcib.  So  they  were  bleeding-new,  my  lord,  there's  no 
meat  like  'em :  I  could  wish  my  best  friend  at  such  a  feast. 

Apem.  Would  all  those  batterers  were  thine  enemies, 
then,  that  then  thou  mightst  kill  'em,  and  bid  me  to  'em ! 

First  Lord.  Might  we  but  have  that  happiness,  my  lord, 
that  you  would  once  use  our  hearts,  whereby  we  might  ex- 
press some  part  of  our  zeals,  we  should  think  ourselves  for 
ever  perfect. 

Tim.  O,  no  doubt,  my  good  friends,  but  die  gods  them- 
selves have  provided  tliat  I  shall  have  much  help  from  you : 
how  had  you  been  my  friends  else  ?  why  have  you  that  cha- 
ritable title  from  thousands,  did  not  you  chiefly  belong  to  my 
heart  ?  I  have  told  more  of  you  to  myself  than  you  can 
with  modesty  speak  in  your  own  behalf;  and  thus  far  I  con- 
firm you.  O  you  gods,  think  I,  what  need  we  have  any 
friends,  if  we  should  ne*er  have  need  of  'em  ?  they  were  the 
most  needless  creatures  living,  should  we  ne'er  have  use  for 
'em;  and  would  most  resemble  sweet  instruments  hung  up 
in  cases,  that  keep  their  sounds  to  themselves.  Why,  I  have 
often  wished  myself  poorer,  that  I  might  come  nearer  to  you. 
We  are  bora  to  do  benefits :  and  what  better  or  properer  can 
we  call  our  own  than  the  riches  of  our  friends?  O,  what  a 
precious  comfort  'tis,  to  have  so  many,  like  brothers,  com- 
manding one  another's  fortunes  1  O  joy,(")  e'en  made  away 
ere 't  can  be  bom !  Mine  eyes  cannot  hold  out  water,  me- 
thinks :  to  forget  their  faults,  I  drink  to  you. 

Apem.  Thou  weepest  to  make  them  drink,  Timon. 

Sec.  Lord.  Joy  bed  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes, 
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And,  at  that  instant,  like  a  babe  sprung  up. 

Apem.  Ho,  ho !  I  laugh  to  think  that  bab«  a  bastard. 
Third  Lord.    I  promise  you,  ray   lord,  you  mov'd  me 

much. 
jfpem.  Much  t  \Tuckei  tounded. 

Tim.  What  means  that  trump  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

How  now ! 
Serv.  Please  you,  my  lord,  there  are  certain  ladies  most 
desirous  of  admittance. 

Tim.  Ladies !  what  are  their  wills  ? 

Serv.   There  comes  with   them  a  forerunner,  my  lord, 
which  bears  that  office,  to  signify  their  pleasures. 
Tim.  I  pray,  let  them  be  admitted. 

£nter  Cdpid. 
Cup.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon ; — and  to  all 
That  of  his  bounties  taste ! — The  five  best  senses 
Acknowledge  tfaee  their  patron ;  and  come  freely 
To  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bosom : 

The  ear,  taste,  touch,  smell,  pleas'd  from  thy  table  rise ;('') 
They  only  now  come  but  to  feast  thine  eyes. 

TStn.  They're  welcome  all ;  let  'em  have  kind  admit- 
tance:— 
Music,  malce  their  welcome !  [Exit  Cupid. 

Firtt  Lord.Q*)  You  see,  my  lord,  how  ample  you're  be- 
lov'd. 

Miuic.     Se-enier  Cdpid,  wtlA  a  matk  of  Ladies  at  Amazont,  wilh 
luiea  in  their  hands,  dancing  artd  playing. 
Apem.  Hoy-day,  what  a  sweep  of  vanity  comes  this  way  1 
They  dance !  they  are  mad  women. 
lake  madness  is  the  glory  of  this  life. 
As  this  pomp  shows  to  a  little  oil  and  root. 
We  make  ourselves  fools,  to  disport  ourselves ; 
And  spend  our  flatteries,  to  drink  those  men. 
Upon  whose  age  we  void  it  up  again. 
With  poisonous  spite  and  envy. 
Who  lives,  that's  not  depraved  (>r  depraves  ? 
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Who  dies,  that  bears  not  one  spurn  to  their  graves 
Of  their  friends'  gift  ? 

I  should  fear  those  that  dance  before  me  now 
Would  one  day  stamp  upoa  me:  'thas  been  done; 
Men  shut  their  doors  against  a  setting  sun. 

The  Lords  riaejrom  tails,  leith  mtuA  adoring  o/Timom  ;  and  to  thoto 

their  loves,  each  tingUa  out  an  Amazoo,  €md  all  donee,  men  with 

toomen,  a  lofty  ttrain  or  ttoo  to  the  hmUboya,  and  ceaee. 

Tim.  You  have  dona  our  pleasures  much  grace,  fair 
ladies, 
Set  a  fair  fashion  on  our  entertainment, 
Which  was  not  half  so  beautiful  and  kind ; 
You  have  added  worth  unto 't  and  lustre,C) 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device ; 
I  am  to  thank  you  for 't. 

Firtt  LadyJ^)  My  lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  best. 

Apem.  Faith,  for  the  worst  is  filthy ;  and  would  not  hold 
taking,  I  doubt  me, 

Tittn.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet  attends  you : 
Please  you  to  dispose  yourselves. 

All  Lad.  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Cupid  and  Ladiet. 

'X^m.  Flavins, — 

Flav.  My  lord? 

Tim.  The  little  casket  bring  me  hither. 

Flav.  Yes,  my  lord. — More  jewels  yet !  [AHde. 

There  is  no  crossing  him  in 's  humour ; 
Else  I  should  tell  him, — well,  i'  faith,  I  should, 
When  all's  spent,  he'd  be  cross'd  then,  an  be  could. 
'Tis  pity  bounty  had  not  eyes  behind. 
That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 

[Exit,  and  returm  with  the  caiket. 

Mnt  Lord.  Where  be  our  men  ? 

Serv.  Here,  my  lord,  in  readiness. 

Sec.  Lord.  Our  horses  I 

!I%m.  O  my  friends, 

I  have  one  word  to  say  to  you : — look  you,  my  good  lord, 
I  mtist  entreat  you,  honour  me  so  much 
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As  to  advance  this  jewel ;  accept  it  and  wear  it,(^') 
Kind  mj  lord. 

Firtt  Lord.  I  am  so  far  already  in  your  gifts, — 

Jit,  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Serrant. 

Serv.  My  lord,  there  are  certain  nobles  of  the  senate 
Newly  alighted,  and  come  to  visit  you. 

Tim,  They  are  fairly  welcome. 

Flav.  I  beseech  your  honour. 

Vouchsafe  me  a  word ;  it  does  concern  you  near. 

Tim.  Near!  why,  then,  another  time  I'll  hear  thee: 
I  prithee,  let's  be  provided  to  show  them  entertainment. 

JFlav.  I  scarce  know  how.  [Atide. 

Enter  a  second  Servant. 

Sec.  Serv,  May  it  please  your  honour,  I^ord  Lucius, 
Out  of  his  hee  love,  hath  presented  to  you 
Four  milk-white  horses,  trapp'd  in  silver. 

Tim.  I  shall  accept  them  fairly :  let  the  presents 
Be  worthily  entertain'd. 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 

How  now !  what  news  ? 

Third  Serv.  Please  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable  gentle- 
man, I<ord  Lucullus,  entreats  your  company  to-morrow  to 
hunt  with  him  j  and  has  sent  your  honour  two  brace  of  grey- 
hounds. 

Tim.  I'll  hunt  with  him ;  and  let  them  be  receiv'd. 
Not  without  fair  reward. 

Flav.  [atide']  What  will  this  come  to  t 

He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  gifts, 
And  all  out  of  an  empty  coffer : 
Nor  will  he  know  his  purse ;  or  yield  me  this, 
To  show  him  what  a  be^ar  his  heart  is. 
Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wishes  good : 
His  promises  fly  so  beyond  his  state, 
That  what  he  speaks  is  all  iu  debt,  he  owes 
For  every  word:  he  ia  so  kind,  that  he  now 
Pays  interest  for't ;  his  land 's  put  to  their  books. 


Uigilizecoy  Google 


ai8  ■  TIMON  OF  ATHENa  [icr  i. 

Well,  would  I  were  gently  put  out  of  office. 

Before  I  were  forc'd  out ! 

Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed 

Than  such  that  do  e'en  enemies  exceed. 

I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  [£xt/. 

Titn.  You  do  yourselves 

Much  wrong,  you  bate  too  much  of  your  own  merits : — 
Here,  my  lord,  a  trifle  of  our  love. 

Sec.  Lord.  With  more  than  common  thanks  I  will  receive  it. 

Third  Lord.  O,  he 's  the  very  soul  of  bounty ! 

Tim.  And  now  I  remember,  my  lord,  you  gave 
Good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courser 
I  rode  on :  it  is  yours,  because  you  lik'd  it. 

Sec.  Lord.  O,  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  in  that- 

Tim.  You  may  take  my  word,  my  lord ;  I  know,  no  man 
Can  jusUy  praise,  but  what  he  does  affect: 
I  weigh  my  friend's  affection  with  mine  own ; 
I'll  tell  you  true.     I'll  call  to(")  you. 

All  Lords.  O,  none  so  welcome. 

Tim.  I  take  all  and  your  several  visitations 
So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give ; 
Methinks,  I  could  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends. 
And  ne'er  be  weary, — Alcibiades, 
Thou  art  a  soldier,  therefore  seldom  rich ; 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee :  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongst  the  dead ;  and  all  the  lands  thou  hast 
Lie  in  a  pitch'd  field. 

Mcib.  Ay,  defil'd  land,  my  lord. 

First  Lord.  We  are  so  virtuously  bound, — 

Tim.  And  so 

Am  I  to  you. 

Sec.  Lord.  So  infinitely  endear'd, — 

Tim.  All  to  you. — Lights,  more  lights ! 

First  Lord.  The  best  of  happiness. 

Honour,  and  fortunes,  keep  with  you.  Lord  Timon! 

Tim.  Ready  for  his  friends. 

[Exeunt  Alcibiades,  Lords,  ^c. 

Apem.  What  a  coil 's  here  I 

Serving  of  becks,  and  jutting-out  of  bums ! 
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I  doubt  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  sums 
That  are  given  for  'em.     Friendship 's  full  of  dregs : 
Methinka,  false  hearts  should  never  have  sound  legs. 
Thus  honest  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  court'sies. 

!I%m,  Now,  Apemantus,  if  thou  wert  not  sullen, 
I  would  be  good  to  thee. 

Apem.  No,  I'll  nothing :  for  if  I  should  be  bribed  too, 
there  would  be  none  left  to  rail  upon  thee ;  and  then  thou 
wouldst  sin  the  faster.  Thou  givest  so  long,  Timon,  I  fear 
me  thou  wilt  give  away  thyself  in  paper  shortly :  what  need 
these  feasts,  pomps,  and  v^n-glories  t 

Tim,  Nay,  an  you  begin  to  rail  on  society  once,  I  am 
Bworn  not  to  give  regard  to  you.  Farewell ;  and  come  with 
better  music.  [Exit, 

Apem,  So ;  (**) — thou  wilt  not  Lear  me  now, — thou  shalt 
Dot  then,  I'll  lock  thy  heaven  &om  thee. 
O,  that  men's  ears  should  be 
To  counsel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery  !  [Exit. 


Scene  I.     The  tame,    A  room  in  a  Senator's  houte. 
Biiter  a  Senator,  wUh  papera  in  his  hand. 
Sen.  And  late,  five  thousand ; — to  Varro  and  to  Isidore 
He  owes  nine  thousand ; — besides  my  former  sum. 
Which  makes  it  five-and-twenty. — Still  in  motion 
Of  raging  waste  ?     It  cannot  hold ;  it  will  not. 
If  I  want  gold,  steal  but  a  beggar's  dog, 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,  the  dog  coins  gold : 
If  I  would  sell  my  horse,  and  buy  twenty  (")  more 
Better  than  he,  why,  give  my  horse  to  Timon, 
Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me,  straight. 
And  able  horses :  no  porter  at  his  gate ; 
But  rather  one  that  smiles,  and  still  invites 
All  that  pass  by.     It  cannot  hold ;  no  reason 
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Can  foundC*)  his  state  in  safety. — Caphis,  hoi 
Caphis,  I  sa; ! 

Ent«r  Cafhis. 

Capk.         Here,  sir ;  what  is  your  pleasure  t 

Sen,  Get  on  yout  cloak,  and  haste  you  to  Lord  Timon ; 
Imp6rtune  him  for  my  moneys ;  be  not  ceas'd 
With  slight  denial  j  nor  then  silenc'd,  when — 
"Commend  me  to  your  master" — and  the  cap 
Plays  in  the  right  hand,  thus :— but  tell  him,(3*) 
My  uses  cry  to  me,  I  must  serve  my  turn 
Out  of  mine  own ;  his  days  and  times  are  past. 
And  jny  reliances  on  his  fracted  dates 
Have  smit  my  credit :  I  love  and  honour  him ; 
But  must  not  break  my  back  to  heal  his  finger : 
_  Immediate  are  my  needs ;  and  my  relief 
Must  not  be  toas'd  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words, 
But  find  supply  immediate.     Get  you  gone ; 
Put  oa  a  most  importunate  aspect, 
A  visage  of  demand ;  for,  I  do  fear, 
When  every  feather  sticks  in  his  own  wing, 
Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull, 
Which  flashes  now  a  phoenix.     Get  you  gone. 

Caph,  I  go,  sir. 

Sen.  Take  the  bonds  along  with  you, 

And  have  the  dates  in  compt.(^) 

CapA.  I  will,  sir. 

Sen,  Go.  lExeunt. 


Scene  II.     The  tame.    A  hall  in  Timon's  kotue. 
Enter  FiAVtua,  wUh  many  bills  in  kit  hand. 
Flavins.  No  care,  no  stop !  so  senseless  of  expense. 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it, 
Nor  cease  his  flow  of  riot:  takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him ;  nor  resumes  ('^)  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue :  never  mind 
Was  to  be  so  unwise,  to  be  so  kind. 
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What  shall  be  done  ?  lie  will  cot  hear,  till  feel : 

I  must  be  round  with  him,  now  he  comes  from  bunting. 

Tie,  fie,  fie,  fie ! 

£iU«r  Cafhib,  artd  the  Servaute  o/Ibidobx.  and  Varbo. 
Caph.  Good  even,  Varro :  what. 

You  come  for  money  i 

Far.  Serv.  Is 't  not  your  business  too  ? 

Caph.  It  is: — and  yours  too,  Isidore  ? 

Isid.  Serv.  It  is  so. 

Caph.  Would  we  were  all  dischai^'d ! 

Far.  Serv.  I  fear  it. 

Caph.  Here  comes  the  lord. 

Enter  TiHOir,  Alcibiades,  and  Lords,  tte. 

Tim.  So  soon  as  dinner's  done,  we'll  forth  again. 
My  Alcibiades. — With  me  ?  what  is  your  will  ? 

Caph.  My  lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 

Tim.  Dues  1     Whence  are  you  ? 

Caph.  Of  Athens  here,  my  lord. 

TVffi.  Go  to  my  steward. 

Caph,  Please  it  your  lordship,  he  hath  put  me  oflF 
To  the  succession  of  new  days  this  month : 
My  master  is  awak'd  by  great  occasion 
To  call  upon  his  own ;  and  humbly  prays  you. 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you'll  suit. 
In  giving  him  his  right. 

-   Tim.  Mine  honest  friend, 

I  prithee,  but  repair  to  me  next  morning. 

Caph.  Nay,  good  my  lord, — 

J7%n.  Contain  thyself,  good  friend. 

Far.  Serv,  One  Varro's  servant,  my  good  lord, — 

Itid.  Serv.  From  Isidore ; 

He  humbly  prays  your  speedy  payment, — 

Caph.  If  you  did  know,  my  lord,  my  master's  wants, — 

Far.  Serv.  'Twaa  due  on  forfeiture,  my  lord,  six  weeks 
And  past, — 

Itid.  Serv.  Your  steward  puts  me  off,  my  lord ; 
And  I  am  sent  expressly  to  your  lordship. 
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Tim.  Give  me  breath. — 
I  do  beseech  you,  good  mj  lords,  keep  on ; 
I'll  wait  upon  you  instantly.       [ExeuiU  Alciiiadet  and  Lord*. 
Come  hither :  pray  you,  [To  Flav. 
How  goes  the  world,  that  I  am  thus  encounter'd 
With  clamorous  demands  of  date-broke  bonds,(v) 
And  the  detention  of  long-aince-due  debts. 
Against  my  honour  ? 

Flao.  Please  you,  gentlemen. 

The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  business : 
Your  importunacy  cease  till  after  dinner ; 
That  I  may  make  his  lordship  understand 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Tim.  Do  so,  my  friends. — 

See  them  well  entertain'd.  [Exit. 

Flav.  P^^y,  draw  near.  [£acit. 

Enter  Apeuaktus  and  FooL 

Caph.  Stay,  stay,  here  comes  the  fool  with  Apemantus: 
let's  ha'  some  sport  with  'em. 

Var.  Serv.  Hang  him,  he'll  abuse  us. 

Iiid.  Serv.  A  plague  upon  him,  dog  I 

Far.  Serv.  How  dost,  fool  ? 

Apem.  Dost  dialogue  with  thy  shadow  ? 

Var.  Serv.  I  speak  not  to  thee. 

Apem.  No,  'tis  to  thyself. — Come  away.        [2b  the  Fool. 

Jsid.  Serv.  \to  Var.  iSert.]  There's  the  fool  hangs  on  your 
back  already, 

Apem.    No,   thou  stand'st  single,   thou'rt  not  on  him 
yet. 

Caph.  Where's  the  fool  now  t 

Apem.    He  last  asked  the  question. — Poor  rogues,  and 
usurers'  men !  bawds  between  gold  and  want  I 

AU  Serv.  What  are  we,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Asses. 

All  Serv.  Why? 

Apem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and  do  not  know 
yourselves, — Speak  to  'em,  fool. 
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Fool,  How  do  you,  gfentlemen  ? 

jiU  Sitrv.  Oramercies,  good  fool :  how  does  your  mis- 
tress? 

Fool.  She's  e'en  setting  on  water  to  scald  such  chickens 
as  you  are.     Would  we  could  see  you  at  Corinth  ! 

Apem.  Good  1  gramercy. 

Fool.  Look  you,  here  comes  my  miatreas'(*o)  page. 

Eiilef  Page. 

Page  \io  the  FooV].  Why,  how  now,  captain!  what  do 
you  in  this  wise  company  ? — How  dost  thou,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth,  that  I  might 
answer  thee  profitably. 

Page.  Prithee,  Apemantus,  read  me  the  superscription  of 
these  letters :  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

Apem.  Canst  not  read  ? 

Page.  No. 

Apem,  There  will  little  learning  die,  then,  that  day  thou 
art  banged.  This  ia  to  Lord  Timon;  this  to  Alcibiades. 
G-o ;  thou  wast  horn  a  bastard,  and  thou't  die  a  bawd. 

Page.  Thou  wast  whelped  a  dog,  and  thou  shalt  famish 
a  dog's  death.     Answer  not,  I  am  gone. 

Apem.  E'enso  thou  outrunnest  grace.  [£xjfPa^e.]  Fool, 
I  will  go  with  you  to  Lord  Timon's. 

Foal,  Will  you  leave  me  there  ? 

Apem.  If  Timon  stay  at  home. — You  three  serve  three 
usurers  I 

All  Serv.  Ay ;  would  they  served  us ! 

Apem.  So  would  I, — as  good  a  trick  as  ever  hangman 
served  thief. 

Fool.  Are  you  three  usurers'  men  ? 

All  Serv.  Ay,  fool. 

Fool.  I  think  no  usurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his  servant :  my 
mistress  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool.  When  men  come  to 
borrow  of  your  masters,  they  approach  sadly,  and  go  away 
merry ;  but  they  enter  my  mistress'^)  house  merrily,  and 
go  away  sadly :  the  reason  of  this  ? 

Far.  Serv.  I  could  render  one. 

Apem.  Do  it,  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  whore- 
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master  and  a  knave ;  which,  notwithstanding,  thou  shalt  be 
no  less  esteemed. 

Var,  Serv.  What  is  a  whoremaster,  fool  ? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  something  like  tUee. 
"Pis  a  spirit:  sometime 't  appears  like  a  lord;  sometime  like 
a  lawyer ;  sometime  like  a  philosopher,  with  two  stones  more 
than's  artificial  one:  he  is  very  often  like  a  knight;  and, 
generally,  in  all  shapes  that  man  goes  up  and  down  in  from 
fourscore  to  thirteen,  this  spirit  walks  in. 

Var.  Serv.  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fool. 

Fool.  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wise  man ;  as  much  fooler; 
as  I  have,  so  much  wit  thou  lackest. 

Apetn.  That  answer  might  have  become  Apemantus. 

All  Serv.  Aside,  aside ;  here  comes  Lord  Tiroon. 

Re-enter  TlXON  and  Flavius. 

Apem.  Come  with  me,  fool,  come. 

Fool.  I  do  not  always  follow  lover,  elder  brother,  and 
woman ;  sometime  the  philosopher. 

[Exettnt  Apemanhit  and  Fool. 

Flav.  Pray  you,  walk  near :  I'll  speak  with  you  anon. 

[Exeunt  Servant*. 

Tim.  You  make  me  marvel :  wherefore,  ere  this  time. 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  state  before  me ; 
That  I  might  so  have  rated  my  expense. 
As  I  had  leave  of  means  ? 

Flav.  You  would  not  hear  me. 

At  many  leisures  I  propo8'd.(s*) 

Tim.  Go  to : 

Perchance  some  single  vantages  you  took. 
When  my  indisposition  put  you  back ; 
And  that  unaptness  made  your  minister. 
Thus  to  excuse  yourself. 

Flav.  O  my  good  lord, 

At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accounts, 
Laid  them  before  you  j  you  would  throw  them  oflf, 
And  say,  you  found  them  in  mine  honesty. 
When,  for  some  trifling  present,  you  have  bid  me 
Return  so  much,  I  have  shook  my  head  and  wept ; 
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Yea,  'gainst  the  authori^  of  manners,  praj'd  you 
To  hold  your  hand  more  close :  I  did  endure 
Not  seldom,  nor  no  slight  checks,  when  I  have 
Prompted  you,  in  the  ebh  of  your  estate. 
And  your  great  flow  of  debts.     My(")  lov'd  lord. 
Though  you  hear  now  (too  late !),  yet  now's  a  time, 
The  greatest  of  your  having  lacks  a  half 
To  pay  your  present  debts. 

7!f».  Let  all  my  land  be  sold. 

Hav,  'Tis  all  engag'd,  some  forfeited  and  gone  i 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  stop  the  mouth 
Of  present  dues :  the  future  comes  apace : 
What  shall  defend  the  interim  ?  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reckoning  ? 

Tim.  To  Lacedsemon  did  my  land  extend. 

Flav.  O  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  but  a  word : 
Were  it  all  yours  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 
How  quickly  were  it  gone ! 

Hm.  You  tell  me  true. 

Flav.  If  you  suspect  my  husbandry  or  falsehood. 
Coll  me  before  the  ezactest  auditors. 
And  set  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  gods  bless  me. 
When  all  our  offices  have  been  oppress'd 
With  riotous  feeders ;  when  our  vaults  have  wept 
With  drunken  spilth  of  wine ;  when  every  room 
Hath  blaz'd  with  lights,  and  hray'd  with  minstrelsy ; 
I  have  retir'd  me  to  a  wasteful  cock, 
And  set  mine  eyes  at  flow. 

2%».  Prithee,  no  more. 

Flav.  Heavens,  have  I  said,  the  bounty  of  this  lord ! 
How  many  prodigal  bits  have  slaves  and  peasants 
This  night  englutted !     Who  is  not  Timon's  ?[«) 
What  heart,  head,  sword,  force,  means,  but  is  Lord  Timon's  ? 
Great  Timon,  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon  I 
Ah,  when  the  means  are  gone  that  buy  this  praise. 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praise  is  made : 
Feast-won,  fast-lost;  one  cloud  of  winter  showers, 
These  flies  are  couch'd. 

Tim.  Come,  sermon  me  no  f 
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No  nllanotu  bounty  yet  hatfa  pass'd  my  heart ; 

Unwisely,  not  ignobly,  Kave  I  given. 

"Why  doat  thou  weep  ?     Canst  thou  the  conscience  lack. 

To  think  I  shall  lack  friends?     Secure  thy  heart; 

If  I  would  broach  the  vessels  of  my  love, 

And  try  the  argument  of  hearts  by  borrowing, 

Men  and  men's  fortunes  could  I  frankly  use 

As  I  can  bid  thee  speak. 

Flav.  Assurance  bless  your  thoughts ! 

Tim.  And,  in  some  sort,  these  wants  of  mine  are  ciown'd. 
That  I  account  them  blessings ;  for  by  these 
Shall  I  try  friends :  you  shall  perceive  how  you 
Mistake  my  fortunes;  I  am  wealthy  in  my  friends. — 
Within  there!     FUminius!(M)  Servilius! 

Brtler  Flahinius,  Sebvilius,  and  other  Servants. 

Servants.  My  lord  ?  my  lord  ?— 

Tim.  I  will  dispatch  you  severally; — you,  to  Lord  Lu- 
cius ; — to  Lord  Lucullus  you ;  I  hunted  with  his  honour  to- 
day ; — you,  to  Sempronius :  commend  me  to  their  loves ;  and, 
I  am  proud,  say,  that  my  occasions  have  found  time  to  use 
*em  toward  a  supply  of  money:  let  the  request  be  fifty 
talents. 

Flam.  As  you  have  said,  my  lord. 

Flav.  I-ord  Lucius  and  Lucullus  ?  hum  !  \Aiide. 

Twi.  Go  you,  sir  [to  another  Serv.^,  to  the  senators 
(Of  whom,  even  to  the  state's  best  health,  I  have 
Deserv'd  this  hearing) ;  bid  'em  send  o'  the  instant 
A  thousand  talents  to  roe. 

Flav.  I  haire  been  bold 

(For  that  I  knew  it  the  most  general  way) 
To  them  to  use  your  signet  and  your  name ; 
But  they  do  shake  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is 't  true  f  can 't  be  ? 

Fla^.  They  answer,  in  a  joint  and  corporate  voice, 
That  now  they  are  at  fall,  want  treasure,  cannot 
Do  what  they  would ;  are  sorry — you  are  honourable, — 
But  yet  they  could  have  wish'd — they  know  not — 
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Something  hath  been  amiss — a  noble  nature 

May  catch  a  wrench — would  all  were  well — 'tis  pity ; — 

And  so,  intending  other  serious  matters, 

After  distasteful  looks,  and  these  hard  fractions. 

With  certain  half-caps  and  cold-moving  nods 

They  froze  me  into  silence. 

Tim.  You  gods,  reward  them ! — 

Prithee,  man,  look  cheerly.     These  old  fellows 
Have  tlieir  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary : 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  seldom  flows; 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth  they  ate  not  kind ; 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth. 
Is  fiishion'd  for  the  journey,  dull  and  heavy. — 
Go  to  VentidiuB  [to  a  Serv."]  : — Prithee  [to  Flav.],  be  not  sad, 
Thou  art  true  and  honest ;  ingeniously  I  speak. 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee: — [to  Serv.']  Yentidius  lately 
Buried  his  father ;  by  whose  death  he's  stepp'd 
Into  a  great  estate  :  when  he  was  poor, 
Imprison'd,  and  in  scarcity  of  friends, 
I  clear'd  him  with  five  talents :  greet  him  from  me ; 
Bid  him  suppose  some  good  necessity 
Touches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  remember'd 
With  those  five  talents :— [to  Flav.']  That  had,  give 't  these 

fellows 
To  whom  'tis  instant  due.     Ne'er  speak,  or  think. 
That  Timon's  fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can  sink, 

Flav,  I  would  I  could  not  think  it :  that  thought  is  boun- 
ty's foe ; 
Being  £ree  itself,  it  thinks  all  others  so.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 

ScENS  I.     Athena.    A  room  in  Ldcullus'  Houte. 
Flahhtids  toaUing.     Enter  a  Servant  to  him. 
Serv.  Ihavetoldmylordof  you;  he  is  coming  down  to  you. 
Flam.  I  thank  you,  sir. 
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EitUfe  Ldcdllus. 

Sen.  Here's  my  lord. 

IaumL  \ande\  One  of  Lord  Timon'a  men  ?  a  pft,  I  war- 
rant. Wliy,  this  hits  right;  I  dreamt  of  a  diver  basin  and 
ewer  to-night. — Flaminiiis,  honest  Flaminius ;  you  are  very 
respectively  welcome,  sir. — Fill  me  some  wine.  \Ea^t  Ser- 
vant.']— And  how  does  that  honourable,  complete,  freehearted  ■ 
gentleman  of  Athens,  thy  very  bountiful  good  lord  and  mas- 
ter? 

Flam.  His  health  is  well,  sir. 

Lucul.  J  am  right  glad  that  his  health  ia  well,  sir :  and 
what  hast  thou  there  under  thy  cloak,  pretty  Flaminius  ? 

Flam.  Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  sir;  which,  in 
my  lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  entreat  your  honour  to  supply ; 
who,  having  great  and  instant  occasion  to  uae  fifty  talents,  hatb 
sent  to  your  lordship  to  furnish  him,  nothing  doubting  your 
present  assistance  therein. 

Lucul.  La,  la,  la,  la, — ^nothing  doubting,  says  he  ?  Alas, 
good  lord!  a  noble  gentleman  'tis,  if  he  would  not  keep  so 
good  a  house.  Many  a  time  and  often  I  ha'  dined  with  him, 
and  told  him  on't ;  and  come  again  to  supper  to  him,  of  pur- 
pose to  have  him  spend  less ;  and  yet  be  would  embrace  no 
counsel,  take  no  warning  by  my  coming.  Every  man  has  bis 
fault,  and  honesty  is  bis:  I  ha'  told  him  on't,  but  I  could 
ne'er  get  him  from 't. 

Re-Miier  Servaat,  with  winA 

Serv.  Please  your  lordship,  here  is  the  wine. 

Lucul.  Flaminius,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wise.  Here's 
to  thee. 

Flam.  Your  lordship  speaks  your  pleasure. 

Lucul.  I  have  observed  thee  always  for  a  towardly  prompt 
spirit, — give  thee  thy  due, — and  one  that  knows  what  belongs 
to  reason ;  and  canst  use  the  time  well,  if  the  time  use  thee 
well :  good  parts  in  thee. — Get  you  gone,  sirrah  [to  the  Ser- 
vant,  who  goet  ouC[. — Draw  nearer,  honest  Flaminius.  Thy 
lord's  a  bountiful  gentleman:  but  thou  art  wise;  and  thou 
knowest  well  enough,  although  thou  comest  to  me,  that  this 
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is  no  time  to  lend  money ;   especially  upon  bare  friendship, 
without  security.     Here's  three  solidares  for  thee :  good  boy,  - 
wink  at  me,  and  say  thou  sawest  me  not.     Fare  thee  well. 

Flam.  Is't  possible  the  world  should  so  much  difier. 
And  we  alive  Uiat  liv'd  ?     Fly,  damned  baseness. 
To  him  that  worships  thee!  [Throtoiag  the  money  hack. 

LucuL  Hal   now  I  see  thou  art  a  fool,  and  fit  for  thy 
master.  {Exit. 

Flam.  May  these  odd  to  the  number  that  may  scald  thee  I 
I<et  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation, 
Thou  disease  of  a  friend,  and  not  himself  1 
Has  friendship  such  a  faint  and  milky  heart. 
It  turns  in  lesa  than  two  nights  i  O  you  gods, 
I  feel  my  master's  passion !  this  slave 
Unto  his  honoured  has  my  lord's  meat  in  him : 
^hy  should  it  thrive,  and  turn  to  nutriment, 
^hen  he  is  tum'd  to  poison  7 
O,  may  diseases  only  work  upon't  < 

And,  when  he 's  sick  to  death,  let  not  that  part  of  nature 
Which  my  lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  power 
To  expel  sickness,  but  prolong  bis  hour  I  [Exit, 


SCEKB  II.     The  tame.    A  public  place. 
Enter  Lucius,  toith  three  Strangers. 

Luc.  Who,  the  Lord  Timon !  he  is  my  very  good  friend, 
and  an  honourable  gentleman. 

First  Strati.  We  know  him  for  no  less,  though  we  are  hut 
strangers  to  him.  But  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  my  lord,  and 
which  I  hear  &om  common  rumours, — now  Lord  Timon's 
happy  hours  are  done  and  past,  and  his  estate  shrinks  from 
him. 

Zuc.  Fie,  no,  do  not  believe  it ;  he  cannot  want  for  money. 

Sec.  Stran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that,  not  long 
ago,  one  of  his  men  was  with  the  Lord  Lucullus  to  borrow  so 
many  talents ;  nay,  urged  extremely  for't,  and  ^owed  what 
necessity  belonged  to't,  and  yet  was  denied. 
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Luc.  How! 

Sec.  Stran,  I  tell  you,  denied,  my  loid. 

Luc.  What  a  strange  case  was  that !  now,  hefore  the  gods, 
I  am  ashamed  on't.  Denied  that  honourable  man  1  there  was 
very  little  honour  showed  in't.  For  my  own  part,  I  must 
needs  confess,  I  have  received  some  small  kindnesses  from 
him,  as  money,  plate,  jewels,  and  such-tike  trifles,  nothing 
comparing  to  his ;  yet,  had  he  mistook  him,  and  sent  to  me, 
I  should  ne'er  have  denied  his  occasion  so  many  talents. 

Enier  Ssbyilius. 

Ser.  See,  by  good  hap,  yonder's  my  lord ;  I  have  swet  to 
see  his  honour. — My  honoured  lord, —  [To  Lucitu, 

Luc.  Servilius !  you  are  kindly  met,  sir.  Fore  thee  well : 
commend  me  to  thy  honourable  virtuous  lord,  my  very  ex- 
quisite friend. 

Ser.  May  it  please  your  honour,  my  lord  hath  sent — 

Luc.  Ha!  what  has  he  sent?  I  am  so  much  endeared  to 
that  lord ;  he's  ever  sending :  hovr  shall  I  thank  him,  thinkest 
thou  ?     And  what  has  he  sent  now  ? 

Ser.  HasC)  only  sent  his  present  occasion  now,  my  lord; 
requesting  your  lordship  to  supply  his  instant  use  with  so 
many  talents. 

Luc.  I  know  his  lordship  is  but  merry  with  mej 
He  cannot  want  fifty-five  hundred  talents. 

Ser,  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  less,  my  lord. 
If  bis  occasion  were  not  virtuous, 
I  should  not  urge  it  half  so  faithfully. 

laic.  Dost  thou  speak  seriously,  Servilius  t 

Ser.  Upon  my  soul,  'tis  true,  air. 

Luc.  What  a  wicked  beast  was  I  to  disfumish  myself 
against  such  a  good  time,  when  I  might  ha'  shown  myself 
honourable !  how  unluckily  it  happened,  that  I  should  pur- 
chase the  day  before  for  a  little  part,C*)  and  undo  a  great  deal 
of  honour! — Servilius,  now,  before  the  gods,  I  am  not  able 
to  do,('') — the  more  beast,  I  say : — I  was  sending  to  use  Lord 
Timon  myself,  these  gentlemen  can  witness;  but  I  would 
not,  for  the  wealth  of  Athens,  I  had  done't  now.  Com- 
mend me  bountifully  to  his  good  lordship ;  and  I  hope  his 
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honour  will  conceive  the  fairest  of  me,  because  I  have  no 
power  to  be  kind: — and  tell  him  this  from  me,  I  count  it 
one  of  my  ^eatest  afflictions,  say,  that  I  cannot  pleasure 
such  an  honourable  gentleman.  Good  Servilius,  will  you 
befriend  me  so  far,  as  to  use  mine  own  words  to  him  ? 

Ser,  Yes,  air,  I  shall. 

Jjuc.  Ill  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servilius. 

[Exit  Serriliui. 
True,  as  you  said,  Timon  is  shrunk  indeed ; 
And  he  that's  once  denied  will  hardly  speed.  [Exit, 

Firtt  Slran,  Do  you  observe  this,  Hostilius  f 

Sec.  Strati.  Ay,  too  well, 

Fh-tt  Stran.  Why,  this  is  the  world's  soul ;  and  just  of 
the  same  piece 
Is  every  flatterer's  spirit.  (")     Who  can  call  him 
His  friend  that  dips  in  the  same  dish  ?  for,  in 
My  knowing,  Timon  has  been  this  lord's  father, 
And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purse ; 
Supported  his  estate ;  nay,  Timon's  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages :  he  ne'er  drinks. 
But  Timon'a  silver  treads  upon  bis  lip ; 
And  yet  (O,  see  the  monstrousness  of  man 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  shape !) 
He  does  deny  him,  in  respect  of  his, 
What  charitable  men  afford  to  beggars. 

Third  Stran.  Religion  groans  at  it. 

Mrst  Stran.  For  mine  own  part, 

I  never  tasted  Timon  in  my  life, 
Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me. 
To  mark  me  for  his  friend;  yet,  I  protest. 
For  his  right  noble  mind,  illustrious  virtue, 
And  honourable  carriage. 
Had  his  necessity  made  use  of  me, 
I  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  donation. 
And  the  best  half  should  have  retura'd  to  him, 
So  much  1  love  his  heart :  hut,  I  perceive. 
Men  must  leam  now  with  pi^  to  dispense ; 
For  policy  sits  above  conscience.  [Exeunt, 
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Scene  III.     Th«  same.   A  room  in  Sehpronius'  hoate, 
Evier  Skkpboniub,  txnd  a  Seirant  o/'Tihon'b. 

Sem.  Must  he  needs  trouble  me  in 't, — hum  1 — 'bove  all 
others? 
He  might  have  tried  Lord  Lucius  or  Lucullus; 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too, 
Whom  he  redeem'd  from  prison :  ail  these 
Owe  their  estates  unto  him. 

Sen.  My  lord. 

They  have  all  been  touch'd,  and  found  baso  metal;  for 
They  have  all  denied  him. 

Sem.  How  I  have  they  denied  him  ? 

Has  Ventidiua  and  Lucullus  denied  him  ? 
And  does  he  send  to  me  J    Three  ?  hum ! — 
It  shows  but  little  love  or  judgment  in  him : 
Must  I  be  his  last  refuge  ?     His  friends,  like  physicians, 
Thrive,(^')  give  him  over :  must  I  take  the  cure  upon  me  i 
HaB(^')  much  disgrac'd  me  in 't;  I'm  angry  at  him, 
That  might  have  known  my  place :  I  see  no  sense  for 't. 
But  his  occasions  might  have  woo'd  me  first  j 
For,  in  my  conscience,  I  was  the  first  man 
That  e'er  receiv'd  gift  from  him : 
And  does  he  think  so  backwardly  of  me  now. 
That  I'll  requite  it  last  ?     No : 
So  it  may  prove  an  argument  of  laughter 
To  the  rest,  and  'mongst  lords.I(*')  be  thought  a  fool. 
I'd  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  sum. 
Had  sent  to  me  first,  hut  for  my  mind's  sake ; 
I'd  such  a  courage  to  do  him  good.     Bat  now  return, 
And  with  their  faint  reply  this  answer  join ; 
Who  bates  mine  honour  shall  not  know  my  coin.  [Exit. 

Serv.  Excellent  1  Your  lordship's  a  goodly  villain.  The 
devil  knew  not  what  he  did  when  he  made  man  politic, — ^he 
crossed  himself  by 't :  and  I  cannot  think  but,  in  the  end,  the 
vilianies  of  man  will  set  him  clear.  How  fairly  this  lord 
strives  to  appear  foul !  takes  virtuous  copies  to  be  wicked ; 
like  those  that,  under  hot  ardent  zeal,  would  set  whole  realms 
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Of  such  a  nature  is  his  politic  love. 

This  was  mj  lord's  best  hope ;  now  tdl  are  fled. 

Save  only  the  gods :  {**)  now  his  friends  are  dead, 

Doors,  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  wards 

Man;  a  bounteous  year,  must  be  employ'd 

Now  to  guard  sure  their  master. 

And  this  is  all  a  liberal  course  allows ; 

Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth  must  keep  his  house.         [^Exit. 


Scene  IV.     The  tame.   A  hall  in  Timon's  hotue. 

Enter  two  Servants  o/ Vabko,  and  the  Servant  ofLvcius,  nteeUng 
Titus,  Hobtshbids,  amd  other  Servants  </  Tihom's  eredUort, 
vxiiting  hit  coming  out. 

Firtt  Far.  Sen.  Well  met ;  good  morrow,  Titus  and 
Hortensius. 

J^t.  The  like  to  you,  kind  Yarro. 

Hor.  Lucius ! 

What,  do  we  meet  together  ? 

Luc.  Serv.  Ay,  and  I  think 

One  business  does  command  us  all;  for  mine 
Is  money. 

lit.  So  is  theirs  and  ours. 

Enter  Phiiotos. 

Luc.  Serv.  And  Sir  Pbilotus  too ! 

Phi.  Good  day  at  once. 

Luc.  Sen.  Welcome,  good  brother. 

What  do  you  think  the  hour  f 

Phi.  Labouring  for  nine. 

Luc.  Sen.  So  much  ? 

Phi.  Is  not  my  lord  seen  yet  t 

Luc.  Serv.  Not  yet. 

^At.  I  wonder  on  *t ;  he  was  wont  to  shine  at  seven. 

Lvc.  Sen,  Ay,  but  the  days  ate  wax'd  shorter  with  him : 
You  must  consider  that  a  prodigal  course 
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Is  like  the  sun's ;  but  not,  like  his,  recoverable. 
I  fear 

'Tis  deepest  winter  in  Lord  Timon's  purse ; 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  aod  yet 
Find  little. 

Phi.      I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

7?/.  Ill  show  you  how  to  obseire  a  strange  erent. 
Tour  lord  aeods  now  for  money. 

Jlor.  Most  true,  he  does. 

Tit.  And  he  wears  jewels  now  of  Timon's  gift, 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

Hot.  It  is  against  my  heart. 

Xtfc.  Serv.  Mark,  how  strange  it  shows, 

Timon  in  thb  should  pay  more  than  he  owes : 
And  e'en  as  if  your  lord  should  wear  rich  jewels, 
And  send  for  money  for  'em. 

Hor.  I'm  weary  of  this  cha^e,  the  gods  can  witness : 
I  know  my  lord  hath  spent  of  Timon's  wealth, 
And  now  ingratitude  makes  it  worse  than  stealth. 

Firtt  Far.  Serv.  Yes,  mine's  three  thousand  crowns : 
what's  yours  ? 

Luc.  Serv.  Five  thousand  mine. 

lint  Var.  Serv.  'Tis  much  deep :  and  it  should  seem  by 
the  sum, 
Your  master's  confidence  was  above  mine ; 
£lse,  surely,  his  had  equall'd. 

Enter  Flaxuiivb. 

lU.  One  of  Lord  Timon's  men. 

Luc.  Serv.  Flaminius  1  Sir,  a  word :  pray,  is  my  lord  ready 
to  come  forth  ? 

Flam.  No,  indeed,  he  is  not. 

Hi.  We  attend  his  lordship ;  pray,  signify  so  much. 

Flam.  I  need  not  tell  him  that;  he  knows  you  are  too 
diligent.  [Exii. 

ErU«r  Flavics  in  a  cloak,  muffied. 

Luc.  Serv.  Ha !  is  not  that  bis  steward  muffled  so  ? 
He  goes  away  in  a  cloud:  call  him,  call  him. 

Tit.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 
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Both  Far.  Serv.f^)  By  your  leave,  sir, — 

Flav.  What  do  ye  ask  of  me,  my  friends  ?  (*°) 

Tit.  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,  air. 

Fiaj>.  Ay,(*0 

If  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
'Twere  sure  enough. 

Why  then  preferr'd  you  not  your  sums  and  bills, 
When  your  false  masters  eat  of  my  lord's  meat  t 
Then  they  could  smile,  and  fawn  upon  his  debu. 
And  take  down  the  interest  into  their  gluttonous  maws. 
You  do  yourselves  but  wrong  to  stir  me  up ; 
Let  me  pass  quietly : 

Beliere  't,  my  lord  and  I  have  made  an  end ; 
I  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  spend. 

Lttc.  Sen.  Ay,  bat  this  answer  will  not  serve. 

I^lav.  If  'twill  not  serve,  'tis  not  so  base  as  you ; 
For  you  serve  knaves.  lExit. 

Firtt  Var,  Serv.  How !  what  does  his  cashiered  worship 
mutter  ? 

Sec.  Far,  Serv.  No  matter  what ;  he's  poor,  and  that's 
revenge  enough.  Who  can  speak  broader  than  he  that  has 
no  house  to  put  his  head  in  t  such  may  rail  against  great 
buildings. 

EtUer  SsRVlLiirs. 

Jit.  O,  here's  Servilius;  now  we  shall  know  some  an- 
swer. 

Ser.  If  I  might  beseech  you,  gentlemen,  to  repair  some 
other  hour,  I  should  derive-  much  from  't ;  for,  take 't  of  my 
soul,  mj  lord  leans  wondrously  to  discontent:  his  comfort- 
able temper  has  forsook  him;  he's  much  out  of  health,  and 
keeps  his  chamber. 

Xuc.  Serv.  Many  do  keep  their  chambers  are  not  sick  : 
And,  if  it  be  so  far  beyond  his  health, 
Methinks  he  should  the  sooner  pay  his  debts, 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  gods. 

Serv.  Good  gods ! 

Hit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  answer,  sir. 

Flam,  [vtithifi]  Servilius,  help ! — My  lord !  my  lord ! 
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Enter  tinos,  m  a  rage;  TLAxrnuJB/elloimng. 

Tim.  What,  are  my  doors  oppos'd  against  my  passage  ? 
Hare  I  beea  ever  free,  and  must  tny  house 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,  my  gaol  ? 
The  place  which  I  have  feasted,  does  it  now, 
Like  all  mankind,  show  me  an  iron  heart ! 

Luc,  Sen.  Put  in  now,  Titus. 

Tit.  My  lord,  here  is  my  bill. 

Luc.  Sere.  Here's  mine. 

ffor.  iS'erp.(**)  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Both  Far.  Serv.  And  oura,  my  lord. 

Phi.  All  our  bills. 

lim.  Knock  me  down  with  'em :  cleave  me  to  the  ^dte. 

Luc.  Serv.  Alas,  my  lord, — 

Tim,  Cut  my  heart  in  sums. 

71<.  Mine,  fifty  talents. 

Tiitn.  Tell  out  my  blood. 

Luc,  Serv,  Five  thousand  crowns,  my  lord. 

Tim,  Five  thousand  drops  pays  that — What  yours? — 
and  yours  f 

First  Far,  Serv.  My  loid, — 

Sec,  Far,  Sen.  My  lord, — 

Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  upon  you ! 

lExit. 

ffor.  Faith,  I  perceive  our  masters  may  throw  their  caps 
at  their  money;  these  debts  may  well  be  called  desperate 
ones,  for  a  madman  owes  'em.  [^Exeunt. 

Be-efiter  Tmoii  and  Flaviub. 

71im.  They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  from  me,  the  slaves. 
Creditors  1 — devils. 

Flav,  My  dear  lord, — 

Tim.  What  if  it  should  be  so  f 

Flav.  My  lord,— 

Tim.  I'll  have  it  ho, — My  steward ! 

Flat.  Here,  my  lord. 

TVtn.  So  fitly  7     Go,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  Lucullus,  and  Semproniu8;(^)  all: 
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I'll  once  more  feast  the  rascala. 

Flav.  O  my  lord, 

You  only  speak  from  your  distracted  soul ; 
There  is  not  so  much  left,  to  furnish  out 
A  moderate  table. 

Tim.  Be 't  not  in  thy  care ;  go, 

I  cha^e  thee,  invite  them  all :  let  in  the  tide 
Of  kaares  once  more  j  my  cook  and  I'll  provide.       [Exeunt, 


Scene  V.     The  jame.    The  senate-hoate. 
The  Senate  sitting. 

First  Sen,  My  lord,(*")  you  have  my  voice  to  it ;  the  fault 's 
Bloody ;  'tis  necessary  he  should  die ; 
Nothing  emboldens  sin  so  much  as  mercy. 

See.  Sen,  Most  true ;  the  law  shall  bruise  hiro.(") 
Enter  Aloibiades,  attended. 

Alcib.  Honour,  health,  and  compassion  to  the  senate  t 

^Ttt  Sen.  Now,  captain  ? 

Alc^.  I  am  an  humble  suitor  to  your  virtues ; 
For  pi^  ia  the  virtue  of  the  law, 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly. 
It  pleases  time  and  fortune  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood. 
Hath  stepp'd  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 
To  those  that,  vrithout  heed,  do  plunge  into 't. 
He  is  a  man,  setting  his  fate  aside, 
Of  comely  virtues : 

Nor  did  he  soil  the  fact  with  cowardice 
(An  (■")  honour  in  him  which  buys  out  his  fault) ; 
But  vrith  a  noble  fury  and  fair  spirit, 
Seeing  his  reputation  touch'd  to  death. 
He  did  oppose  his  foe : 
And  with  such  sober  and  unnoted  passion 
He  did  behave  (^  bis  anger,  ere  'twas  spent. 
As  if  he  had  but  prov'd  an  argument. 

Firtt  Sen.  You  undergo  too  strict  a  paradox. 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair : 
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Your  words  liare  took  sucli  pains,  as  if  they  labour'd 

To  bring  manslaughter  into  form,  and  set  quanelliag 

Upon  the  head  of  valour ;  vhich,  indeed, 

Is  valour  misbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 

When  sects  and  factions  were  newlj  bom : 

He's  tnily  valiant  that  con  wisely  suffer 

The  worst  that  man  can  breathe ;  and  make  hia  wrongs 

His  ontsides, — to  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  carelessly ; 

And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart. 

To  bring  it  into  danger. 

If  wrongs  be  evils,  and  enforce  us  kill, 

What  folly  'tis  to  hazard  life  for  ill ! 

Alcib.  My  lord, — 

Firtt  Sen.  You  cannot  make  gross  sins  look  clear : 

To  revenge  is  no  valour,  but  to  bear. 

Alcib.  My  lords,  then,  under  favaur,  pardon  me, 
If  I  speak  like  a  captain: — 
Why  do  fond  men  expose  themselves  to  battle, 
And  not  endure  all  threats  ?  sleep  upon't, 
And  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  thtoats, 
Without  repugnancy  t    If  there  be 
Such  valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abroad  7  why  then,  women  are  more  valiant 
That  stay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it ; 
And  the  ass  more  captain  than  the  lion;  the  felon (**) 
Loaden  with  irons  wiser  than  the  judge, 
If  wisdom  he  in  suffering.     O  my  lords. 
As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good : 
Who  cannot  condemn  rashness  in  cold  blood? 
To  kill,  I  grant,  is  sin's  extremest  gust; 
But,  in  defence,  by  mercy,  'tis  most  just. 
To  be  in  anger  is  impiety ; 
But  who  is  man  that  is  not  angry  t 
Weigh  but  the  crime  with  this. 

See.  Sen.  You  breathe  in  vain. 

Alcib.  In  vain !  his  service  done 

At  Lacediemou  and  Byzantium 
Were  a  sufficient  briber  for  his  life, 

Firtt  Sen.  What's  that  ? 
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jileib.         Why,  I(**)  aay,  my  lords,  ha*  done  fair  service. 
And  slain  in  fight  many  of  your  enemies : 
How  full  of  valour  did  he  bear  himself 
Iq  the  last  conflict,  and  made  plenteous  wounds ! 

Sec.  Sen.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  'em,(^) 
He's  a  sworn  rioter :  he  has  a  sin  that  often 
Drowns  him,  and  takes  his  valour  prisoner : 
If  there  were  no  foe8,C)  that  were  enough 
To  overcome  him :  in  that  beastly  fury 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages, 
And  cherish  factions :  'tis  inferr'd  to  us. 
His  days  are  foul,  and  his  drink  dangerous. 

^TMt  Sen.  He  dies. 

Alcib.  Hard  fate !  he  might  have  died  in  war. 

My  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him 
(Though  Ma  right  arm  might  purchase  his  own  time, 
And  be  in  debt  to  none),  yet,  more  to  move  you, 
Take  my  deserts  to  his,  and  join  'em  both : 
And,  for  I  know  your  reverend  ages  love 
Security,  111  pawn  my  victories,  all 
My  honours('^)  to  you,  upon  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life. 
Why,  let  the  war  receive 't  in  valiant  gore ; 
For  law  is  strict,  and  war  is  nothing  more. 

Firtt  Sen.  We  are  for  law, — he  dies ;  urge  it  no  more, 
On  height  of  our  displeasure :  friend  or  brother, 
He  forfeits  bis  own  blood  that  spills  another. 

Alcib.  Must  it  be  so  ?  it  must  not  be.     My  lords, 
I  do  beseech  you,  know  me. 

Sec.  Sen.  How  I 

Akib.  Call  me  to  your  remembrances. 

Third  Sen.  What! 

Alcib.  I  cannot  think  but  your  age  has  forgot  me ; 
It  could  not  else  be,  I  should  prove  so  base. 
To  sue,  and  be  denied  such  common  grace : 
My  woimds  ache  at  you. 

Firtt  Sen.  Do  you  dare  our  anger  I 

'Tia  in  few  words,  but  spacious  in  effect ; 
We  banish  tbee  for  ever. 
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Aleib,  Banish  me ! 

Banish  your  dotage ;  banish  usur;, 
That  makes  the  senate  ugly. 

Fint  Sen.  If,  after  two  days'  shine,  Athens  contain  thee. 
Attend  our  weightier  judgment.  And,  not  to  swell  our  spirit, 
He  shall  be  executed  presently.  [Exeunt  Senator*. 

Aleib.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  old  enough ;  that  you  may 
live 
Only  ID  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you  1 
I'm  worse  than  mad :  I  have  kept  back  their  foes. 
While  they  have  told  their  money,  and  let  out 
Their  coin  upon  large  interest ;  I  myself 
Rich  only  in  large  hurts ; — all  those  for  this  ? 
Is  this  the  balsam  that  the  usuring  senate 
Pours  into  captains'  wounds  f     Banishment  ?  C) 
It  comes  not  ill ;  I  hate  not  to  be  banish'd ; 
It  is  a  cause  worthy  my  spleen  and  fury. 
That  I  may  strike  at  Athens.     I'll  cheer  up 
My  discontented  troops,  and  lay  for  hearts, 
'Tis  honour  with  most  lands  to  be  at  odds ; 
Soldiers  should  brook  as  little  wrongs  as  gods.  \^Exit. 


Scene  VI.    The  lame.   A  magnificent  room  in  Tihon's  koute. 

Mtme.  TaMea  $el  out :  Seryaata  atUnding.  ^nMrdiiwr«  Lords  (*") 
at  sewrat  dqon. 

FirMt  Lord.  The  good  time  of  day  to  you,  sir. 

See.  Lord.  I  also  wish  it  to  you.  I  think  this  honourable 
lord  did  hut  try  us  this  other  day. 

Firit  Lord.  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring,  when 
we  encountered:  I  hope  it  is  not  so  low  with  him  as  he 
made  it  seem  in  the  trial  of  his  aeveral  &iends. 

Sec.  Lord.  It  should  not  be,  by  the  persuasion  of  his 
new  feasting. 

First  Lord.  I  should  think  so :  he  hath  sent  me  an  earnest 
invitiDg,  which  many  my  near  occasions  did  urge  me  to  put 
off;  but  he  hath  conjured  me  beyond  them,  and  I  must  needs 
appear. 
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Sec.  Lord.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  m;^  impor- 
tunate business,  but  be  would  not  bear  my  excuse.  I  am 
sorry,  wben  be  sent  to  borrow  of  me,  tbat  my  provision  was 
out 

Fini  Lord.  I  am  sick  of  tbat  grief  too,  as  I  understand 
how  all  things  go. 

Sec.  Lord.  Every  man  here 's  so.  What  would  he  have 
borrowed  of  you  ? 

First  Lord.  A  thousand  pieces. 

Sec.  Lord.  A  thousand  pieces ! 

Firtt  Lord.  What  of  you  f 

Sec.  Lord.  He  sent  to  me,  air, — Here  be  comes. 

Snter  Timon  and  Atteadants. 

Tim.  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen  both : — and  bow  fare 
you? 

Firtt  Lord.  Ever  at  the  best,  bearing  well  of  your  lord- 
ship. 

Sec,  Lord.  The  swallow  follows  not  summer  more  willing 
than  we  your  lordship. 

Tim.  [atidel  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  winter;  such 
summer-birds  are  men. — Gentlemen,  our  dinner  will  not 
recompense  this  long  stay:  feast  your  ears  with  the  music 
awhile,  if  they  will  fare  so  harshly  o'  the  trumpet's  sound; 
we  shall  to 't  presently. 

Firtt  Lord.  I  hope  it  remains  not  unkindly  with  your 
lordship,  that  I  returned  you  an  empty  messenger. 

Tim.  O,  sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you, 

Sec.  Lord.  My  noble  lord, — 

Tim.  Ah,  my  good  friend, — what  cheer?(") 

Sec.  Lord.  My  most  honourable  lord,  I  am  e'en  sick  of 
shame,  that,  wben  your  lordship  this  other  day  sent  to  me,  I 
was  so  unfortunate  a  beggar. 

Tim,  Think  not  on 't,  sir. 

Sec.  Lord.  If  you  had  sent  but  two  hours  before, — 

Tim.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance.— 
Come,  bring  in  all  together.  [The  banquet  brought  in. 

Sec.  Lord.  All  covered  dishes ! 

Firtt  Lord.  Royal  cheer,  I  warrant  you. 

VOL,  V.  R 
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Third  Lord.  Doubt  not  that,  if  money  and  the  season  can 
yield  it 

Mrtt  Lord.  How  do  you  ?     What's  the  news  ? 

Third  Lord,  Alcibiades  is  banished :  hear  you  of  it  ? 

Firtt  and  Sec.  Lord.  Alcibiades  banished! 

Third  Lord.  "Tia  so,  be  sure  of  it. 

Firit  Lord.  How !  how ! 

Sec.  Lord,  I  pray  you,  upon  what  ? 

2iff».  My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near? 

Third  Lord.  I'll  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a  noble 
feast  toward. 

Sec,  Lord.  This  is  the  old  man  still. 

Third  Lord.  Wai  't  hold  ?  will 't  hold  ? 

Sec,  Lord.  It  does:  hut  time  will — and  so — 

Third  Lord.  I  do  conceive. 

Tim.  Each  man  to  his  stool,  with  that  spur  as  he  would 
to  the  lip  of  his  mistress :  your  diet  shall  be  in  all  places 
alike.  Make  not  a  city  feast  of  it,  to  let  the  meat  cool  ere 
we  can  agree  upon  the  first  place :  sit,  sit.  The  gods  require 
our  thanks. — 

You  great  benefactors,  sprinkle  our  society  with  thank- 
fulness. For  your  own  gifts,  make  yourselves  praised :  but 
reserve  still  to  give,  lest  your  deities  be  despised.  Lend  to 
each  man  enough,  that  one  need  not  lend  to  another ;  for, 
were  your  godheads  to  borrow  of  men,  men  would  forsake 
the  gods.  Make  the  meat  be  beloved  more  than  the  man 
that  gives  it.  Let  no  assembly  of  twenty  be  without  a  score 
of  villains:  if  there  sit  twelve  women  at  the  table,  let  a 
dozen  of  them  he — as  they  are.  The  rest  of  your  fees,(™)  O 
gods, — the  senators  of  Athens,  together  with  the  common 
lagC)  of  people, — what  is  amiss  in  them,  you  gods,  make 
suitable  for  destruction.  For  these  my  present  friends, — as 
they  are  to  me  nothing,  so  in  nothing  bless  them,  and  to  no- 
thing are  they  welcome. — 
Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap. 

[The  dishes  when  uncovered  are  seen  to  befall 
of  warm  water. 

Some  speak.  What  does  his  lordship  mean ! 
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Some  other.  I  know  not. 

Tim,  May  you  a  better  feast  never  behold, 
You  knot  of  mouth-friends !  smoke  and  luke-warm  water 
Is  your  perfection.     This  is  Timon's  last  j 
Who,  stuck  and  spangled  with  your(**)  flatteries. 
Washes  it  off,  and  sprinkles  in  your  faces 

[Tkrotoing  the  water  in  their  faces. 
Your  reeking  villany.     Lire  loath'd,  and  long, 
Most  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasites, 
Courteous  destroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  bears. 
You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher- friends,  time's  flies. 
Cap  and  knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute-jacks ! 
Of  man  and  beast  the  infinite  malady 
Crust  you  quite  o'er ! — What,  dost  thou  go  ? 
Soft !  take  thy  physic  first, — thou  too, — and  thou ; — 
Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. — 

[ThrOKi  the  dithes  at  them,  and  drines  them  out. 
What,  all  in  motion  ?     Henceforth  be  no  feast. 
Whereat  a  villain 's  not  a  welcome  guest. 
Bum,  house !  sink,  Athens !  henceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon  man  and  all  humanity  !  [£x>^ 

Re-enter  (*^)  the  Lords. 

Mrtt  Lord.  How  now,  my  lords ! 

Sec.  Lord.  Know  you  the  quality  of  Lord  Timon's  fuiy  ? 

Third  Lord.  Push !  did  you  see  my  cap  ? 

Fourth  Lord.  1  have  lost  my  gown. 

Firtt  Lord.  He's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  naught  but  hu- 
mour sways  him.  He  gave  me  a  jewel  th'  other  day,  and 
now  he  has  beat  it  out  of  my  hat : — did  you  see  my  jewel  ? 

IMrd  Lord.!^  Did  you  see  my  cap  ? 

Sec.  Lord.  Here  'tis. 

Fourili  Lord,  Here  lies  my  gown. 

Fir$t  Lord.  Iiet's  make  no  stay. 

See,  Lord.  Lord  Timon's  mad. 

Third  Lord,  I  feel't  upon  my  bones. 

Fourth  Lord.  One  day  he  gives  us  diamonds,  next  day 
stones.  [Exeunt, 
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ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     Without  the  tvalh  of  Athena. 
Enter  Tiif  on. 
T%m.  Let  me  look  back  upon  thee.    O  thou  wall, 
That  girdlest  in  those  wolven,  dive  in  the  earth, 
And  feoce  not  Athens !     Matrons,  tarn  incontinent! 
Obedience  fail  in  children !  slaves  and  fools. 
Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled  senate  from  the  bench, 
And  minister  in  their  steads !  to  general  filths 
Convert  o'  the  instant,  green  virginity, — 
Do 't  in  your  parents'  eyes  \  bankrupts,  hold  fast ; 
Rathei  than  render  back,  out  with  your  knives. 
And  cut  your  trusters'  throats !  bound  servants,  steal ! 
IdTge-handed  robbers  your  grave  masters  are. 
And  pill  by  law :  maid,  t«  thy  master's  bed, — 
Thy  mistress  is  o'  the  brothel !  son  of  sixteen, 
Pluck  the  Un'd  crutch  from  thy  old  limping  sire, 
"With  it  beat  out  his  brains !  piety,  and  fear. 
Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  justice,  truth. 
Domestic  awe,  night-rest,  and  neighbourhood. 
Instruction,  manners,  mysteries,  and  trades. 
Degrees,  observances,  customs,  and  laws, 
Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries. 
And  let(W)  confusion  live ! — Plagues,  incident  to  men. 
Your  potent  and  infectious  fevers  heap 
On  Atibens,  ripe  for  stroke  t  tfaou  cold  sciatica. 
Cripple  OUT  senatora,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 
As  lamely  as  their  manners !  lust  and  liberty 
Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth. 
That  'gainst  the  stream  of  virtue  they  may  strive. 
And  drown  themselves  in  riot  I  itches,  blains. 
Sow  all  the  Athenian  bosoms ;  and  their  crop 
Be  general  leprosy !  breath  infect  breath ; 
That  their  society,  as  their  friendship,  may 
Be  merely  poison !     Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee, 
But  nakedness,  tfaou  detestable  town  ! 
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Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  bans ! 

TimoD  will  to  the  woods ;  where  he  shall  find 

The  unkindest  beast  more  kinder  than  numkind. 

The  gods  confound  (hear  me,  you  good  gods  all,) 

The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall  I 

And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 

To  the  whc^e  race  of  mankind,  high  and  low ! 

Amen.  {^Exit. 


Scene  II.     Athent.   A  room  in  IimovCs  haute. 
Enter  FiuLticb,  rtnth  two  or  ikne  Servants. 

Fint  Serv.  Hear  you,  master  steward, — where's  our  mas- 
ter? 
Are  we  undone?  cast  off?  nothing  remaining? 

Flav.  Alack,  my  fellows,  what  should  I  say  to  you? 
Let  me  he  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

Fint  Serv.  Such  a  house  broke! 

So  Doble  a  master  fall'u !     All  gone !  and  not 
One  friend  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm, 
And  go  along  with  him ! 

Sec.  Serv.  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 

FromC^)  our  companion  thrown  into  his  grave. 
So  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fortunes 
Slink  all  away;  leave  their  false  tows  with  him, 
Like  empty  purses  piek'd ;  and  his  poor  self, 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air. 
With  his  disease  of  all-shunn'd  poverty, 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone. — More  of  our  fellows. 

Efttw  other  Servants, 
Fiat).  All  broken  implements  of  a  ruin'd  house. 
Third  Serv.  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Timon's  livery, — 

That  see  I  by  our  faces ;  we  are  fellows  still, 

Serving  alike  in  sorrow :  leak'd  is  our  bark ; 

And  we,  poor  mates,  stand  on  the  dying  deck, 

Hearing  the  su^es  threat:  we  must  all  part 
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Into  this  sea  of  air. 

Flav.  Good  fellows  all. 

The  latest  of  my  wealth  I'll  share  amoogst  you. 
Wherever  we  shall  meet,  for  Timon'a  sake, 
Jjet  's  yet  be  fellows ;  let 's  shake  our  heads,  and  say. 
As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  master's  fortunes, 
"  We  have  seen  better  days."     Let  each  take  some ; 

[Giving  them  money. 
Nay,  put  out  all  your  hands.     Not  one  word  more : 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  sorrow,  parting  poor. 

[^Servants  embrace,  and  part  several  wayt, 
O,  the  fierce  wretchedness  that  glory  brings  us ! 
Who  would  not  wish  to  be  from  wealth  exempt, 
Since  riches  point  to  misery  and  contempt  ? 
Who  would  be  so  mock'd  with  glory  1  orC)  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendship  i 
To  have  his  pomp,  and  all  what  state  compounds. 
But  only  painted,  like  bia  varnish'd  friends  ? 
Poor  honest  lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  heart, 
Undone  by  goodness !     Strange,  unusual  blood. 
When  man's  worst  sin  is,  he  does  too  much  good ! 
Who,  tlien,  dares  to  be  half  so  kind  again  ? 
For  bounty,  that  makes  gods,  does  C'*')  still  mar  men. 
My  dearest  lord, — bless'd,  to  be  most  accurs'd, 
Bich,  only  to  be  wretched, — thy  great  fortunes 
Are  made  thy  chief  afflictions.     Alas,  kind  lord ! 
He's  flung  in  rage  from  this  ingrateful  seat 
Of  monstrous  friends ;  nor  has  he  with  him  to 
Supply  his  life,  or  that  which  can  command  it. 
I'll  follow,  and  inquire  him  out : 
I'll  ever  serve  his  mind  with  my  best  will ; 
Whilst  I  have  gold,  I'll  be  his  steward  still.  [Exit. 


Scene  III.     The  woods.    Before  Timon's  cave. 
Unter  Tihon. 
Tim.  O  blessed-breeding  sun,  draw  from  the  earth 
Rotten  humidity ;  below  thy  sister's  orb 
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Infect  the  air !     Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb, — 

Whose  procreation,  residence,  and  birth. 

Scarce  is  dividant, — touch  them  with  several  fortunes; 

The  greater  scorns  the  lesser :  not  nature, 

To  whom  all  sores  lay  siege,  can  bear  great  fortune, 

But  by  contempt  of  nature. 

Raise  me  this  be^ar,  and  deny 't  (")  that  lord  ; 

The  senator  shall  bear  contempt  hereditary, 

The  beggar  native  honour. 

It  is  the  pasture  lards  the  rother's(^  sides. 

The  want  that  makes  him  lean.     Who  dares,  who  dares, 

In  purity  of  manhood  stand  upright, 

And  say,  "  Thia  man's  a  flatterer"  ?  if  one  be. 

So  are  they  all ;  for  every  grise  of  fortune 

Is  amooth'd  by  that  below :  the  learned  pate 

Ducks  to  the  golden  foot :  all  is  oblique ; 

There's  nothing  level  in  our  cursed  natures, 

But  direct  villaay.     Therefore,  be  abhorr'd 

All  feasts,  societies,  and  throngs  of  men  ] 

His  semblable,  yea,  himself,  Timon  disdains : 

Destruction  fang  mankind ! — Earth,  yield  me  roots  I 

[Digt/itiff. 
Who  seeks  for  better  of  thee,  sauce  his  palate 
With  thy  most  operant  poison  1 — What  is  here  ? 
Gold  ?  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold  ?     No,  gods, 
1  am  no  idle{^)  yotarist:  roots,  you  clear  heavens  ! 
Thus  much  of  this  will  make  black,  white ;  foul,  fair; 
Wrong,  right ;  base,  noble ;  old,  young ;  coward,  valiant. 
Ha,  you  gods !  why  this  ?  what  this,  you  gods  ?     Why,  this 
Will  lug  your  priests  and  servants  from  your  sides; 
Pluck  stout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads : 
This  yellow  slave 

.Will  knit  and  break  religions ;  bless  the  accurs'd ; 
Make  the  hoar  leprosy  ador'd;  place  thieves, 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 
With  senators  on  the  bench :  this  is  it 
That  makes  the  wappen'd  widow  wed  again ; 
She,  whom  the  spital-house  and  ulcerous  sores 
Would  cast  the  gorge  at,  this  embalms  and  spices 
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To  the  April  da;  again.     Come,  damned  earth. 

Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  putt'st  odds 

Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 

Do  thy  right  nature. — [March  afar  off.]     Ha!  a' dram  f — 

Thou'rt  quick, 
But  yet  I'll  bury  thee :  thou't  go,  strong  thief. 
When  gouty  keepers  of  thee  cannot  stand : — 
Nay,  stay  thou  out  for  earnest.  [Keeping  lome  gold. 

Enter  ALCiBunsa,  with  drum  andjife,  in  warKte  maimer; 
Phrynia  ajid  Tikandka. 

Ahib,  What  art  thou  there  f  speak. 

Tim.  A  beast,  as  thou  ait.     The  caokei  gnaw  thy  heart. 
For  showing  me  again  the  eyes  of  man  1 

Alcib.  What  is  thy  name  1     Is  man  so  hateful  to  thee. 
That  art  thyself  a  man  ? 

Tim.  I  am  misant/iropot,  and  hate  mankind. 
For  thy  part,  I  do  wish  thou  wert  a  dog, 
That  I  might  love  thee  something. 

Alcib.  I'  know  thee  well ; 

But  in  thy  fortunes  am  unleam'd  and  strange. 

Tim.  I  know  thee  too ;  and  more  than   that  I  know 
thee, 
I  not  desire  to  know.     Follow  thy  drum ; 
With  man's  blood  paint  the  ground,  gules,  gules : 
Religious  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel ; 
Then  what  should  war  be  f     This  fell  whore  of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  destruction  than  thy  sword, 
For  all  her  cherubin  look. 

Phry.  Thy  lips  rot  off  1 

Tim.  I  will  not  kiss  thee ;  then  the  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lips  again, 

Alcib.  How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this  change  t 

Tim.  As  the  moon  does,  by  wanting  light  to  give : 
But  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  moon ; 
There  were  no  suns  to  borrow  of. 

Alcib.  Noble  Timon, 

What  friendship  may  I  do  thee  1 

Tim.  None,  but  to 
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'M"wi''t<'in  my  opinion. 

Alcib.  What  is  it,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  Promise  me  friendsliip,  but  perform  none :  if  tbou 
-wilt  not  promise,  the  gods  plague  thee,  for  thou  art  a  man  I 
if  thou  dost  perform,  confound  thee,  for  thou  art  a  man  I 

Alcib.  I  have  heard  in  some  sort  of  thy  miseries. 

Tim.  Thou  saw'st  them,  when  I  had  prosperity. 

Alcib.  I  see  them  now;  then  was  a  blessed  time. 

Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  harlots. 

J^man.  Is  this  the  Athenian  minion,  whom  the  world 
Voic'd  so  regardfully  ? 

Tim.  Art  thou  Timandra? 

Timan.  Yes. 

Tm.  Be  a  whore  still :  they  love  thee  not  that  use  thee ; 
Give  them  diseases,  leaving  with  thee  their  lust. 
Make  use  of  thy  salt  hours :  season  the  slaves 
For  tubs  and  baths ;  brir^  down  tose-cbeek'd  youth  to 
The  tub-fast  and  the  diet. 

T^man.  Hang  thee,  monster! 

Jlcib.  Pardon  him,  sweet  Timandra ;  for  his  wits 
Are  drown'd  and  lost  in  his  calamities. — 
I  have  hot  little  gold  of  late,  brave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  penurious  hand :  I  have  heard,  and  griev'd. 
How  cursed  Athens,  mindless  of  thy  worth. 
Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  neighbour  states, 
But  for  thy  sword  and  fortune,  trod  upon  tbem, — 

T^m.  I  prithee,  beat  thy  drum,  and  get  thee  gone. 

AlcU).  I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon. 

Tim.  How  dost  thou  pity  him  whom  thou  dost  trouble  ? 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Alcib.  ^^Jt  ff>i6  thee  well : 

Here  is  some  gold  for  thee. 

Tim,  Keep  it,  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Alcib.  When  I  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  a  heap, — 

Tim,  Wan'st  thou 'gainst  Athens? 

Alcib.  Ay,  Timon,  and  have  cause. 

Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  in  thy  conquest ; 
And  thee  after,  when  thou  hast  conquer'd  1 
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Alcib.  Why  me,  TimOD  ? 

Tim.  That,  by  killing  of  Tillains, 

Thou  wast  bom  to  conguer  my  country.('*) 
Put  up  thy  gold :  go  on, — here's  gold, — go  on ; 
Be  as  a  planetary  plague,  when  Jove 
Will  o'er  some  high-Tic'd  city  hang  his  poison 
In  the  sick  air :  let  not  thy  sword  skip  one : 
Pity  not  honour'd  age  for  his  white  beard, — 
He  is  an  usurer :  strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron, — 
It  is  her  habit  only  that  is  honest, 
HerselFs  a  bawd :  let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
Make  soft  thy  trenchant  aword ;  for  those  milk>pap8, 
That  through  the  window-bars  (")  bore  at  men's  eyea. 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ. 
But  set  them  down  horrible  traitors :  spare  not  the  babe. 
Whose  dimpled  smiles  from  fools  exhaust  their  mercy ; 
Tliink  it  a  bastard,  whom  the  oracle 
Hath  doubtfully  pronounc'd  thy^')  throat  shall  cut, 
And  mince  it  sans  remorse ;  swear  against  objects ; 
Put  armour  on  thine  ears  and  on  thine  eyes ; 
Whose  proof,  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maids,  nor  babes, 
Nor  sight  of  priests  in  holy  vestments  bleeding. 
Shall  pierce  a  jot.     There's  gold  to  pay  thy  soldiers: 
Make  large  confusion ;  and,  thy  fury  spent. 
Confounded  be  thyself!     Speak  not,  be  gone. 

Alcib.  Hast  thou  gold  yet?  I'll  take  the  gold  thou  giv'st 
me. 
Not  all  thy  counsel. 

Tim.  Dost  thou,  or  dost  thou  not,  heaven's  curse  upon 
thee! 

Phr.  and  IHman.  Give  us  some  gold,  good  Timon :  hast 
thou  more  ? 

TVfl).  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forswear  her  trade. 
And  to  make  whores,  a  bawd.(")     Hold  up,  you  sluts, 
Your  aprons  mountant :  you  are  not  oathable, — 
Although,  I  know,  you'll  swear,  terribly  swear. 
Into  strong  shudders  and  to  heavenly  agues, 
The  immortal  gods  that  bear  you, — spare  your  oaths, 
111  trust  to  your  conditions :  be  whores  still ; 
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And  lie  whose  pious  bieatb  seeks  to  convert  you. 

Be  stroDg  in  whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up ; 

Xjet  your  close  fire  predominate  hia  smoke, 

And  be  no  turncoats :  yet  may  your  pains,  six  mouths, 

Be  quite  contrary :  and  thatch  your  poor  thin  roofs 

With  burdens  of  the  dead ; — some  that  were  hang'd. 

No  matter : — wear  them,  betray  with  them :  whore  still ; 

Paint  till  a  horse  may  mire  upon  your  face : 

A  pox  of  wrinkles ! 

Phr.  and  Timan.  Well,  more  gold: — what  then? — 
Believe't,  that  we'll  do  any  thing  for  gold. 

2Vm.  Consumptions  sow 
Id  hollow  bones  of  man ;  strike  their  sharp  shins, 
And  mar  men's  spurring.     Crack  the  lawyer's  voice, 
That  he  may  never  more  false  title  plead, 
Nor  sound  his  quillets  shrilly :  hoar  the  flamen, 
That  scolds  against  the  quality  of  flesh. 
And  not  believes  himself:  down  with  the  nose, 
Down  with  it  flat ;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him  that,  his  particular  to  foresee, 
Smells  from  the  general  weal :  make  curl'd-pate  ruffians 

bald; 
And  let  the  unscarr'd  bra^arts  of  the  war 
Derive  some  pain  from  you :  plague  all ; 
That  your  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 
The  source  of  all  erection. — There's  more  gold : — 
Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you,    - 
And  ditches  grave  you  all  I 

P&r.  and  Timan.  More  counsel  with  more  money,  boun- 
teous Tim  on. 

7?m.  More  whore,  more  mischief  first  j  I  have  given  you 
earnest. 

.Jtcib.  Strike  up  the  drum  towards  Athens! — Farewell, 
Timon: 
If  I  thrive  well,  III  visit  thee  again, 

21w».  If  I  hope  well,  I'll  never  see  thee  more. 

jilcib.  I  never  did  thee  harm, 

7^.  Yes,  thou  spok'st  well  of  me. 

Jlcib.  Call'st  thou  that  barm  ? 
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Tim.  MeD  daily  find  it.     Get  thee  away,  and  take 
Thy  beagles  with  thee. 

Alcib.  We  but  offend  him.— Strike  ! 

[Dnan  beati.     Exeunt  Alcibiade$,  Phrt/nia,  and 
Tifnandra, 

7^.  That  nature,  being  sick  of  man's  unkindness, 
Should  yet  be  hungry ! — Common  mother,  thou,      [Digging. 
Whose  womb  unmeasurable,  and  infinite  breast. 
Teems,  and  feeds  all ;  whose  self-same  mettle. 
Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  puff'd, 
Engenders  the  black  toad  and  adder  blue, 
The  gilded  newt  and  eyeless  venom'd  worm. 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  below  crisp  heaven 
Whereon  Hyperion's  quickening  fire  doth  shine ; 
Yield  him,  who  all  thy  huihan  sons  dothf'*)  hate. 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bosom,  one  poor  root ! 
Ensear  thy  fertile  and  coaceptious  womb. 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man  ] 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears ; 
Teem  with  new  monsters,  whom  thy  upward  face 
Hath  to  the  marbled  mansion  all  above 
Never  presented ! — O,  a  root, — dear  thanks  t — 
Dry  up  thy  marrowSiC*)  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas ; 
Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liquorish  draughts 
And  morsels  unctuous,  greases  his  pure  mind. 
That  £rom  it  all  cousideration  slips ! — 

EtOer  APEUAifTiiB. 
More  man  ?  plague,  plague  I 

Apem.  I  was  directed  hither :  men  report 
Thou  dost  affect  my  manners,  and  dost  use  them. 

Tim.  'Tis,  then,  because  thou  dost  not  keep  a  dog, 
Whom  I  would  imitate :  consumption  catch  thee  I 

Apem.  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  infected;^ 
A  poor  unmanly  melancholy  sprung 

From  change  of  fortune.(*')     Why  this  spade  ?  this  place  ? 
This  slave-like  habit  ?  and  these  looks  of  care  ? 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  silk,  drink  wine,  lie  soft ; 
Hug  their  diseas'd  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
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That  ever  Timoo  was.     Shame  not  these  woods. 

By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 

Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  seek  to  thrive 

By  that  which  has  undone  thee :  hinge  thy  knee, 

And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'lt  observe. 

Blow  off  thy  cap ;  praise  his  most  vicious  strain, 

And  call  it  excellent :  thou  wast  told  thus ; 

Thou  gav'st  thine  ears  like  tapsters  that  bid(^  welcome 

To  knaves  and  all  approachers :  'tis  most  just 

That  thou  turn  rascal ;  hadst  thou  wealth  again, 

Rascals  should  have't.     Do  not  assume  my  likeness. 

Tim.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  myself. 

Apem.  Thou  hast  cast  away  thyself,  being  like  thyself; 
A  madman  so  long,  now  a  fool.     What,  think'st 
That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boisterous  chamberlain. 
Will  put  thy  shirt  on  warm?  will  these  mo8s'd(^)  trees, 
That  have  outliv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels. 
And  skip  when  thou  point'st  out?  will  the  cold  biook. 
Candied  with  ice,  caudle  thy  morning  taste. 
To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  surfeit  ?     Call  the  creatures, — 
Whose  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  spite 
Of  wreakful  heaven ;  whose  bare  unhoused  trunks. 
To  the  conflicting  elements  expos'd, 
Answer  mere  nature, — bid  them  flatter  thee ; 
O,  thou  shalt  find — 

yt'fR.  A  fool  of  thee :  depart. 

Apem.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 

Tim.  I  bate  thee  worse. 

Apem.  Why  ? 

Tim.  Thou  flatter'st  misery. 

Apem.  I  flatter  not ;  but  say  thou  art  a  caitiffl 

2fm.  Why  dost  thou  seek  me  out? 

Apem.  To  vex  thee. 

Tim.  Always  a  villain's  office  or  a  fool's. 
Dost  please  thyself  in't  ? 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  What !  a  knave  too  ? 

Apem.  If  thou  didst  put  this  sour-cold  habit  on 
To  castigate  thy  pride,  'twere  well :  hut  thou 
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Dost  it  eoforcedlj ;  thou'dst  courtier  be  again, 

Wert  thou  not  beggar.     Willing  miaery 

Outlives  incertain  pomp,  is  crown'd  before : 

The  one  is  filling  still,  never  complete ; 

The  other,  at  high  wish :  best  state,  contentless. 

Hath  a  distracted  and  most  wretched  being, 

Worse  than  the  worst,  content. 

Thou  shouldst  desire  to  die,  being  miserable. 

7%m.  Not  by  his  breath  that  is  more  miserable. 
Thou  art  a  slave,  whom  Fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clasp'd ;  but  bred  a  dog. 
Hadst  thou,  like  us  from  our  first  swath,  proceeded 
The  sweet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  affords 
To  such  as  may  the  passive  drugs  (**)  of  it 
Freely  command,  thou  wouldst  have  plung'd  thyself 
In  general  riot;  melted  down  thy  youth 
In  different  beds  of  lust ;  and  never  leam'd 
The  icy  precepts  of  respect,  but  follow'd 
The  sugar'd  game  before  thee.     But  myself, 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confectionary  j 
The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes,  and  hearts  of  men 
At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  employment ; 
That  numberless  upon  me  stuck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak,  have  with  one  winter's  brush 
Fell  from  their  boughs,  and  left  me  open,  bare 
For  every  storm  that  blows; — I,  to  bear  this. 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  burden : 
Thy  nature  did  commence  in  sufiTerance,  time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in 't.     Why  shouldst  thou  hate  men  t 
They  never  flatter'd  thee :  what  hast  thou  given  ? 
If  thou  wilt  curse, — thy  father,  that  poor  rag,(**) 
Must  be  thy  subject;  who,  in  spite,  put  stuff 
To  some  she  beggar,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  rogue  hereditary.     Hence,  be  gone ! — 
If  thou  hadst  not  been  born  the  worst  of  men. 
Thou  hadst  been  a  knave  and  flatterer. 

Apem.  Art  thou  proud  yet  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

Apem.  I,  that  I  was 


U,y,l,.e..yGoOgle 


acBKBiii.]  TIMON  OF  ATHENS.  aSS 

No  prodigal. 

Tim.  1,  that  I  am  one  now : 

Were  all  the  wealth  I  have  shut  up  in  thee, 
I'd  give  thee  leave  to  har^  it.     Get  thee  gone. — 
That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this  I 
Thus  would  I  eat  it.  [Easing  a  root. 

Apem.  Here ;  I  will  mend  thy  feast. 

[Offering  him  tomelhing. 

Tim.  First  mend  my(*')  company,  take  away  thyself. 

Apem.  So  I  shall  mend  mine  own,  by  the  lack  of  thine. 

7%n.  'Tis  not  well  mended  so,  it  is  but  botch'd ; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 

Apem.  What  wouldst  thou  have  to  Athens  ? 

Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  whirlwind.     If  thou  wilt, 
Tell  them  there  I  have  gold ;  look,  so  I  have. 

Apem,  Here  is  no  use  for  gold. 

Tim.  The  best  and  truest ; 

For  here  it  sleeps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

Apem.  Where  ly'st  o'  nights,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  Under  that's  above  me. 

Where  feed'st  thou  o'  days,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem,  Where  my  stomach  finda  meat ;  or,  rather,  where 
I  eat  it. 

T%m.  Would  poison  were  obedient,  and  knew  my  mind! 

Apem.  Where  wouldat  thou  send  it  ? 

Tim.  To  sauce  thy  dishes. 

Apem.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  knewest,  hut 
the  extremity  of  both  ends :  when  thou  wast  in  thy  gilt  and 
thy  perfume,  they  mocked  thee  for  too  much  curiosity ;  in 
thy  rags  thou  knowest  none,  hut  art  despised  for  the  con- 
trary.    There's  a  medlar  for  thee,  eat  it. 

Tim.  On  what  I  hate  I  feed  not, 

Apem.  Dost  hate  a  medlar  t 

Tim.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Apem.  An  th'  hadst  hated  meddlers  sooner,  thou  shouldst 
have  loved  thyself  better  now.  What  man  didst  thou  ever 
know  unt^ift  that  waa  beloved  after  his  means  t 

T^.  Who,  without  those  means  thou  talkest  of,  didst 
thou  ever  know  beloved  ? 
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Apem.  Myself. 

Zf  m.  I  understand  thee ;  thou  hadst  some  means  to  keep 
a  dog. 

Apem.  What  things  in  the  world  canst  thou  nearest  com- 
pare to  thy  flatterers  I 

Zfm.  Women  nearest;  but  men,  men  are  the  things 
themselves.  What  wouldst  thou  do  with  the  world,  Ape- 
mantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power  ? 

Apem.  Give  it  the  beasts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 

Tim.  Wouldst  thou  have  thyself  fall  in  the  confuston  of 
men,  and  remain  a  beast  with  the  beasts  % 

Apem.  Ay,  Timon. 

Tim.  A  beastly  ambition,  which  the  gods  grant  thes  t* 
attain  to!  If  thou  wert  the  lion,  the  fox  would  beguile 
thee :  if  thou  wert  the  lamb,  the  fox  would  eat  thee :  if  thou 
wert  the  fox,  the  lion  would  suspect  thee,  wjien,  peradven- 
ture,  thou  wert  accused  by  the  ass:  if  thou  wert  the  ass, 
thy  dulness  would  torment  thee ;  and  still  thou  livedst  but 
as  a  breakfast  to  the  wolf:  if  thou  wert  the  wolf,  thy  greedi- 
ness would  afflict  thee,  and  oft  thou  shouldst  hazard  thy  life 
for  thy  dinner:  wert. thou  the  unicorn,  pride  and  wrath 
would  confound  thee,  and  make  thine  own  self  the  conijuest 
of  thy  fury:  wert  thou  a  bear,  thou  wouldst  be  kilted  by 
the  horse :  wert  thou  a  horse,  thou  wouldst  be  seized  by 
the  leopard :  wert  thou  a  leopard,  thou  wert  german  to  the 
lion,  and  the  spots  of  thy  kindred  were  jurors  on  thy  life: 
all  thy  safety  were  remotion,  and  thy  defence  absence.  What 
beast  couldst  thou  be,  tliat  were  not  subject  to  a  beast  t 
and  what  a  beast  art  thou  already,  that  seest  not  thy  loss  in 
-  transformation! 

Apem.  If  thou  couldst  please  me  with  speaking  to  me, 
thou  mightst  have  hit  upon  it  here:  the  commonwealth  of 
Athens  is  become  a  forest  of  beasts. 

Hm.  How  has  the  ass  broke  the  wall,  that  thou  art  out 
of  the  city  ? 

Apem.  Yonder  comes  a  poet  and  a  painter :  the  plague 
of  company  light  upon  thee!  I  will  fear  to  catch  it,  and 
give  way :  when  I  know  not  what  else  to  do.  111  see  thee 
again. 
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l^m.  When  there  is  nothing  liring  but  thee,  thou  shalt 
be  welcome.  I  had  rather  be  a  beggar's  dog  than  Ape- 
mantus, 

Apem.  Thou  art  the  cap  of  all  the  fools  alive. 

Tint,  Would  thoQ  wert  clean  enough  to  spit  upon ! 

Afem.  A  plague  on  thee,  thou  art  too  bad  to  curse! 

Tim.  All  villains  that  do  stand  by  thee  are  pure. 

Apem.  There  ia  no  leprosy  but  what  thou  speak'st. 

Tim,  If  I  name  thee. — 
ni(")  beat  thee,  but  I  should  infect  my  hands. 

,Apem.  I  would  my  tongue  could  rot  them  off] 

Tim,  Away,  thou  issue  of  a  mangy  dog ! 
Choler  does  kill  me  that  thou  art  alive ; 
I  swoon  (^  to  see  thee. 

Apem,  Would  thou  wouldst  burst  1 

Tim.  Away, 

Thou  tedious  rogue !  I  am  sorry  I  shall  lose 
A  atone  by  thee.  [Thr&tot  a  ttone  at  him, 

Apem.  Beast ! 

Zfm.  SUve! 

Apom.  Toad ! 

Tim.  Rogue,  rogue,  rc^e  1 

[Apemantut  retreaU  backward,  at  going. 
I  am  sick  of  this  false  world ;  and  will  love  naught 
But  even  the  mere  necessities  upon 't. 
Then,  Timon,  presently  prepare  thy  grave ; 
Lie  where  the  light  foam  of  the  sea  may  beat 
Thy  grave-stone  daily :  make  thine  epitaph, 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  laugh. 
O  Aon  sweet  king-killer,  and  dear  divorce 

l^Looiing  on  the  gold. 
'Twixt  natural  son  and  sire !  thou  bright  defiler 
Of  Hymen's  purest  bed !  thou  valiant  Mars  t 
Hiou  ever  young,  fresh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer, 
Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow 
That  lies  on  Dian'a  lap  I  thou  visible  god, 
That  solder'st  close  impossibilities. 
And  mak'st  them  kiss !  that  speak'st  with  every  tongue. 
To  every  purpose !  O  thou  touch  of  hearts ! 

VOL.  V.  s 
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Think,  thy  alave  man  rebels  ;  and  by  thy  virtue 

Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beasts 

May  have  the  world  in  empire  t 

Apem.  Would  'twere  »o! — 

But  not  till  I  am  dead. — 111  say  thou  'st  gold : 

Thou  wilt  be  throng'd  to  shortly. 

Tim.  Throng'd  to  1 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  back,  I  prithee. 

Jptm.  Live,  and  love  thy  misery  1 

Tim.  Long  live  so,  and  so  die  1    \Esit  ApemantvM^    I  am 
quit. — 

More  things  like  men  ! — I^t,  Timon,  and  abhor  them.(^ 

^n/ar  Banditti. 

Firit  Ban.  'Where  should  he  hare  this  gold  ?  It  is  some 
poor  fragment,  some  slender  ort  of  his  remainder :  the  mere 
want  of  gold,  and  the  falling-fromC*)  of  his  friends,  drove 
him  into  this  melancholy. 

Sec,  Ban.  It  is  noised  he  hath  a  mass  of  treasure. 

Third  Ban.  Let  us  make  the  assay  upon  him:  if  he 
care  not  for 't,  he  will  supply  us  easily ;  if  he  covetously  re- 
serve it,  how  shall 's  get  it  ? 

Sec.  Ban.  True ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him,  'tis  hid. 

Firit  Ban.  Is  not  this  he  ? 

Banditti.  Where  f 

Sec.  Ban.  'Tis  his  description. 

Third  Ban.  He ;  I  know  him. 

Banditti.  Save  thee,  Timon. 

Tim.  Now,  thieves  ? 

Banditti.  Soldiers,  not  thieves. 

Tim.  Both  too ;  and  women's  sons. 

Banditti.   We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that  much  do 
want. 

Tim.  Your  greatest  want  is,  you  want  much  of  meat. 
Why  should  you  want  ?    Behold,  the  earth  hath  roota ; 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  a  hundred  springs; 
The  oaks  bear  mast,  the  briers  scarlet  hips ; 
The  bounteous  housewife,  nature,  on  each  bush 
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Lays  her  tviU  mesB  before  jou.     Want  I  why  want  ? 

Iir$t  Ban.  We  CRonot  live  on  grara,  on  berries,  water, 
As  beasta  and  birds  and  fishes. 

Tint.  Nor  OB  the  beasts  themselves,  the  birds,  and  fishes ; 
You  must  eat  men.     Yet  thanks  I  must  you  con, 
That  you  are  thieves  profess'd ;  that  yon  work  not 
In  holier  shapes ;  for  there  is  boundless  theft 
In  limited  professions.     Rascal  thieves. 
Here's  gold.     Go,  suck  the  subtle  blood  o'  the  grape, 
Till  the  high  fever  seethe  your  blood  to  &oth. 
And  so  scape  hanging :  trust  not  the  physician ; 
His  antidotes  are  poison,  and  he  slays 
More  than  you  rob :  take  wealth  and  lives  together ; 
Do  villany,(")  do,  since  you  protest  to  do 't, 
Ijike  workmen.     Ill  example  you  with  thievery : 
The  sun 's  a  thief,  and  with  Ms  great  attraction 
Hobs  the  vast  sea :  the  moon 's  an  arrant  thief, 
And  her  pale  fire  she  snatches  irom  the  sun : 
The  sea  'a  a  thief,  whose  liquid  surge  resolves 
The  moon  into  salt  tears :  the  earth  *8  a  thief. 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  composture  stol'n 
From  general  excrement :  each  thing 's  a  thief : 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 
Have  uncheck'd  theft.     Love  not  yourselves ;  away, 
Rob  one  another ;— there 's  more  gold  ;— cut  throats ; 
All  that  yon  meet  are  thieves :  to  Athens  go. 
Break  open  shops ;  nothing  can  you  steal. 
Bat  thieves  do  lose  it :  steal  not(^  less,  for  this 
I  give  you ;  and  gold  confound  yon  howsoe'er  I 
Amen.  [TYmon  retires  to  hit  caoe. 

Third  Ban.  Has  almost  charmed  me  from  my  profession, 
by  persuading  me  to  it. 

Firit  Ban.  'Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind  that  he  thus 
advises  us ;  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  mystery. 

Sec.  Ban.  Ill  believe  him  as  an  enemy,  and  ^ve  over  my 
tride. 

I^rtt  Ban.  Let  us  first  see  peace  in  Athens :  there  is  no 
time  so  miserable  but  a  man  may  be  true. 

[EiMwa  Banditti. 
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Enter  Flatius. 
Fiav.  O  you  gods  I 
Is  yond  despis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  lord  X 
Full  of  decay  and  failing  ?     O  monument 
And  wonder  of  good  deeds  evilly  beatow'd ! 
What  an  alteration  of  honour 
Has  desperate  want  made ! 
What  viler  diing  upon  the  earth  than  friends 
Who  can  bring  noblest  minds  to  basest  ends ! 
How  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  time's  guise, 
When  man  was  wish'd  to  love  his  enemies  1 
Grant  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 
Those  that  would  mischief  me  than  those  that  do!  — 
Has  caught  me  in  his  eye ;  I  will  present 
My  honest  grief  unto  him ;  and,  as  my  lord, 
Still  serve  him  with  my  life. — My  dearest  master! 

TmoM  oomet/rom  hit  oaoe. 

Tim,  AviAy !  what  art  thou  f 

Flaic.  Have  you  foi^t  me,  sir  ? 

Tim.  Why  dost  ask  that  ?  I  have  forgot  all  men ; 
Then,  if  thou  grant'stC^)  thou'rt  a  man,  I  have  forgot  thee. 

Flav.  An  honest  poor  servant  of  yours. 

TVm.  Then  I  know  thee  not : 
I  never  had  honest  man  about  me,  I  j^)  all 
I  kept  were  knaves,  to  serve  in  meat  to  villains. 

Flav.  The  gods  are  witness, 
Ne'er  did  poor  steward  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  lord  than  mine  eyes  for  you. 

Tim.  Wliat,  dost  thou  weep  ? — come  nearer ; — then  I 
love  thee, 
Because  thou  art  a  woman,  and  disclaim'st 
Flinty  mankind ;  whose  eyea  do  never  give 
Sut  thorough  lust  and  laughter.     Fity  's  sleepii^ : 
Strange  times,  that  weep  with  laughing,  not  with  weeping! 

Flav.  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  lord. 
To  accept  my  grief,  and,  whilst  this  poor  wealth  lasts. 
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To  entertain  me  as  your  steward  still. 

7%m.  Had  I  a  steward 
So  true,  so  just,  and  now  so  comfortable  7 
It  almost  turns  my  dangerous  nature  mild.(**) 
Let  me  behold  thy  face.     Surely,  this  man 
Was  bom  of  woman. — 
Forgive  my  general  and  ezceptless  rashness, 
You  perpetual-sober  gods !  I  do  proclaim 
One  honest  man, — ^mistake  me  not, — but  one ; 
No  more,  I  pray, — and  he*8  a  steward. — 
How  fain  would  I  hare  bated  all  mankind ! 
And  thou  redeem'st  thyself:  but  all,  save  thee, 
I  fell  with  curses. 

Methinks  thou  art  more  honest  now  than  wise ; 
For,  by  oppressing  and  betraying  me, 
Thou  migbtsthave  sooner  got  another  service: 
For  many  so  arrive  at  second  masters, 
Upon  their  first  lord's  neck.     But  tell  me  true 
(For  I  must  ever  doubt,  though  ne'et  so  sure), 
Is  not  thy  kindness  subtle,  covetous. 
If  not  a  usnring  kindness,  and,  as  rich  men  deal  gifts, 
Expecting  in  return  twenty  for  one  f 

Fleat.  No,  my  most  worthy  master ;  in  whose  breast 
Doubt  and  suspect,  alas,  are  plac'd  too  late : 
You  dould  have  fear'd  false  times  when  you  did  feast: 
Suspect  sUll  comes  where  an  estate  is  least. 
That  which  I  show,  heaven  knows,  is  merely  love, 
Doty  and  zeal  to  your  unmatched  mind. 
Care  of  your  food  and  living ;  and,  believe  it. 
My  most  bonour'd  lord. 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me, 
£ither  in  hope  or  present,  I'd  exchange 
For  this  one  wish, — that  you  had  power  and  wealth 
To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  yourself^ 

Tim,  Look  thee,  'tis  so ! — Thou  singly  honest  man. 
Here,  take : — the  gods,  out  of  my  misery, 
Have  sent  thee  treasure.     Go,  live  rich  and  happy ; 
But  thus  condition'd ; — thou  shalt  build  from  men ; 
Hate  all,  curse  all ;  show  charity  to  none ; 
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Bat  let  the  fanuBh'd  flesh  slide  from  the  bone, 

Ere  thou  relieve  the  b^gar :  give  to  dogs 

What  thou  denj'st  to  men;  let  prisons  swallow  'em. 

Debts  wither  'em  to  nothbtg :  be  men  like  blasted  woods, 

And  ma;  diseasea  lick  up  their  false  bloods  I 

And  so,  farewell,  and  thrive. 

I%iti.  O,  let  me  staj, 

And  comfort  you,  my  master. 

Zim.  If  thou  hat'st  curses.C) 

Stay  not ;  fly,  whilst  thou  art  bless'd  and  free : 
Ne'er  see  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne'er  see  thee. 

[Exit  Flaviui.    Timon  ntiret  to  hit  cave. 


ACT  V. 

ScBNB  I.     The  woodt.   Before  Tiuon'b  cavt. 
Enter  Poet  and  Punter ;  Tikoh  watching  them  from  Au  com. 

Fain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  cannot  be  iar  where 
he  abides. 

Poet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him  t  does  the  rumour  hold 
for  true,  that  he's  so  fuU  of  gold  f 

Pain.  Certain :  Alcibiades  reports  it ;  Phrynia  and  Timan- 
dra  had  gold  of  him :  he  likewise  enriched  poor  straggling 
soldiers  with  great  quantity :  'tis  said  he  gave  unto  his  steward 
a  mighty  sum. 

JPoet,  Then  this  breaking  of  hla  has  been  but  a  try  for  his 
friends. 

Pain.  Nothing  else  *.  you  shall  see  him  a  palm  in  Athens 
again,  and  flourish  with  the  highest.  Therefore  'tis  not  amiss 
we  tender  our  loves  to  him,  in  this  supposed  distress  of  his : 
it  will  show  honestly  in  us ;  and  is  very  likely  to  load  our 
purposes  with  what  they  travail  for,  if  it  be  a  just  and  true 
report  that  goes  of  his  having. 

Poet.  What  have  you  now  to  present  unto  him  t 

Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  visitation :  only  I  will 
promise  him  an  excellent  piece. 
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I^t.  1  most  serve  him  so  too, — tell  him  of  aa  intent  that's 
coming  toward  him. 

Pain.  Good  aa  the  best.  Promidng  is  the  very  ur  o'  the 
time :  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expectation :  performance  U  ever 
the  duller  for  his  act ;  and,  but  in  the  plainer  and  simpler 
kind  of  people,  the  deed  of  saying  is  quite  out  of  use.  To 
promise  is  most  courtly  and  fashionable :  performance  is  a 
imi  of  will  or  testament  which  aigues  a  great  sickness  in 
his  judgment  that  makes  it. 

Tim.  Excellent  workman !  thou  canst  not  paint  a  man  so 
bad  as  is  thyself. 

Poet.  I  am  thinking  what  I  shall  say  I  have  provided  for 
him :  it  must  be  a  personating  of  himself ;  a  satire  against  the 
softness  of  prosperity,  with  a  discovery  of  the  infinite  flat- 
teries that  follow  youth  and  opulency. 

Iwm.  Must  thou  needs  stand  for  a  villain  in  thine  own 
work  ?  wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  faults  in  other  men  ?  Do 
so,  I  have  gold  for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay,  let's  seek  him : 
Th^i  do  we  nn  against  our  own  estate, 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  come  too  late. 

Pain.  True; 
When  the  day  serves,  before  black-comer'dC)  night, 
Find  what  thou  want'st  by  free  and  ofiTer'd  light. 
Come, 

Tim.  I'll  meet  you  at  the  turn. — ^What  a  god's  gold, 
That  he  is  worshipp'd  in  a  baser  temple 
Than  where  swine  feed  I 

'Tis  thou  that  rigg'st  the  bark,  and  plough'st  the  foam ; 
Settlest  admired  reverence  in  a  slave : 
To  thee  be  worship !  (°^)  and  thy  saints  for  aye 
Be  crown'd  with  plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey ! — 
Fit  I  meet  them.  [Coming  Jrom  Ait  cave. 

Poet.  Hail,  worthy  Timon ! 

Pain.  Our  late  noble  master  I 

jHita.  Have  I  once  liv'd  to  see  two  honest  men  t 
Poet.  Sir, 
Having  often  of  your  open  bounty  tasted. 
Hearing  you  were  retir'd,  your  friends  fall'n  off. 
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WhoBeC^  thankless  natures — O  abhorred  spirits! — 

Not  all  the  whips  of  heaven  are  lai^  enough : 

"Wlat!  to  you, 

Whose  star-like  nobleness  gave  life  and  influence 

To  their  whole  being !  I  am  tapt,  and  cannot  cover 

The  monstrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 

With  any  size  of  words. 

2%n.  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  see't  the  better: 
You  that  are  honest,  by  being  what  you  are, 
Make  them  best  seen  and  known. 

Pain.  He  and  myself 

Have  travail'd  in  the  great  shower  of  your  gifts, 
And  sweetly  felt  it. 

Tim,  Ay,  you  are  honest  men. 

Pain.  We  are  hither  come  to  offer  you  our  service. 

Tim,  Most  honest  men !    Why,  how  shall  I  requite 
you? 
Can  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water  f  no. 

Both,  What  we  can  do,  we'll  do,  to  do  you  service. 

Tim.    Ye  're  honest  men :   ye  've  heard  that  I  have 
gold; 
I  am  sure  you  have :  speak  truth ;  ye're  honest  mea. 

Pain.  So  it  is  said,  my  noble  lord :  but  therefore 
Came  not  my  friend  nor  I. 

Tim,  Good  honest  men ! — Thou  draw'st  a  counterfeit 
Best  in  all  Athens:  thou'rt,  indeed,  the  best; 
Thou  couDterfeit'st  most  lively. 

Pain.  So,  so,  my  lord. 

Tim.  E'en  so,  sir,  as  I  say. — And,  for  thy  fiction, 
Why,  thy  verse  swells  with  stuff  so  fine  and  smooth, 
That  thou  art  even  natural  in  thine  art, — 
But,  for  all  this,  my  honest-natur'd  friends, 
I  must  needs  say  you  have  a  little  fault : 
Marry,  'tis  not  monstrous  in  you ;  neither  wish  I 
Yon  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Both.  Beseech  your  honoiur 

To  make  it  known  to  us, 

Tim,  You'll  take  it  ill. 

Both,  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 
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lim.  Wai  you,  indeed  ? 

Both.  Doubt  it  not,  woith;  lord. 

Tim.  There's  never  a  one  of  you  but  trusts  a  knaTe, 
That  mightily  deceives  you. 

Both.  Do  we,  my  lord  f 

Tim.  Ay,  and  you  hear  him  c<^,  see  him  dissemble, 
Know  his  gross  patchery,  love  him,  feed  him. 
Keep  in  your  bosom :  yet  remain  assur'd 
That  he's  a  made-up  villain. 

Pain.  I  know  none  such,  my  lord. 

Poet.  Nor  I. 

7%».  Look  you,  I  love  you  well ;  111  give  you  gold. 
Rid  me  these  villains  from  your  companies ; 
Hang  them  or  stab  them,  drown  them  in  a  draught, 
Confound  them  by  some  course,  and  come  to  me, 
111  give  you  gold  enoi^h. 

Both.  Name  them,  my  lord,  let's  know  them. 

7%n.  You  that  way,  and  you  this, — ^but  two  in  com- 
pany: 
£ach  man  apart,  all  single  and  alone. 
Yet  an  arch-villain  keeps  him  company. 
If,  where  thou  ait,  two  villains  sh^  not  be, 

[Th  the  Pointer. 
Come  not  near  him. — If  thou  wouldst  not  reside 

[To  the  Poet. 
But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon. — 
Hence,  pack !  there's  gold, — you  came  for  gold,  ye  slaves : 
You  have  done  ("")  work  for  me,  there's  payment :  hence ! — 
You  are  an  alchemist,  make  gold  of  that ; — 
Out,  rascal  dogs !  [Beats  and  drivet  them  out,  and  then 

retires  to  hit  cave. 

StOer  FLA.VITIS  and  two  Benators. 
Flav.  It  is  in("i)  vain   that  you  would  speak  vrith 
Timon; 
For  he  is  set  so  only  to  himself. 
That  nothing  but  himself,  which  looks  like  man. 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

FirH  Sen,  Brii^  us  to  his  cave : 
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It  ia  our  part,  and  promise  to  the  Athenians, 
To  speak  with  Timon. 

Sec.  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  still  the  same :  'twas  time  and  griefs 
That  fram'd  him  thus :  time,  with  his  furer  band, 
Ofieriug  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days, 
The  former  man  may  make  him.     Bring  us  to  him. 
And  chance  ('"^  it  as  it  may. 

Mav,  Here  is  his  cave. — 

Peace  and  content  be  here  t  Lord  Timon  1  Timon ! 
Look  out,  and  speak  to  friends :  the  Athenians, 
By  two  of  their  moat  reverend  senate,  greet  thee : 
Speak  to  them,  noble  Timon. 

TiMOM  eofMt^fivm  hie  cave. 

Tim,  Thou  sun,  that  comfort'st,  burn! — Speak,  and  be 
hang'd : 
For  each  true  word,  a  blister !  and  each  false 
Be  as  a  cauterizing  to  the  root  o'  the  tongue. 
Consuming  it  with  speaking  1 

lirst  Sen.  Worthy  Timon,— 

Tim.  Of  none  but  such  as  you,  and  you  of  Timon. 

Mnt  Sen.  The  senators  of  Athens  greet  thee,  Timon. 

I%m.  I  thank  them;  and  would  send  them  back  the  plague. 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

First  Sen.  O,  forget 

What  we  are  sorry  for  ourselves  in  thee. 
The  senators  with  one  consent  of  love 
Entreat  tbee  back  to  Athens ;  who  have  thought 
On  special  dignities,  which  vacant  lie 
For  thy  best  u«e  and  wearing. 

See.  Sen.  They  confess, 

Toward  thee,  forgetfulneas  too  general,  gross : 
Which  now  the  public  body, — which  doth  seldom 
Play  the  recanter, — feeling  in  itself 
A  lack  of  Timon's  aid,  hath  senseC"^  withal 
Of  its  own  fail,  restraining  aid  to  Timon ; 
And  send  forth  us,  to  make  their  sorrow'd  render, 
Together  widt  a  recompense  more  fruitful 
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Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram ; 
Ay,  even  such  Heap!  and  sums  of  love  and  wealth. 
As  shall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were  theirs, 
And  write  in  thee  the  ^pires  of  their  lore. 
Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it ; 

Surprise  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears : 
Ijend  me  a  fool's  heart  and  a  woman's  eyes, 
And  I'll  beweep  these  comforts,  worthy  senators. 

I^it  Sen.  Therefore,  so  please  thee  to  return  with  us. 
And  of  our  Athens  (thine  and  ours)  to  take 
The  captainship,  thou  shalt  be  met  with  thanks, 
Allow'd  with  absolute  power,  and  thy  good  name 
Live  with  authority ; — so  soon  we  shall  drive  back 
Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild ; 
"Who,  like  a  hoar  too  sarage,  doth  root  up 
His  country's  peace. 

Sec.  Sen.  Aod  shakes  bis  threatening  sword 

Against  the  walls  of  Athens. 

JSrai  Sen.  Therefore,  Timon,— 

Tim.  Well,  air,  I  will ;  therefore,  I  will,  sir ;  thus  :— 
If  Alcibiades  kill  my  countrymen. 
Let  Alcibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 
That  Timon  cares  not.     But  if  he  sack  fur  Athens, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  hy  the  beards, 
Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  stain 
Of  contumelious,  beastly,  mad-brain 'd  war; 
Then  let  him  know, — and  tell  him  Timon  speaks  it. 
In  pity  of  our  ag&d  and  our  youth, 
I  cannot  choose  but  tell  him,  that  I  care  not. 
And  let  him  take 't  at  worst ;  for  their  knives  care  not, 
While  you  have  throats  to  answer :  for  myself, 
There's  not  a  whittle  in  the  unruly  camp. 
But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  love,  before 
The  reverend'st  throat  in  Athens.     So  I  leave  you 
To  the  protection  of  the  prosperous  gods. 
As  thieves  to  keepers. 

Flav.  Stay  not,  all 's  in  vain. 

Tim.  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph ; 
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It  will  be  seen  to-morrow :  mj  long  sickaess 
Of  health  and  living  now  begins  to  mend. 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.     Go,  live  still ; 
Be  Alcibiades  your  plague,  you  his. 
And  last  so  long  enough ! 

Firtt  Sen.  We  speak  in  vain. 

Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  country ;  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wreck, 
As  common  bruit  doth  put  it. 

First  Sen.  That's  well  spoke. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  countrymen, — 

Firtt  Sen,  These  words  become  your  lips  as  they  pass 
thorough  them. 

Sec.  Sen.  And  entor  in  our  ears  like  great  triumphen 
In  their  applauding  gates. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them ; 

And  teil  them  that,  to  ease  them  of  their  griefs. 
Their  fears  of  hostile  strokes,  their  aches,  losses. 
Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throes 
That  nature's  fragile  vessel  doth  sustain 
In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  some  kindness  do  them, — 
111  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  Alcibiades'  wrath. 

/Srri  Sen,  I  like  this  well  j  he  vrill  return  again. 

Tim.  I  have  a  tree,  which  grows  here  in  my  close. 
That  mine  own  use  invites  me  to  cut  down. 
And  shortly  must  I  fell  it :  tell  my  friends, 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  sequence  of  degree, 
EVom  high  to  low  throughout,  that  whoso  please 
To  stop  affliction,  let  him  take  his  haste,(><>^) 
Come  hither,  ere  my  tree  hath  felt  the  axe, 
And  hang  himself: — I  pray  you,  do  my  greeting. 

F^v.  Trouble  him  no  further ;  thus  you  still  shall  find 

Tim.  Come  not  to  me  again :  but  say  to  Athena, 
Timon  hath  made  his  everlasting  mansion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  salt  flood  j 
WhoC**)  once  a  day  with  his  embossed  iroth 
The  turbulent  surge  shall  cover :  thither  come. 
And  let  my  grave-stone  be  your  oracle, — 
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lipa,  let  soar  wordB  go  by,  and  lan^ua^e  end: 
What  u  amin,  plague  and  infection  mend  t 
Graves  only  be  men's  works,  and  death  their  gain  I 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams !  Timon  hath  done  hia  reign. 

[Retirei  to  hit  cave, 

Firtt  Sea,  His  discontents  are  unremovably 
Coupled  to  nature. 

Sec.  Sen.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead :  let  us  return, 
And  strain  what  oUier  means  is  left  unto  us 
In  our  dear  peril. 

Firit  Sen,       It  requires  swii^  foot.  [Exemtt. 


Scene  II.     1^  walU  of  Jthena. 
£fUer  ttoo  Seoaton  and  a  Uessenger. 

^tt  Sen.  Thou  hast  painfully  discoTer'd :  are  hia  files 
Aa  full  as  thy  report  f 

Me*i.  I  have  spoke  the  least : 

Besides,  his  expedition  promises 
Present  approach. 

Sec,  Sen.  We  stand  much  hazard,  if  they  bring  not 
Timon. 

Met$,  I  met  a  courier,  one  mine  ancient  friend ; 
WhomiC")  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppos'd. 
Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force, 
And  made  us  speak  like  friends : — this  man  was  riding 
From  Alcibiades  to  Timon's  cave, 
With  letters  of  entreaty,  which  imported 
His  fellowship  i'  the  cause  against  your  city. 
In  part  for  his  sake  mov'd. 

^rit  Sen.  Here  come  our  brothers. 

£nter  Sanionjrom  Tivoir. 
TTurd  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timon,  nothing  of  him  expect.— 
The  enemies'  drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  scouring 
Doth  choke  the  air  with  dust:  in,  and  prepare: 
Ours  is  the  fall,  I  fear ;  our  foes  the  snare.  ^Exeunt, 
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TTMON  OF  ATHENS. 


I%e  troodt.    Tihoh's  eave,  and  a  rude  tomb 
$eea. 


Entar  a  Soldier,  seeking  Tixox. 
Sold.  By  all  descriptioD  this  ^ould  be  the  place. 
Who 's  here  t  speak,  ho !— No  answer  f— What  is  thia  t 
Timon  is  dead,  who  hath  outstretch'd  his  span : 
Some  beast  rear'dC"^  this;  there  does  not  live  a  man. 
Dead,  sure ;  and  this  his  grave. — What 's  on  this  tomb 
I  cannot  read ;  the  character  I'll  take  with  wax : 
Our  captain  hath  in  every  figure  skill. 
An  ag'd  interpreter,  though  young  in  days : 
Before  proud  Athens  he 's  set  down  by  this, 
Whose  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  [Exit. 


Scene  IY.    Before  the  tpoUs  qf  Jlhetu. 
Trumpets  sound.    Enter  Ai^tBlADEB  and  Forces. 
Alcib.  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lascivious  town 
Our  terrible  approach.  [^parley  , 

Enter  Senators  on  the  toalU, 
Till  now  you  bare  gone  on,  and  fill'd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  measure,  making  your  wills 
The  scope  of  justice;  till  now,  myself,  and  such 
As  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power, 
Have  wander'd  with  our  travers'd  arms,  and  breath'd 
Our  sufferance  vainly  :  now  the  time  is  flush. 
When  crouching  marrow,  in  the  bearer  strong. 
Cries,  of  itself,  "  No  more :"  now  breathless  wrong 
Shall  sit  and  puit  in  your  great  chairs  of  ease ; 
And  pursy  insolence  shall  break  his  wind 
With  fear  and  horrid  flight. 

Firtt  Sen.  Noble  and  young, 

When  thy  first  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit, 
Ere  thou  hadst  power,  or  we  had  cause  of  fear. 
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KinniT.]  HMON  OF  ATHENS. 

We  seat  to  diee ;  to  give  th;  rages  balm. 
To  wipe  out  OUT  ingratitude  with  loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

Sec.  Sen.  So  did  we  woo 

Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love 
By  humble  message  and  by  promis'd  means : 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deserve 
The  common  stroke  of  war. 

First  Sen,  These  walls  of  ours 

Were  not  erected  by  their  hands  from  whom 
You  have  receiT'd  your  griefs  :("*)  nor  are  they  such. 
That  these  great  towers,  trophies,  and  schools  should  fall 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

Sec,  Sen,  Nor  are  they  living 

Who  were  the  motives  that  you  first  went  out ; 
Shame,  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excess, 
Hath  broke  their  hearts.     March,  noble  lord, 
Into  our  city  with  thy  banners  spread : 
By  decimation,  and  a  tithed  death 
(If  thy  revenges  hunger  for  that  food. 
Which  nature  loathes),  take  thou  the  desdo'd  tendi ; 
And  by  the  hazard  of  the  spotted  die 
Let  die  the  spotted. 

First  Sen.  All  have  not  offended ; 

For  those  that  were,  it  is  not  square  to  take, 
On  those  that  are,  revenges :(™)  crimes,  like  lands, 
Are  not  inherited.     Then,  dear  countryman. 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage : 
Spore  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  those  kin 
Which,  in  the  bluster  of  thy  wrath,  must  fiall 
With  those  that  have  offended :  like  a  shepherd. 
Approach  the  fold,  and  cull  the  infected  forth. 
But  kill  not  all  togedter. 

Sec.  Sen.  What  thou  wilt. 

Thou  rather  shalt  enforce  it  with  thy  smile 
Than  hew  to 't  with  thy  sword. 

Firtt  Sen,  Set  but  thy  foot 

Against  our  rampir'd  gates,  and  they  shall  ope ; 
So  thou  wilt  send  diy  gentle  heart  before, 
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srs  TIMON  OF  ATHENS.  C«»  ▼, 

To  aaj  thou't  enter  friendly. 

Sec.  Sen.  Throw  thy  glove, 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  else, 
That  tfaou  wilt  uae  the  wars  as  thy  redress, 
And  not  as  our  confusion,  all  thy  powers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  out  town,  till  we 
Have  seal'd  thy  full  desire. 

Alcib.  Then  there's  my  glove ; 

Descend, ("")  and  open  your  uncharged  ports  : 
Those  enemies  of  Timon's,  and  mine  own. 
Whom  you  yourselves  shall  set  out  for  reproof. 
Fall,  and  no  more :  and, — to  atone  your  fears 
With  my  more  noble  meaning, — not  a  man 
Shall  pass  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  stream 
Of  Titular  justice  in  your  city's  bounds, 
But  shall  be  render'd('")  to  your  public  laws 
At  heaviest  answer.  ' 

Boik.  'Tis  most  nobly  spoken. 

Alcib.  Descend,  and  keep  your  words. 

{The  Senatort  deMcend,  and  open  the  gatet. 

Enter  a  Soldier. 

Sold.  My  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead  -, 
£ntomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o'  the  sea ; 
And  on  his  grave-stone  this  insculpture,  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away,  whose  soft  impression 
Interprets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

Alcib.  [read*]  "  Here  lies  a  vnetched  corse,  of  wretched  soul 
bereft: 
Seek  not  my  name :  a  plague  consume  you  wicked  caitifis  left  I 
Here  lie  I,  Timon  j  who,  alive,  all  living  men  did  hate ; 
Faaa  by,  and  cnise  thy  fill  j  but  pass,  and  stay  not  here  thy  gut" 
These  well  express  in  thee  thy  latter  spirits : 
Though  thou  abhorr'dst  in  us  our  human  griefs, 
Scom'dst  our  brain's  flow,  and  those  our  droplets  which 
From  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rich  conceit 
Taught  thee  to  make  vast  Neptune  weep  for  aye 
On  thy  low  grave,  on  faults  forgiven.     Dead 
Is  noble  Timon :  of  whose  memory 
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Hereafter  more. — Bring  me  into  your  cit^, 

And  I  will  aw  the  olive  with  mj  sword : 

Make  war  breed  peace ;  make  peace  stint  war ;  make  each 

Prescribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  leech, — 

Let  our  drams  strike. 

[Exmmt. 
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F.  S04.  (')       "  Our  poet]/  it  at  agwm,  tehich  atatt,"  &c. 

Tbe  foLo  hu  ** at  a  Qowne  which  Tsea,"  &o. : — "fwn"  ia  the  rMdlog  of 

Pope;  **  Mucf"  of  JohmoQ. 

F.  a04.  O        "  Pun.  Hmo  Out  lord  UfiBcw'd! 

Foet  ThetataioritifAAtii»!—luippsmiar 

So  Theobald.— The  folio  hu  ■■ Aoppy  men  i"  which  (tbongh  BilaoQ 

■a«arta  that  it "  'a  right.  The  Foet  enTiea  or  admit«a  the  felicity  of  the  lena- 
toTE  ia  being  UnioD's  frienda,"  &c.)  the  whole  context  proclaims  to  be  wroi^. 
The  preceding  ploral,  "  taiatara,"  led  the  tronicriber  or  printer  into  the  mis- 
take. 

F.  206.  (^ 

**  EviK  OK  thtir  knea  and  handt,  Itl  him  dip  doum,"  &c. 

He  folio  ha«  " and  hand,  lit  him  sit  doant,"  &o. — The  editor  of  the  aec 

folio  Bnbslitntad  "  hatidt,"  and  Rowe  "tlip." 

P.  306.  (*)  -blowt  o/Fortiate'i,"  &c. 

Here  the  lecond  folio  has  "Uov*  q/'Fortoae,"  Ac — Malone  defends  the 
farmer  roading aa  the  phraseologj  of  Shakespeore'a  time;  while  Bteerena  ob- 
aerrea  that  oar  poet  is  not  cooBtant  in  using  that  mode  of  apeech. — Compare, 
■t  p.  ST2,  "Those  enemies  of  Timorii"  Sas. — It  is,  however,  certain  that  in 
the  first  folio  the  final  >  is  freqaentlj  very  snspicioua,  and  sometimes  maid- 
festlj  wrong. 

F.  S06.  (•)  "mhiiA  fading,"  Sec 

The  editor  of  the  second  (btio  girea  "  which /aiUng  to  him,"  &&— Capell  printa 
"  which  fmling  him,"  &o. 

P.  306.  (•)  "tothakeoff 

Myjrimd  wkm  he  niut  need  su." 
Tba  words  **  when  he  ntutt  imed  au"  are  well  e^lained  by  Malone, "  when  he 
CMWOt  bnt  want  my  aaaiatanoc."    But,  aince  the  text  of  this  play  ia  dread-  ^ 
ftiUy  cormpt,  the  reading  of  the  third  folio  may  be  the  true  one, — "  whe»  he 

P.  a09.  Q)  "inff  nolcoK,"  Sat. 

So  corrected  in  the  third  folio. — The  earlier  fblioa  hare  "  wiU  not  csat,"  &c. 

P.  Bia  (■)  "  That  I  had  no  angry  wUlobea  lord." 

Warbnrton'a  reading  ia, "  That  1  had  so  hungry  twit  lobe  a  Jord;"  Mason'a, 
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"  liat  J  had  ui  mgiy  wiih  lobta  brdt"  Ifr.  CoUier'i  M».  Coireclvr's, "  That 
J  tad  to  hungry  a  wish  to  bt  a  lord;"  Mid  (worst  of  ill)  Mr.  Singer's  Hfl. 
CoTTeotor'a,  "  7W  i  had  mo  empty  teil  to  be  a  lord," — Johnson  expluna  the 
old  (eU  to  mewo,  "  I  should  hkte  m  jself  for  paAnllg  enduring  to  ben  brd." 


P.  SIO.  (*)  "ga  not  yon  haiet 

TiUJhavt  ihanh'd  ym  . — tohtn  diiatr'i  dont, 
Shmoau  tkie  piece. — Iamjoi(fid<(fy>ta'tighlM." 
Hare  Uie  modem  editon  print,  with  the  lecond  folio, 

"  TiR  I  have  thanh'd  you ;  Bud  icheu  dinner'e  done,"  tc 
*  Bat  Oiongh  the  line  is  slightlj  matilmled  (for  here  the  utfaor  would  hkidly 
h»Te  written  "thenkM"),  the  context  rendera  the  "and"  verj  queetionahle. 

P.  111.  (1^  "Themotlacaireid,"aui. 

Qf.  (u  Huuner  printed)  *■  7^  more  accmtd,"  &c7 

P.ail.  (")       "FiretLord." 
HiU  prefix  ia  omitted  In  the  blio. 

P.  SIS.  <»)  "  enler  Tamm,"  &c 

C»pell  obterres: — "By  all  modem  ones  [copies]  are  the  two  'Lardd  that 
enter  to  Apemantus  at  L  ST  [see  the  preceding  page]  christen'd  bj  names 
■pecifio — iMeiu*  and  Luadlua,  and  ander  those  names  are  brought  on  again 
in  the  iceiie  that  comes  next  [the  present  scene];  letters  denoting  one  of 
their  namei  are  found  before  a  speech  of  that  scene  in  old  copies  [which,  in 
p.  SIS,  have  "£bc.  Yon  see,  my  lord,  how  ample,"  &c.],and  are  the  sole  autho- 
rises from  them  for  their  appearance  in  either:  end  from  reason  we  have  as 
little  i  the;  are  addresi'd  no  where,  and  the  only  mention  there  is  of  then 
[see  p.  S17]  proTei  them  ahaent  i  but  for  this,  the  parties  that  bring  them  in, 
hare  fonnd  a  mIto,  by  a  well-tim'd  dismission  of  them  sons  nine  lines  before 
the  mention  comes  in  [i.e.  to  the  speech  in  p.  StT,  'ME  So  are  we  all,"  they 
add  "  Exe.  Lveiut  and  XvcitUu."].  A  servant  coming  from  them  with  pr«- 
lent*  the  moment  they  are  withdrawn,  according  to  these  editors,  will  be 
.  allow'd  an  oddnete,"  &c  Aolte,  &o.  toL  ii.  P.  It.  p.  'E.  Here  the  more  recent 
aditore  mark  the  entrance  of  *■  Lueiue"  and  "  LvcuUu*"  (and  of  '*  Sempnmiut" 
too):  bnt  at  p.  S17  they  do  not  adopt  from  their  predecessors  the  "Ext.  Lu' 
eiut  and  LtKidlun"  and  they  therefore  suppose  Lucius  and  Lncallus  to  be  on 
the  stage  when  the  Second  and  Third  Servants  bring  in  the  mesaagei  about 
the  presents, — which,  to  use  Capell'e  language,  "  will  be  allow'd  an  oddnes*." 

P.aiS.(")    "Moethomna'd'nmm, 

IthalhpUat'd  the  gode  to  remtmber  i^falkeT'e  age, 
^ad  coUkan  (d  long  peace," 
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Mr.  Knight  obserree, "  Thit  is  one  of  the  maoj  Initttaees  in  which  we  kdhere 
to  the  metriMl  arrangemeat  of  the  original,'*  fto.    Here  I  also  do  the  Bame  : 
bnt  I  bare  no  donbt  that  in  the  present  passage,  as  in  many  others  through- 
oat  the  play,  the  text  is  cormpted.     (This  has  been  altered  to, — 
"  Moil  hommr'J  Taum,  il  haiA  pktu'd  At  god* 
To  call  my  father's  age  unto  long  ptact/'tt 

"  Afcut  hoBOar'd  TbHaH, 
'Thalh pleai'd  Atgodi  in  kindness  (d  rawmier 
My  fallier'M  age,  and  a^  him  to  long  ptace."!  () 

P.  313.  C")  "  is  etwr  attgry."  * 

The  folio  has  "is  rerie  angrie." 

P.  2 13.  (»>  "  /  KOTH  thy  matt,"  ice. 

The  foiio  gives  only  three  lines  of  thia  speech  ("  I  wonder  men,"  fre^  and  the 
next  two  lines)  u  verse.  Ur.  Collier,  1  apprehend,  is  quite  right  In  (oppoa- 
ing  that  the  whole  speech  was  originallj  measure,  but  that  mnch  of  il  has  loat 
that  character  in  passing  from  one  manuscript  to  another,  and  nltJmately  trcoi 
nunuBcript  to  print:~"tbe  same  remark,"  he  add*,  "will  apply  to  Tariool 
other  portions  of  this  play." 

P.  ai*.  C»)  "  Ojny,"  tec 

tie  folio  baa  "  O  ioyes,"  &c.  i 


**  7^  ear,  tattt,  touch,  fswil,  pUai'dfiom  dy  toUt  ruf,"  &0. 
WarbnHon**  excellent  emendation. — The  folio  has  "Here  tatt,  Icmck  all, 
pUa»'dJrom  tis  TaiU  rUt,"  &e. 


P.  815.  ('•)  "First  Lord." 

Here  the  foUo  has  "Luc."    See  note  ("). 


P.  SIS.  C)     "  You  hact  added  vurA  unlo'l  atid  liiMtr4,"  &0. 
The  editor  of  the  second  folio,  to  compl«t«  the  measure,  printed  "_  aad  llrely 


P.  316.  (")  "  First  Lady." 

The  folio  has  "  I  Lord." 


P.aiT.  (*•)  "aectptitand 

The  MOiHid  folio  omits  the  first "  tt." 
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P.  818.  C)  TB  eaa  lo  jimi." 

Hubeen  altered  to  "/'It  eoff  on  jkw," — unneoMauilj.    Vr.Saadja  remuki 
(^Shalutpatrt  Sac.  Paptrt,  ToL  ii 
joar  house,"  i*  ttill  commoii  in  1 

P.  ai».  (*)  "Sei—lhontnltnolheaT  auncnt,"  Sea. 

In  my  ncoertunty  about  the  proper  regulation  of  thu  speech  (as  of  man;  oihtxa 
thronghoat  the  present  play),  I  pt'  it  as  it  stands  id  Ihe  folioi  with  respect 
to  the  last  two  lines, — I  bare  alieadj  noticed  that  freqnentlj,  when  onr  early 
dramatists  introduce  a  conplet,  they  make  tht  Jirtt  lau  silarto-  (tomMdmeB 
^mrndt  thorter)  than  the  second:  see  the  ctKioloding  conplet  of  act  ii.  ic  S  of 
MiimtTtflr  Meamart,  and  note. 

P.  ai9.  (*<)    "ff  I  would  i^mgherte,  and  bug  Iwaitf  mart 
Batter  Aak  fit,  wAy,  givt  mg  hunt  to  T^mtm, 
Ati  iMlHiig,'-g(if»-ii  him,  itfoalt  ne,  ttratght, 
AnJ  oMt  mrti£.'' 
In  the  last  line  the  third  folio  has  "  An  able  Hoiae." — Theobald  printed, 
"  and  buji  ten  More 


Ten  ablt  horse,"— 
the  6rat  of  these  alterations  being  Pi^'s,-^  seeond  his  own. — Here  Hr.  Col- 
lier's Ma.  Correotor  makes  only  one  change, — 

**  A  stable  o'  aorset," — 
which  I  eaimot  think,  with  Mr.  Collier,  "  was  in  all  probalnli^  the  poet's  lan- 
guage."— Mr.  Singer  has  just  suggested  to  tne  as  the  true  readings, 
"  and  bti}/  two  more 


Two  aiit  horiet," 
He  suppoeas  that "  in  the  Ms.  the  number,  for  brerity,  was  written  S,  which 
jice  far  aO,  and  In  the  second  for  j-."   But  wovU 
'e  giren  more  than  two  horses  in  ratom  tor  oneT 
"  no  meed,  bat  he  repaya 
Serenfold  abore  itself ;  no  gift  to  him. 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  retom  exoeeding 
AU  nse  of  quittance."  p.  SlI. 

P.  9S0.  (>)  "  Cmfinaul  hit  ttatt  ta  s({^." 

l^e  fblio  has  "  Co*  sound  hit  itaU,"  fto.,— an  obTious  error,  yet  retained  and 
defatded  by  Mr.  Enight  and  >Cf.  Collier.  (Afterwards,  p.  SS4,  the  fdio  ba* 
the  Tery  same  mistake,— 

"you  would  throw  them  oft, 
And  say  yon  immd  tiem  in  mine  honestie.") 
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P.  sa>.  0^  ••  but  uB  Jum,"  tx. 

The  editor  of  the  Moond  blio  kdded,  for  tha  Mke  of  tlM  itne, "  but  oB  Urn, 
nmh,"  ^c, 

P.  aao.  (»)    '•CAtlh.  I  go,  tir. 

Sen.  Ddu  tht  Aowb  tUoiig  wM  fen, 

Jud  hone  iMt  dattM  at  eompt" 
The6)liohu, 

"Cfc  I  go  tir. 

Sen.  I  ^  ilr  ? 
ToIk  the  BoniU  <Amg  icid  yon, 
^luf  iakc  (A«  i&iCu  n.    Come," 
Now,  whedier  we  nuke  the  Senator  mj,  u  in  the  old  copy,  "  I  pi,  lir  ?"  or, 
M  Huon  nnonuiieiids,  "  Aj,  go,  lir"  tiie  wordi  kre  equally  nnintelligible, 
and  at  Tariance  with  the  whole  of  (he  oontezt.    Feeling  oonfldent  that  thaj 
were  repeated  by  a  aistake  of  the  trantcriber  or  oompovtor,  I  haye  omitted 
them  without  any  hesitation. — The  error  of  the  folio  in  the  last  line  wa«  cor- 
reetedbyT     "   "" 


P.  ssa  (••) 


The  folio  has  "nor  reaame  no  cart,"  bo.— Ur.  Collier'a  Via.  Corraotor  (ntwtl- 
tatra,  apeoloiuly,  "  no  rsaarra;  no  oore,"  &o.  In  the  lait  line  he  reada  "  W<u 
aorely  to  Mmnw,"  &o. ;  while  Mr.  Anger's  Ms.  Corrector  praa  "  Wai  tmly  m 
ttttipite^  &c  (which  occurred  also  to  Hr.  Grant  White,  ShaJit^itara'i  Scholar, 
Ac.  p.  3S9);  bat  tiiere  th«  old  text  i«  ondonbtedly  right 


P.  S».  (•)  '^itfAM-broithoiidi,'ti^ 

The  folio  baa  "^debt,  broken  Bamdt"  lib. — "Mr.  Malono  rery  jndiciooalj 
reads  *  datt-bnkai'  [confirming  that  reading  by  the  line  at  p.  S30, '  And  my 
reliancea  on  Mafracltd  data,'  &c.].  For  the  aake  of  measure,  I  hare  omitted 
the  last  letter  of  the  second  word.  So  in  Itvdi  ado  about  Nethixg  [act  il. 
ae.  1],  'I  hare  braht  [Le.  imin]  with  ber  flitber.'"  SiutTXiCB, — who  might 
hare  cil«d  from  the  present  play,  p.  34S, 

"  Sach  a  taose  bnkal 
So  noble  a  master  iall'n  I" 

P.  S39.  C)  "mg  mUlnu'  pagt." 

The  fclio  haa  "a^  Hastara  Fags." 

P.  283.  (")  "  »y  Mittret^  hoHMt,"  &c. 

The  folio  has  **i^  Masters  Imue,"  &c.  * 
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[  no  ] 

P.«I4.{»)  'Ipn^dT 

So  the  noond  folio.— The  flnt  folio  hu  "/propose." 


P.  a»5.  (■)  «  3fy  toc'd  font 

TAoiyA  yn  i<ar  mow  ((do  bit  t),  ytt  m<b'<  a  toK,"  &o. 
The  editor  of  the  «eaond  folia  reodi,  for  the  metre,  **  JUy  demre  bc'il  Lard^  &c. 
(Mr.  Collier  andeaTOun  to  prop  the  line  by  priDting  "H7  ioeU  laid,"  &o.) — 
Whftt  follows  is  Terj  Hupinious  (see,  in  the  Varior.  SAaiaptart,  the  oonflict- 
ing  expIanUions  of  Warbnrtoik,  BItson,  snd  Mklone).  Hsniner  gare  "  Tiongk 
jIBu  luar  HOB,  jet  now'i  too  l»te  k  lime,"  &c.;  end  Mr.  Collier's  Ua.  Cor- 
tector  (see  Mr.  Collier's  one-Tolnnie  ShaAapean)  sutwtitnles  "  Tlkmgi  fom 
htar  nam,  jet  now'i  a  time  too  late,"  &c 

F.  ISS.  (>•)  *  ma  ft  wU  7bwa'tr~ 

Steemu  would  read  "  IfAo  t>  mil Lotd  Tteoa'cr"    Con^sra  the  MZt  line. 


P.  S28.  (•) 
Tbe  folio  hM  "flMns." 


w  wy  lonf «  mtat  ni  Ana." 
Pope  printed 

ETiitii  this  hour  Ans,"  ftc; 


E^HlD  A£(  hnmonr  Jhu,"  Ae. 
Bat  I  am  etronglj  inolined  to  beliere  that  here  the  eiror  lies  in  a  word  not 
hitherto  nupected.    It  is  certain  that  sometimes  in  early  printed  books  (from 
wfaM  CAnselknow  not)  "slaTe"  and  "slander"  are  oonfbnnded:  so  in  ICd- 
dletoD'i  N»  wU,  no  ktfy  tiii  a  Wemam't, 

"  Hen  for  the  indifferent  world,  faith,  thej're  apter 
To  bid  a  tloM  [ncd  slander]  welcome  then  a  tmth." 

p.  68,  ed.  ISS7. 


"  Benenge  and  Death 
Like  damltr  [rmd  sUrea]  attend  the  sword  of  Caljniatlii.'* 
Sig.  C^ed.  1607. 
There  is  theidbre  a  high  probability  that  the  true  reading  in  the  preeent  pat- 
sage  ie,— 
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Unto  hit  honour  hot,"  &c. 
(Conpttre  oar  •nthor  ebevhere, — 

"  Till  1  h&T«  told  thu  dander  of  hia  blood,"  &a. 

Bkhard  IT.  act  L  ae.  1. 
"  Thon  ilander  of  thy  heavy  mother's  womb,"  Sk. 

Biehard  III.  ut  L  K.  3.) 

F.S30.  (")  •'Hat  onlg  ttut  Mi  prtKHt  oixanoit,"  be. 
i.e.  Ht  hU  only,  &o. — Hr.  Colli«r  prints  "Ha  haa  otJt/"  &c.,  and  remark*; 
" '  Hat  only  aenl'  in  the  original.  Hat  u  not  nnfrequentl;  printed  for  '  He 
haa'  in  the  Gnt  folio,  though  nsaally  with  an  apostrophe,  thni,  'Hat'  [fla'a]." 
Bat  when  the  folio  gires  "  Bk's,"  the  Apostrophe  goes  for  nothing :  see  toL  it, 
p.  S25,  note  (").  (In  the  folio,  the  condoBion  of  the  preceding  speech  stands 
thns,  **  And  what  ha't  he  sent  now  ?"  so  afterwards,  p.  S53,  according  to  the 
folio,  "By  that  which  Aa'i  mdone  thee,"  and,  p.  356,  "  How  hu't  the  use," 
ftc) — Again,  the  folio  reads  Uitratiia,  p.  233,  "  Hat  much  disgrao'd  me  in 't," 
&e.i  ibid."Had  sent  to  me  first,"  &c.;  p.  259, "£f(M  almost  charm'd  me," 
fto.;  p.  SBO,  "Hat  caught  me  in  his  eye,"  &o. 

P.  23a  (")  "Oua  I  thoiJd  pmvliate  the  dag  b^e/ora  litdt  part,  and 
wido  a  gnat  deal  of  iatoar  r' 

Theobald  printed  " /or  a  little  dirt,"  &al    Johnson  proposes" • 

^  a  finfa  park,"  &c.;  Mason  believes  that  the  author  wrote  " JbraUlA 

port"  (and,  as  there  was  some  danger  of  the  reader's  sappoaing  that "  port" 
meant  wiiM,  he  explains  it— show  or  magnificence) ;  while  Mr.  Grant  Wfaito 
(SihdMpcare'*  Scholar,  &c  p.  391)  recommends  Jackson's  transposition,  "that 
Itko^  purehate  the  di^  bt/ore,  and,  for  a  little  part,  undo  a  great  ital  of 
haunr  .■" — but  all  this  conjecturing  by  no  means  proves  that  the  old  text  It 


P.  88a  (*)  "to  do,"  Ste. 

The  Qinal  modem  reading  ia"  todo  't,"  &o. 


P.  S31.  (")  •^Jlatterer't  tpirii." 

So  Thoobald.— Ilie  Mio  has  "  Flattertri  sport"  (Hr.  Collier's  Ms.  CorrM- 
toi,— see  Mr.  Collier's  one-Tolmne  Shahttptart, — reads,  poorly  enongh,  '*flat- 
Itrti'i  ■pctttT) 

P.  ass,  (">  «  Thriee,  giet  him  over,"  Ice. 

Hie  second  folio  haa  ■*  That  thriu'd,  giet  Aim  over,"  &c. — Various  alterationa 
haTB  been  attempted  here:  and  Ur.  Knight  and  Mr.  Collier  adopt  Johnson's 
sonjeeture,  "  Thrice  ^r>  lum  ever,"  gto. 
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[     282     ] 
P.  133.  (*■)  "Am  muek  dugrae'd  we  i* '(,"  &o. 

See  Dole  ("> 

P.3S2.  («]  -and'mmgtlbrdtlU&oiightafiaL'' 

The  "/"  wu  iiuerted  by  llie  editor  of  the  second  (blio, — Such  la  the  original 
urmngemeDt  of  the  paasKge :  bnt  perhspi  the  (allowing  ii  better, 
"TkatrOregtiiteitlattt    No:  m  it  may  prOBt 
Ak  argummt  ofhaighUr  to  Iht  rtit, 
Axd  tmoogat  lortU  I  bt  ihoughl  ajbel," — 
"br^  in  the  laet  line  being  t,  diaajUable,  m  it  Mmetimei  ii  elMichw*. 

P.  233.  («) 

"  Savt  OHlg  ilit  godt :  note  kujriatdi  art  dead,"  &c. 
Hie  bwupoaitioa  genenlly  adopted  hen  by  tho  nodern  editora,  "Savt  the 
godt  only :  wnr,"  &a.,  is  do  donbt  *n  improTeBwut  to  th«  rhythm, 

P.  MS.  C)       "Both  Vw.  Sot*." 
The  folio  hu  "  3  Turo.";  which  the  modeni  editors  have  mienndentood.    It 
MTt^nly  meuu  "  Th«  two  eerTMil*  of  Vtiro:"  see  note  (■■). 

P.  335.  (*■}         "Wiatdoyiuk^mt,mj/Ji-kiid*t" 
The  folio  hM" ay  Friend."  ' 

P.  335.  («)         "FlaT,  Ay,"  &0. 

The  iuiikI  modeni  arrangement  of  this  speeoh  is  rery  diffarent;  and  (thoo^ 
the  Ute  Sidney  Walker,  Shaiapear^i  Feriifieatiai,  Sco.  p.  101,  quotes  that 
MTMigemeot  as  the  right  one),  I  agree  with  Ur.  Knight  in  greatly  prdbiikig 
tke  old  regoladon. 

P.  336.  <*■)  "  Hot.  Serr.  Aitd  mau,  ny  lord." 

"In  the  old  copy  this  speech  is  giren  to  Tarro  [to  '1  Tar.'].  I  hare  glTen 
it  to  th«  serrant  of  Hortensius  (who  would  natnnJlj  prefer  his  claim  among 
the  rest),  because  to  the  (i>Ilowitig  speech  In  the  old  copy  Is  prefixed  S  Var^ 
which,  from  the  words  ^okvn  ['Andmn,my  lotd'l,  mMiu,I  ooiMMiTev'tha 
two  serranti  of  Tarro'."    Uiloitb. 

P.  336.  (•)    "LaeiM,  ZaniSw,  aiuf  Stmpnamui  aO,"  &e. 
So  tiie  second  fblio,— The  Brat  folio  has, 

"Zneiiu,  Zacii&u,  muf  Statprvniiu  TUorxa:  AS^  Ac, — 
the  strange  name  "  Tllorza"  haring  crept  in,  it  would  seem,  by  lome  ""tr*™ 
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[     883     ] 
P.  S87.  (T)  "^S  ford,"  *o. 

P.S37.  C)  'bniittkim." 

ne  folio  hu  **  bratt  'em." 

P.  137.  ("^  "^  Aonow."  Ac. 

The  folio  hu  "AndSomiir,''  &c. 

P.S37.  CO  "HtifiJicAaMAuan^.-'&c. 

ne  folio  bM  "Sit  did  bchoone  Ait  angtr"  &o. 


—The  folio  hu  "  The  foUow,"  tm.  (which  Boawell  d«- 
fendi  bj  obMiring  that  " Fdkm  is  ft  common  tenn  of  0ODtempt"lIl> 

P.  889.  (")  "  Whg,  I  toy,  ay  lorjt,"  Sm. 

Bo  tho  lecxiiid  folio. — Mr.  Collier  prints,  with  the  fint  folio,  "  Wh^,  toy,  njr 
lerJ*,'  Sus., — whioh  h«  axidmiiu  "  Whj,  admit,  or  kcknowledge,  mj  lordi,"  &a 
Bnt  here  Aloilnadei  is  not  argning ;  he  a  Tn»Hng  a  simple  i 


P.  839.  (,")  "teilh  'em." 

So  the  woraid  folio. — The  fint  folio  hu  "  »iA  idea." — Pathapa  the  passage 
onght  to  stand  thua, — 

"B*  Am  aiaJa  too  mnehpUm^  vith  'am,  be 
Is  a  tiporn  rieitr;'  Am. 
hnt  there  U  no  end  t«  donbta  about  the  UBasara  thronghoat  this  pla;. 

P.  S89.  (>^      "If  l}itr»iBtr«  no  Jba,  that  litre  mou^,"  kth 
Hiis  lialting  line  hu  been  Tarionslj  amended  bjr  the  editon, — **  Were  there 
mofou,  dot  ietr»  §ma»gk  alose,"  &«., — "And,  tf  Aere  trert  no  fit*,  Aat  wtrt 

P.  U9.  (•■)  "Mg  hmmtn,"  &a. 

So  the  leMod  fidio.— nia  flnt  folio  haa  "  my  Hononr,"  fto. 

P.  SW  (■*)    "pQun  into  captaau'  wmndtt    Btuujtaadf 
The  aceond  folio  hu  " woMidff  ha  BamAmtKi." 
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[     SM     ] 

P.  aw.  (**)  "  Enter  divera  Lords,"  &C. 

Hera  the  folio  hai  **  Enter  dioen  Friatdt"  he. ;  while  aflenrKidi,  p.  343,  it 
hu  "  Enter  the  Senator*,  with  other  Lords,"  and  "  Exeunt  the  Sen&tors ;"  nod 
prefizea  to  the  reapectiTe  speeches  of  the  guests  "I,"  "!,"  "9,"  "4."  As  we 
cuinot  determine  therefore  when  the  speaker  is  a  Senator  and  when  he  is  a 
Lord,  I  hare  followed  the  recent  editors  in  making  the  prefixes  thronghont 
"  Fint  Lord,"  "  Second  Lord,"  &c, 

P,241,  C)  "Hm.  Ah,mggoodfriaid,—iDAatekterf'' 
After  this  the  folio  has  **  The  Banket  brought  in,"— marking  the  ata£;e-direo- 
tion  prematurelj  (as  ii  often  the  ewe  in  diamaa  printed  from  the  prompter^ 
book  g  that  the  property-man  might  be  ready  with  the  articlea  required  for 
the  scene:  see  my  Jteaarlu  on  Mr.  CoUitr't  and  Mr.  KnigiTt  eda.  ofSiaie- 
^teare,  p.  146).  I  need  hardly  add,  that  the  words  "mhal  ehetrt"  hare  no 
reference  to  Ibe  banquet. 

P.  243,  (^  "yotirftea,"  Stc 

Has  been  altered  to  "your  foes,"  && — Capell  (JVofet,  &&  vol.  il.  P.  ir.  p.  B9) 
understands  the  old  reading  to  mean  "  forfeits  dne  to  your  rengeance," 

P.  243.  (»>  "  lag  o/p«opfc.-  *=• 

So  B«we.— The  folio  bai  "legge  i^poopU,'  &c— Mr.  Collier's  Ha.  Conrcotor 
•absUtntes  "tag  of  people,"  &o. 

P.  243.  (*■)  "  Thie  it  Timon't  lali 

IFAo.  ttack  and  tpanghd  wifA  yourfialUria, 
Wadta  it  off,  and  tprinkU*  n  your  facet 
Your  reeJUng  vSlany," 
In  the  folio  the  second  line  stands, — 

"  Who  ttucke  and  Mpan^d  you  with  FUMeritif 
and  BO  it  is  glrea  by  the  more  recent  editors  (without  any  note),  thoa^  Om 
oorrection  which  Uie  passage  so  endently  demands  was  to  be  foond  in  the 
eds.  of  Hanmer,  Warborton,  and  Capell.  (Haumer  printed  "  Watha  them 
affi"  but  our  early  writers  not  on&equently  make  "  if  refer  to  a  preceding 
pluraL) 

P.  243.  C)  "  Ee-entcr  the  Lords." 

Heie  (a*  already  remarked)  the  folio  liaa  "  Enter  the  Senators,  with  other 
Iiordti"  for  which  in  the  more  recent  editions  is  substituted  **  Be-enter  the 
Iiords,  with  other  Lords  and  Senators,"  — Malone  informing  us  In  a  note 
that  the  nest  two  speeches  " are  spoken  by  tht  naeb/  arriotd  Lord*" — aa  if 
Timon  were  giring  an  erening-party  as  well  as  a  dinner.  Bnt,  though  llie 
old  stage-direction  is  awkwardly  worded,  it  certainly  was  intended  to  hare  no 
other  meaning  than  that  the  notiles  who  had  beon  driren  out  by  I^moo  now 
retnm  to  the  stage. 
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P.243.(^    "Third  Lord. 
BecLord." 
Tbe  folio  has,— 


But  Me  what  preeedM. 


P.Mi.  (")  "AMdltlctrnfimonlit^r 

So  Hmmer. — The  folio  has  "  And  yet  ConfiuioH  lint ;" — oat  of  which  John- 
'  ■on,  and  Hr.  Kni^t  after  him,  eDdeaionr  to  squeeie  the  same  meaDing  ai  the 
words  hare  with  Haiinnr's  obvioiu  correction. 


P.  MS.  (••>        "Fnm  OB-        .        .        . 
.  ■•    to  hit,"  4o. 
a  theae  Unei  Mmod  would  tnuispoM  "^ron"ftiid"(o." 


P.  St6.(">    "  Who  woidd  bt  10  mock'd  with  gtayt  or  to  line 
But  IB  a  dream  o/Jritndtkip  f 
To  have  hit  pomp,  and  all  vhat  ttale  eempoimdr,"  &0. 
Her*  Mr.  Collier's  Mb.  Corrector  (who  re-writes  the  passage)  gives 
"Who  iBoM  bt  (0  mock'd  with  ^ry,  as  to  litie,"  &c., — 
which  is  also  Rowe's  alteration;  and  which  I  am  inclined  to  think,  with  a 
critic  in  BlachBood"'  Magazine  for  Oct.  1653,  p.  tS7,  makes  nonsense. — Mr. 
Grant  Whits  (_Shaietpeart' i  Scholar,  &c.  p.  393)  would  read  "or  so  live,"  &c. 
— From  the  Prefoce  to  Siduey  Walker's  Shahetpeart't  Va-t^katioB  (p.  zzi.) 
I  leam  that  ha  concurred  with  Mr.  Collier's  Me.  Corrector  in  violeatlj  chang- 
ing ** all  lebal  tiatt  conpoviufi''  to  "all  ttait  comprehends." 


Tha  folio  ba*  "do  *f^"  &c. 


P.3«7.  C*)     "Jtaitem*  Ait  beggar,  and  day' t  that  iord; 
The  ttnalor  thaU,"  See, 
Her«  "dei^'t,"  which  has  been  tampered  with  in  various  wajs,  is  unquestion- 
ably right, — the  "if  meaning  (to  use  Steerens's  words)  "a  proportionable 
d^ree  of  eleration." — The  folio  has  "  Tht  senators  ^tall,"  &c 


P.  2*7.  (")  "  the  rother'i  aide;"  &c. 

So  Mr.  Singer  (and  so  too  Mr.  Collier's  Ma.  Corrector).— The  folio  has  "  tie 
Brothers  ttdtt,"  Ac  —  Mr.  Singer's  emendation  waa  pnbliahed  in  IStit  yet 
Ur.  Enight  retain*  in  ISSl  the  blunder  of  the  foUo. 
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F.  947.  C)  "noi^  votaritt." 

lir,  CoDiw'a  Hs,  Comobnr  tubititQtei  "no  idol-iutenri.-**  but  see  Johnsoo'i 
aWadL 

P.  8».  C) 

"Tim.  Tht  godi  ca^ound  them  all  in  &) ctmqiuti I 
And  tlue  qfler,  toAra  tiou  hatt  coagaer'd  I 
Alcib.    wig  me,  Titaanf 

Tim.  7^<if,  iy  JtOlmg  o/viUaim, 

TTuM  mut  ftom  to  conquer  mn  cotatry." 
So  the  puMge  limpi  in  the  folio  (though  Mr.  Knight,  hj  mistike,  tttHet  that 
here  the  folio  hw  prow).— In  the  dkyi  when  editors  Aoo^t  they  might  alter 
ad  l^ntnm,  the  two  fint  linei  aasomed  thij  form, — 

'■Tim.  Tkt  godt  con/mmd  them  ail  Oim  in  Af  eonjimt. 
And,  after  thee,  luhen  than  hatt  conq^frid." 

P.  SSa  C)       "  That  throagh  tht  arindoa-bart  bort,"  Ieo. 
The  (blki  bw  " tht  window  Bame  bert,"  ka. 


P.  aw.  Q*)  «  tfy  Aroot,"  4o, 

The  folio  haa  "  the  throat,"  tee, 

P.  350.  <^  "^nd  b>  tnoAe  vAom,  a  btaed." 

See  Johoaon'i  note  ad  L — Hr.  ColUer'a  Me.  Corrector  subatitntei  "  And  to 
maht  lehorei  abborr'ti :"  hut,  u  Mr.  Singer  pertinently  uks  (Shahetpean 
Vindiea^  &&  p.  343),  "  Wb;  ahoulil  abondance  of  gold  make  whores  ab- 
horr'dr 

P.  353.  (n)         •'wko  aU  %  hianan  Mom  itth  halt,"  &o. 
The  folio  haa  "vADoCthe  kimant  Smnm  do  hate,"  be. 

P.  862.  C) 

"JJry  ip  (^  momiios,  tnnM,  aiul  phagh-loni  bat,"  See. 
Here  Hr.  Ccdlier'a  Ms.  Corrector  altera  "  marrowt"  to  "  meadows :"  bnt  lea 
JohiwoD'E  Doteodl,— Qy.  "Dry  up  rty  marrowy  mB*i,"SHj.?  tha"if<wTo««»" 
of  the  folio  may  be  a  mistake  for  "maiTowie'';^CotgTaTe,  ia  hia  Diet,,  has 
**  Moillenz.    MarroiBit,  pithie,  fiill  of  strength  or  ttrong  tap." 

P.  ass.  (^      "ThuUinlhetatuibiTtbiainfa:ttd,'&o. 
Here  Bowe  changed  "  ififtcfefT  to  "affected:"— bnt,  surely,  the  old  reading 
(in  the  sense  of— diseased)  snits  better  with  what  inunediately  follows. 
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c 

p.  «s.  ^) 
Th«  folio  hu  "oftaOun." 

So  Ae  MMmd  Mio.— The  fint  folio  bw  "  Aat  bad  tedeome,"  tic 

P.  au.  (^  ■■  Ihti  mcu'd  trttt,"  &c 

80  HaiimBr.— The  folio  hu  "  (Jbw  mojat  TVeM,"  &e. 

P.  SM.  (M)        "TbncAMMiqFfkjiauiiwifrKp^it 

Fndg  commaiul,"  &c. 
The  folio  hu, 

"  TV)  JHcA  oi  maji  lit  ptanmt  dmggei  iff  il 

Frtebf  oomnuiid'it,"  Sic 

Ur.  Co11I«t'b  uid  Ur.  Singer'i  Ms.  Correcton  read  " fi«  panivt  dagi  q^ 

fl;"  &C.)  and  Mr.  Grmnt  White  (^SktUu^tar^i  SeMar,  &c  p.  894}  U  oonfideat 

that  the  aathor  wrote  *■ fA<  ^ouin  dregi  rj/'i'f,"  &c    BqI  I  think  thero   ' 

can  hudl^  be  a  doubt  that  here  "dnigi"  ia  eqmTal«at  to  drndga: — Todd 
(Johuon'M  IHet  sab  Drug)  citei  from  Huloet,  "Drudge,  or  dntggt,  a  serrant 
wliich  doth  all  the  rile  aerTice ;"  and  from  Barret,  **  Drudge,  a  driig,  or 
Utchen-tlftTe," — to  which  other  examples  might  eaiil;  ba  added. 

P.  SS4,  (")  "  Aatpoor  rag,"  &e. 

"If,"  cdMerrei  Jobnaon,  "we  read  'poor  nigae,'  it  will  eorreapond  nthar 
batter  to  what  followB;"  and  Mr.  Singer  (^Shaliaptart  VMkal^  tea.  p.  S48) 
■ajs  that  here  the  '^raggi"  of  tlie  foUo  a  avidentlj  a  miiprint  for  "rogne." 
Bat  "rag"  ooonn  elaewhere  in  our  aathar  aa  a  t«nn  of  ecotempt ;  and  it  wa« 
tormoAy  a  iwj  oommon  one. 

P.  ass.  C»^  "Bijr  camparqr,"  &o. 

"Hie  foUo  haa  "  thy  eompoKf"  fto. 

P.  397.  (*)      "rabuUAttfbatltkmJdiufBCti^AtMdM." 
Here  "rW  hai  been  altered  to  Td :"  bnt  in  such  sentence*  our  oU  writen 
frequently  use  itrSI  and  *AohU  (Jost  as  tliej  aUo  use  aiB  after  thonU;  see  toL 
It.  p.  5*3,  note  (")> 

T,357.(r)  "Intimrta!. 

Hmthe  foUo  baa"/«wocaid,"&c(theUtar  folioihaTe''/awonnd">-  Bm 
not*  ("),  ^  M. 
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" More  tktMgi  like maiT— Eat,  Tamm,  emd abhor  lhem.~ 
Tbo  folio  prefixes  "  Ape,"  to  thit  line,  lai  hu  "  abhorre  then." 

P.  258.  C°)  "th/aUin^Jhm  iff  hu  Jriende,"  Ik. 

Hu  been  (reTjbt31j)elUiBi  to"  AefaHag  oS  a/ firndt,"  to.-,  and  b^  Mr. 
Collier's  Us.  Corrector  to  "  t/ieJalUngJrom  him  nf  hie /ritKdt"  Sbo. 

P.  aS9.  (")     "iJo  nfloi^,  d[i,i(ii«5ioiipn>tEi(&>dD't,"  && 
Th«  fbho  hu  "  Do  TillKiae  do,"  &c. 

P.  S59.  (")  "  eteal  mat  he*,"  &c 

Hie  "noC  wM  inMrted  by  Bow& 

P.S6D.  (")  "iflliOHgTa«eet,"Bfe. 

The  folio  has  "  {/'Itmi  gmnt'at,"  &c. 

P.  200.  {**)    "  I  luner  Had  lumeit  ma*  about  me,  7;  all,"  &e. 
Hie  editon  hare  taken  TariouB  liberties  with  this  speech.— The  ■eoond"/" 
would  be  better  omitted :  Mr.  Knight  alien  it  to  "  aj ;"  but  here  the  negatire 
adverb,  not  the  affirmative,  is  required. 

P.  2S1.  (**)      "  II  aimoet  tariu  mg  dangerme  nattire  mild." 

So  Warburton  (and  Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector). — The  foUo  ha*  " ttalw 

wild  ;"~which  has  been  defended  1 

P.  263.  (>•)  "I/lboHkaeettmrete, 

Sk^  noli  fit/,  tohHtl  Aim  art  bleei'd  andfiet,"  &e. 
The  eeeond  line  has  been  amended  to,  "  Stag  noti  bnt^y  tnhiltt,"  kc ;  and  so 
probably  the  author  wrote. — In  the  more  recent  editions  (Mr.  Knight's  ex- 
cepted) the  passage  is  thus  rather  awkwardly  arranged, — 
'•If  thou  hafel 
Cureee,  elay  not;  fiy,  lokUel  thou'rt  bleee'd  andjree,"  Jtc 

P.  263.  C")  "  blaei-eomer'd  night,"  Ice. 

Thii  odd  epithet,  "  black-comer^ d,"  has  drawn  forth  aa  odd  explanation  fron 
Sleereoa,  and  sereral  odd  conjectaral  emendations  from  othen.—Qy.  ■■  biaek- 
curtun'd  night,"  Jcc.? 

P.  263.(")  "beworthipr 

Tbe  bHo  has  "be  worahipL" 
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P.  2M.  (^    "  mutt  UuaMm  naturtt^O  abhorrid  ipiritti— 
NotaB  At  tehipt  of  heaotK  are  hoyt  ataugh"  &«. 
L^  ^or  who«e  thuiklew  naturM,  tut.-,  which  I  msntiaD  becttue  the  puMge  ii 
wropgij  pointed  \tj  the  modem  editon.    (Comp&re  Th*  Ttmpat,  Mt  i.  w.  S; 
"  Me,  poor  man,  my  libmrj 
Wai  dnkedooi' large  enough,"  &c) 

P.  16S.  (■") 

"  You  havt  dotu  viork  for  mt,  Atrt't pagmait :  haietF' 
Tbe  folio  has  "  Fw  Aoim  work  far  mt,"  &o.  — I  adopt  Halooe'i  correction 
(thongh  it  is  pronounced  to  be  ''bait/"  bj  Mr.  Knight,  who  retain*  tba  old 
reading,  with  »  atrange  interpretation). — Hanmer  printed  "  Yon  havt  work'd 
formti  thtre't  your  paipHatt,  hence T  !k. 

P.  SS5.  ("■)  "Hit  in  vaiB  that,"  &c 

So  the  third  folio.— The  earlier  folid  h»«  "  /( u  wiiii  Outt,"  fcc,   (Afterward*, 
p.  S6T,  the  sasu  speaker  wja  to  the  same  peraons,  "  Stay  not,  all  '■  «  Tain.") 

P.  see.  (i»^  "  And  e)ui»et  it,"  &c 

So  the  aeoMid  folio.— The  firtt  folio  has  "  And  rhanc'd  if,"  Ac 

P.  2Bfl.  <"i>  "fi^ng  in  itttff 

A  lack  of  Tvmon't  aid,  bitft  fnii«  withal 

Of  it*  own  fail,  rtttrainiitg  aid  lo  Tnxon,"  &c 
Tha  folio  has, 

" halh  since  aithaH 

Of  it  owne  fall,  ratraining,"  &c 
HaiuneT  altered  "  IbU"  to  "  &alt :"  Capell  printed  "fail," — which  is  manifestly 
tiM  genuine  reading:  the  Senator  meaoa  to  say, — "At  the  same  time  that 
tkey  feel  a  lack  of  Timon's  i^,  they  feel  also  how  they  failed  (or,  how  faulty 
they  were)  in  withtioldiog  their  aid  from  Tiroon."~i'he  snlwtantive  "faiT 
m*  formerly  common:  in  The  Winttr'i  Tate,  act  IL  ic.  3,  we  hare 
"Mark,  and  perform  it,— aeeat  (hoa  ?  for  the /aif 

Of  any  point  in 't,"  &c. 
and  in  QnaMfNC,  act  iii.  ■c4,"From  thy  great  yiiif."  (Johnson  explaina 
"ioA  taut  ofiU  own  taH"  to  mean  "The  Athenians  had  lenit,  that  is,  felt 
the  danger  o/ (Acir  ova  yoC  by  the  arms  of  Aluibiades:"  but  da(  is  sufficiently 
implied  in  the  preceding  deciara^on,  "feeling  a  lacli  of  Timon'a  aid;"  and 
besides  it  has  no  fitness  when  taken  in  connection  with  what  immediately  fol- 
lowa,  **  restraining  aid  to  Timon."— Malone  "  once  suspected  that  our  author 
wrote  'fail':"  he,  howerer,  eventually  persuaded  himself  that  the  old  reading 
was  fnlly  supported  by  the  occurrence  of  the  word  "Ml"  in  two  anhsequeat 
passages  of  the  play-) 

P.  ses.  (■*•)  "  Itt  him  takt  hit  hattt, 

Comt  ki&tr,"  &c. 
Here  the  rery  sospicioos  expression,  "  laki  hit  hattt,"  is  changed  by  Hr.  Col- 
VOL.  V.  U 
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lier'B  lis.  Correotor  to  "tejb  kit  halter,"— peitkpi  the  true  readiDg.  (Thu 
altentioQ  wis  obligingly  Dommoiiicsted  to  me  bj  Mr.  Cullier,  who  till  lately 
had  overlooked  it,  the  ink  with  which  it  ii  written  in  hit  folio  being  moefa 
&ded.) 

F.  S68.  0**)  "  Wlui  once  a  dag,"  &«. 

The  Koond  Mio  has  "  Which  omx  a  day"  &c— Halone  printed  "  Whom  mm 
a  Jof,"  4c,  referring  "  whom"  to  Tiiuon. — But  here,  as  in  sundry  other  pas- 
Mges  of  these  pUys,  the  "who"  of  the  fint  foUo  to  uaad  for  "whom,"  (,i.e. 
which,— t^  ToL  iT.  p.  642,  note  (•)),  and  is  the  reUtire  to  "ererUsBng  man- 

P.  S6ft.  ("^    "  Wbtm,  tAovgh  m  gaitralparl  vt  leen  oppeid, 
Yat  oio-  eld  love  made  a  particular  Jbrte, 
And  madt  m  ipeah  lihtJHuidt." 
Hanma  printed) 

"And,  though  m  geiuralpart  ice  were  uppae'd. 
Yet  our  UdloBt  had  a  partieslar  Jbrce,"  3k. 
and  Ht.  Singer  {ShaJteepeare  VindicaUd,  Sic  p.  344)  proposes; 
"  When,  thoi^  on  seTeral  part  tut  vere  oppot'd, 
Yel  our  aid  lone  had  a  partumlar  Jbrce,"  &c. 
But  the  only  questionable  word  of  this  passage  is  the  "made"  in  the  seoond 
Una.    At  to  "  lehom," — it  to  merely  an  old  ungrammatical  ate  of  the  relatiT«. 

F.  S70.  (W)  "  SoflM  Uatt  Ttar'd  thie,"  Sas. 

Warhnrton't  owreotion, — The  folio  has  "  Samt  Btatt  reade  fli»,"  Ac 

P.  871.  (>")  "gri^M,"  be. 

"The  old  copy  has— ^n^;  bnt,  as  the  Senator  in  hto  preceding  speech  uaea 
the  plural,  grief -ma  probably  here  an  error  of  the  press  [or  of  the  banacri- 
b«r].    The  ooneotion  was  made  by  Ur.  Ileobald."    Malokb. 

P.  871.  ("•)  "rewjiffe.,"  Sec 

"  Old  copy — reseKge.    Corrected  by  Mr.  Steevens.   See  the  preMding  spteoh." 


P.ITI.  (■>^  ''Btteatd,"lK. 

So  the  seoond  fblio,— The  first  folio  has  "  Defend,"  &o. 

P.  S7».  ('") 

"Bnt  ehall  b*  rtmder'd  to  yow  public  buee,"  ko. 
The  folio  has  "  £n(  (AoS  6e  remedied  bi  ymir,"  &o.;  which  the  editor  of  the 

seoond  folio  altered  to  " remedied  by  your,"  &e.— Mason  taw  (what  the 

eailier  criljct  ought  to  hare  teen)  that  ben  "remedied"  was  an  error  for 
"rtndti'd." 
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DRAHATia  P8BS0HA. 


Jm-nra  Cjuir. 

Oct  ATI  ca  Cbbab,     \ 

HiBCna  Aktokicb,    V  trimnTin  kfter  the  de«tli  of  Jolins  Cmmr. 

H.  jGmil.  Lefidos,  } 

FUBUDB, 

FopiuDB  Lbha, 
HiBCcB  BscruB, 

ClASlDB, 
CATCJk, 

Trkbomids, 

LlOABICS, 

Dbcidi  Bbdtgs, 

HlTBLLCi  CiMBBR, 

FLATiDi  knd  HABnLLOa,  tribmiei. 

ABTBMiDOBUa,  s  lopbiBt  of  Ciiidoa. 

A  SoolhsByer. 

CiimA,  a  poet.    Aitother  PoeL 

LnciLins, 

Tiiiiaui, 


.coDipinOor*  kg^intt  Julini  Ctesar. 


■ervantu  to  Bnitin. 


Toang  Caw>, 
Claudius, 

StBATO, 

Luoiin, 

Dabsaxids,    . 

PnnDAKus,  tervMit  to  Cm^ui. 

Calthukmia,  wife  to  CsMr. 
Portia,  wifb  to  Brutus, 

SoBBtora,  Citiieiu,  OuArds,  Atteodmnta,  Sec. 

SCMtim—diavig  a  grtat  part  <iflhe  piajf  at  Bomti  nfterminb  at  Sardit,  w 
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JULIUS    C^SAR. 


ACT  I. 

Scene  I.     Borne.    A  ilreet. 
SiOer  Fiulvius,  Mabullus,(1)  tmd  a  raiile  of  (StizeuB. 

Flav.  Hence  \  home,  ;ou  idle  creatures,  get  you  home ; 
Is  this  a  holiday  ?  what !  know  you  not, 
Being  mechanical,  you  ought  not  walk 
Upon  a  labouring  day  without  the  sign 
Of  your  profession  ? — Speak,  what  trade  art  thou  f 

Firtt  Cit.  Why,  sir,  a  carpenter. 

Mar.  Wliere  is  thy  leather  apron  and  thy  rule  ? 
What  dost  thou  with  thy  best  apparel  on  ? — 
You,  rar,  what  trade  are  you  7 

Sec.  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  in  respect  of  a  fine  workman,  I  am 
hut,  as  you  would  say,  a  cobbler. 

Mar.  But  what  trade  art  thou  ?  answer  me  directly. 

First  Cit.  A  trade,  sir,  that,  I  hope,  I  may  use  with  a  safe 
conscience ;  which  is,  indeed,  sir,  a  mender  of  bad  soles. 

Mar.(^  What  trade,  thou  knave!  thou  naughty  knave, 
what  trade  ? 

Sec.  Cit.   Nay,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  be  not  out  with  me : 
yet,  if  you  be  out,  sir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Mar,  What  meanest  thou  by  that  ?  mend  me,  thou  saucy 
feUow! 

Sec.  CU.  Why,  sir,  cobble  you. 

Flav.  Thou  art  a  cobbler,  art  thou  7 

Sec,  at.  Truly,  sir,  aU  that  I  live  by  is  with  the  awl;  I 
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meddle  with  no  tradesman's  niatters,  noi  women's  nuttten, 
but  with  awl.  I  am,  indeed,  sir,  a  sur^on  to  old  shoes ;  when 
they  aie  in  great  dangler,  I  re-cover  them.  As  proper  men  as 
ever  trod  upon  neats-leather  have  gone  upon  my  handiwork. 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  shop  to-day  f 
Why  dost  thou  lead  these  men  about  the  streets  ? 

Sec.  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  to  wear  out  their  shoes,  to  get  my- 
self into  more  work.  But,  indeed,  ur,  we  make  holiday,  to 
see  Csesar,  and  to  rejoice  in  his  triumph. 

Mar.  Wherefore  rejoice?  What  conquest  brings  he  home f 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot-wheels  ? 
You  blocks,  you  stones,  you  worse  than  senseless  things ! 
O  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome, 
Knew  you  not  Fompey  ?     Many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements, 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney-tops. 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  sat 
The  live-long  day,  with  patient  expecUtion, 
To  see  great  Pompey  pass  the  streets  of  Rome ; 
And  when  you  saw  his  chariot  but  appear. 
Have  you  not  made  an  universal  shout, 
"niat  Tiber  trembled  underneath  her  banks. 
To  hear  the  replica4ion  of  your  sounds 
Made  in  her  concave  shores  I 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  best  attire  t 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday  ? 
And  do  you  now  strew  flowers  in  his  way 
That  comes  in  triumph  over  Fompey's  blood  ! 
Be  gone! 

Run  to  your  houses,  fall  upon  your  knees, 
Pray  to  the  gods  to  intermit  the  plague 
That  needs  must  light  cm  this  ingratitude. 

Flav.  Go,  go,  good  countrymen,  and,  for  this  fault. 
Assemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  sort ; 
Draw  them  to  Tiber  banks,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  till  the  lowest  stream 

Do  kiss  the  most  exalted  shores  of  all,  [Exeunt  CitiKetu. 

See,  whir  their  basest  metal  be  not  moVd ; 
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The;  Tanisli  tongue-tied  in  their  guiltiness. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Cajpitol ; 
This  way  will  I :  disrobe  the  images, 
If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  ceremonies. 

ifar.  May  we  do  so  f 
You  know  it  is  the  feast  of  Lupercal. 

Flav.  It  is  no  matter ;  let  no  images 
Be  hung  with  Cesar's  trophies.     I'll  about, 
And  drive  away  the  vulgar  from  the  streets ; 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  thick. 
These  growing  feathers  pluck'd  from  Caesar's  wing 
Will  make  him  fiy  an  ordinary  pitch ; 
"Who  else  would  soar  above  the  view  of  men, 
And  keep  us  all  in  servile  fearfulneas.  lExetmt. 


ScEMB  II.     J^  tame,    A  pubUo  place. 

£nter,  in  proceaaion,  wiih  rniuic,  Cssak  ;  Antont,  /or  the  oourte; 
CAifHiiBinA,  PoBTiA,  Decius,  Cicsbo,  Bkutus,  Cassius,  (M(i 
Casoa  ;  a  gnat  en»cd/oBomng,  among  them  a  Soothsayer. 

Cat.  Calphumia, — 

Caeca.  Peace,  ho !  Cnsar  speaks. 

[Mutic  eeaeet. 

C^t,  Calphumia, — 

Cat.  Here,  my  lord. 

Cat,  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius'(*)  way, 
When  he  doth  run  his  course, — Antonius. 

Ant.  Cnsar,  my  lord  ? 

Cat.  Forget  not,  in  youx  qteed,  Antonius, 
To  touch  Calphumia ;  for  our  elders  aay. 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chase. 
Shake  off  their  sterile  curse. 

Ant,  I  shall  remember : 

When  Caesar  says,  "  Do  this,"  it  is  perform'd. 

Cat.  Set  on ;  and  leave  no  ceremony  out.  \_Mtttic. 

Sooth,  Cssarl 

Cat,  Ha!  who  calls? 
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Coica.  Bid  everj  noise  be  atill : — peace  yet  again ! 

[Mtuic  ceatet. 

Cat.  Who  is  it  in  the  press  that  calls  on  me  ? 
I  bear  a  tongue,  shriller  than  all  the  music. 
Cry,  "  Csesar."     Speak ;  Caesar  is  tum'd  to  hear. 

Sooth,  Beware  the  ides  of  March, 

C€e».  What  man  is  that  ? 

Btu.  a  soothsayer  bids  you  beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cat.  Set  him  before  me  ;  let  me  see  his  face. 

Com.  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng ;  look  upon  Cssar. 

Cat.  What  say'st  thou  to  me  now  7  speak  once  again. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  idea  of  March. 

Cat.  He  is  a  dreamer ;  let  us  leave  him : — pass. 

[Sennet,     Exeunt  all  except  Brutut  and  Caitiut, 

Cat.  Will  you  go  see  the  order  of  the  course  i 

Bru.  Not  I. 

Cat.  I  pray  you,  do. 

Bru.  I  am  not  gamesome :  I  do  lack  some  part 
Of  that  quick  spirit  that  is  in  Antony. 
Let  me  not  hinder,  Cassius,  your  desires ; 
I'll  leave  you. 

Cat.  Brutus,  1  do  observe  you  now  of  late : 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness 
And  show  of  love  as  I  was  wont  to  have : 
You  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru.  Caasius, 

Be  not  deceiv'd :  if  I  have  veil'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  myself.     Vexed  1  am, 
Of  late,  with  passions  of  some  difference, 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  myself. 
Which  give  some  soil,  perhaps,  to  my  behaviours ; 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd 
(Among  which  number,  Cassius,  be  you  one), 
Nor  construe  any  further  my  neglect, 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  war. 
Forgets  the  shows  of  love  to  other  men. 

Cat.  Then,  Brutus,  I  have  much  mistook  your  passion ; 
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By  means  whereof  this  breast  of  mine  hatb  buried 
TboughtA  of  great  value,  worthy  co^tations. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  see  youi  face  ? 

Bm.  No,  CassiuB ;  foi  the  eye  sees  not  itself, 
But  by  rejection,  by  some  other  things. 

Ciu.  "Tiajuat: 
And  it  is  very  much  lameated,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  such  mirrors  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthiness  into  your  eye, 
That  you  might  aee  your  shadow.     I  haye  heard, 
Where  many  of  the  best  respect  in' Rome 
(Except  immortal  C^sar),  speaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yolce, 
Have  wish'd  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me,  Cassius, 
That  you  would  have  me  seek  into  myself 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  f 

Cat.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepar'd  to  hear : 
And,  siuce  you  know  you  cannot  see  yourself 
So  well  as  by  reflection,  I,  your  glass, 
Will  modestly  discover  to  yourself 
That  of  yourself  which  you  yet  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  on  me,  gentle  Brutus : 
Were  I  a  common  laugher,(*)  or  did  use 
To  stale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  protester ;  if  you  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  bard. 
And  after  scandal  them ;  or  if  you  know 
That  I  profess  myself  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous.    [Flouruh  tatd  ihout. 

Bru.  What  means  this  shouting  ?  I  do  fear,  the  people 
Choose  Cssar  for  theii  king. 

Cat.  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 

Then  ro\ist  1  think  you  would  not  have  it  so. 

Bru.  I  would  not,  Cassius ;  yet  I  love  him  well. — 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  so  long  ? 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me  7 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  good. 
Set  honour  in  one  eye,  and  death  i'  the  other. 
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And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently ; 
For,  let  the  gods  bo  speed  me  as  I  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Cat.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus, 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favour. 
"Well,  honour  is  the  subject  of  my  story, — 
I  cannot  tell  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life ;  but,  for  my  single  self, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  such  a  thing  as  I  myself, 
I  was  bom  firee  as  Cssar ;-  so  were  you : 
We  both  have  fed  as  well ;  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  winter's  cold  as  well  as  he : 
For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  gusty  day. 
The  troubled  Tiber  chafing  with  her  shores, 
Cfesar  aaid  to  me,  "  Dar'st  thou,  Cassius,  now 
Ijeap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  flood, 
And  swim  to  yonder  point  ?"     Upon  the  word. 
Accoutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in, 
And  bade  him  follow :  so,  indeed,  he  did. 
The  torrent  roar'd ;  and  we  did  hufiet  it 
With  lus^  sinews,  throwing  it  aside 
And  stemming  it  with  hearts  of  controversy : 
But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  propos'd, 
Cssar  cried,  "  Help  me,  Caasius,  or  I  sink !" 
I,  as  ^neas,  our  great  ancestor. 
Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  shoulder 
The  old  Auchises  bear,  so  from  the  waves  of  Tiber 
Did  I  the  tired  Ctesar :  and  this  man 
Is  now  become  a  god ;  and  Cassius  is 
A  wretched  creature,  and  mu^  bend  his  body. 
If  Csesar  carelessly  but  nod  on  him. 
He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 
And,  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 
How  he  did  shake :  'tis  true,  this  god  did  shake : 
His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly ; 
And  that  same  eye,  whose  bend  doth  awe  the  world, 
Did  lose  his  lustre :  I  did  hear  him  groan : 
Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bade  the  Romans 
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Mark  him,  and  write  his  speeches  id  their  books, 

Alas,  it  cried,  "  Give  me  some  drink,  Titinius," 

As  a  sick  girl.     Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper  should 

So  get  the  start  of  the  majestic  world. 

And  bear  the  palm  atone.  {^Flourith  and  thout. 

JBru.  Another  general  shout ! 
I  do  believe  that  these  applauses  are 
For  some  new  honours  that  are  heap'd  on  Caaaar. 

Cat.  Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world 
Like  a  Colossus ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  l^s,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 
Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fatas : 
The  fault,  dear  Srutu^,  is  not  in  our  stars. 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus,  and  Cssar :  what  should  be  in  that  Caesar  t 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  more  than  yours  i 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  name ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well ; 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy ;  conjure  with  *em, 
Brutus  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  Ctesar. 
Now,  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once. 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Ceesar  feed, 
That  he  ia  grown  so  great  t     Age,  thou  art  sham'd ! 
Rome,  thou  hast  lost  the  breed  of  noble  bloods ! 
When  went  there  by  an  age,  since  the  great  fiood, 
But  it  was  ffun'd  with  more  than  with  one  man  7 
When  could  they  aay,  till  now,  that  talk'd  of  Bxime, 
That  her  wide  wa1Is(5)  eucompass'd  but  one  man  ? 
Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  room  enough, 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man, 
O,  you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  say, 
There  was  a  Brutus  once,  that  would  have  brook'd 
The  eternal  devil  to  keep  bis  state  in  Rome 
As  easily  as  a  king. 

Bru.  That  yon  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous ; 
What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  some  aim : 
How  I  have  thought  of  thia,  and  of  these  times. 
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I  shall  recouat  hereafter ;  for  this  preseot, 
I  would  not,  BO  with  love  I  might  entreat  you. 
Be  any  further  mov'd.     What  you  have  said, 
I  will  consider  j  what  you  have  to  say, 
I  will  with  patience  hear ;  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear  and  answer  such  high  things. 
Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this  ; 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager 
Than  to  repute  himself  a  son  of  Rome 
Under  these  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cat.  I  am  glad  that  my  weak  words 
Have  struck  but  thus  much  show  of  fire  from  Brutus. 

Bru.  The  games  are  done,  and  Cssar  is  returning. 

Cat.  As  they  pass  by,  pluck  Casca  by  the  sleeve ; 
And  he  will,  after  his  sour  fashion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  to-day. 

Reenter  Casab  and  Ku  Train. 

Bru.  I  will  do  so : — but,  look  you,  Cassius, 
The  angry  spot  doth  glow  on  Caesar's  brow, 
And  all  the  rest  look  like  a  chidden  train : 
Calphumia's  cheek  is  pale ;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  such  ferret  and  such  fiery  eyes 
As  we  have  seen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  cross'd  in  conference  by  some  senators. 

Cat.  Casca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

Cat.  Antonius, — 

AtU.  CsBsar? 

C<B».  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat ; 
Sleek-headed  men,  and  such  as  sleep  o'  nights : 
Yond  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look ; 
He  thinks  too  much :  such  men  are  dangerous. 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  Csesar ;  he's  not  dangerous ; 
He  is  a  noble  Roman,  and  well  given. 

Cat.  Would  he  were  fatter ! — but  I  fear  him  not : 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
So  soon  as  that  spare  Cassius.     He  reads  much ; 
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He  ia  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks 

Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men :  he  loves  no  plays. 

As  thou  dost,  Antony ;  he  hears  no  music : 

Seldom  he  smiles ;  and  smiles  ia  such  a  sort 

As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  scom'd  his  spirit 

That  could  be  mov'd  to  smile  at  any  thing. 

Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  ease 

Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselves ; 

And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 

I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd 

TfaaQ  what  I  fear, — for  always  I  am  C^sar. 

Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf, 

And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  tbink'st  of  him. 

\_£xeunt  Catar  and  hit  Train.    Caica  ttays  behind. 

CoMca.  You  puU'd  me  by  the  cloak;   would  you  speak 
with  me? 

Bru.  Ay,  Casca ;  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  to-day. 
That  Caesar  looks  so  sad. 

Catca.  Why,  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 

Bru.  I  should  not,  then,  ask  Casca  what  had  chanc'd. 

Catca.  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offered  him :  and  being 
offered  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  hand,  thus ;  and 
then  the  people  fell  a-shoutiag. 

Bru.  What  was  the  second  noise  for  ? 

Catca.  Why,  for  diat  too. 

Cat.  They  shouted  thrice :  what  was  the  last  cry  for  ? 

Catca,  Why,  for  that  too. 

Bru.  Was  the  crown  offered  hinj  thrice  ? 

Catca.  Ay,  marry,  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice,  every 
time  gentler  than  other ;  and  at  every  pntting-by  mine  honest 
neighbours  shouted. 

Cat.  Who  offered  him  the  crown  ? 

Catca.  Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Casca. 

Catca.  I  can  as  well  be  hanged  as  tell  the  manner  of  it : 
it  was  mere  foolery ;  I  did  not  mark  it.  I  saw  Mark  Antony 
offer  him  a  crown ; — ^yet  'twas  not  a  crown  neither,  'twas  one 
of  these  coronets ; — and,  as  I  told  you,  he  put  it  by  once : 
but,  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking,  he  would  fain  have  had  it. 
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Then  he  ofiered  it  to  him  again ;  then  he  put  it  hy  again : 
but,  to  my  thinking,  he  was  very  loth  to  lay  his  fingers  off  it. 
And  then  he  offered  it  the  third  time ;  he  put  it  the  third 
time  by :  and  still  as  he  refused  it,  the  rabblement  hooted, 
and  clapped  their  chapped  hands,  and  threw  up  their  sweaty 
night-caps,  and  utt«red  such  a  de&l  of  stinking  breath  ht- 
cause  Ctesar  refused  the  crown,  that  it  had  almost  choked 
Csssar ;  for  he  swooned,(*)  and  fell  down  at  it :  and  for  mine 
own  part,  I  durst  not  lau{|^,  for  fear  of  opening  my  lips,  and 
receiving  the  bad  ur. 

C<u.  But,  soft,  I  pray  yon :  what,  did  CsBsar  awoon  1 

Caica.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and  foamed  at 
mouth,  and  was  speechless. 

Bm.  Tis  very  like, — he  hath  the  falling-sickneBS.(<') 

Cat.  No,  Ciesar  hath  it  not  \  but  you,  and  I, 
And  honest  Casca,  we  have  the  falling-sickness. 

Ctuca,  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that ;  but,  I  am 
sure,  Csesar  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people  did  not  dap  him 
and  hiss  him,  according  aa  he  pleased  and  displeased  them, 
as  they  use  to  do  the  players  in  the  theatre,  I  am  no  true 
man, 

Sru.  What  said  he  when  he  came  unto  himself? 

Catca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  pCTceived 
the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refused  the  crown,  he  plucked 
me  ope  his  doublet,  and  offered  them  his  throat  to  cut : — an 
I  had  been  a  man  of  any  occupation,  if  I  would  not  have 
taken  him  at  a  word,  I  would  I  might  go  to  hell  among  the 
rogues ; — and  so  he  fell.  When  he  come  to  himself  again, 
he  said,  If  he  had  done  or  said  any  thing  amiss,  he  desired 
their  worships  to  think  it  was  his  infirmity.  Three  or  four 
wenches,  where  I  stood,  cried,  "  Alas,  good  soul !"  and  {ot- 
gsve  him  with  all  their  hearts:  but  there's  no  heed  to  be 
taken  of  them;  if  Caesar  had  stabbed  their  modiers,  &ey 
would  have  done  no  less. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  cane,  thus  sad,  away  F 

Catca.  Ay. 

Cat.  Did  Cicero  say  any  thing  t 

Catea,  Ay,  he  spoke  Chreek, 

Cat.  To  what  effect; 
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Casca.  Nay,  an  I  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne'ei  look  you  i'  the 
face  again:  but  those  that  understood  him  amiled  at  one 
another,  and  shook  their  heada ;  but,  for  mine  own  paxt,  it 
was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  news  too:  Ma- 
nillas and  Flavius,  for  pulling  scarfs  off  Ceesar'a  images,  are 
put  to  silence.  -Fare  you  well.  There  was  more  foolery 
yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

Ctu.  Will  you  sup  with  me  to-night,  Casca  ? 

Casca.  No,  I  am  promised  forth. 

Cat.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow  ? 

Catca.  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and  your 
dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Cat.  Good ;  I  will  expect  you. 

Catca.  Do  so :  farewell,  both.  [Exit. 

Btu.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be ! 
He  was  quick  mettle  when  he  went  to  school. 

Cat.  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprise, 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form. 
This  rudeness  is  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit, 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  dige8t(")  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru.  And  so  it  is.     For  this  time  I  will  leave  you : 
To'morrow,  if  you  please  to  speak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you ;  or,  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Cat.  I  will  do  so : — till  then,  think  of  the  world. 

\Exit  Brutut. 
Well,  Brutus,  diou  art  noble  j  yet,  I  see. 
Thy  honourable  metal  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  dispos'd :  therefore  it  is  meet 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes ; 
For  who  so  firm  that  cannot  be  seduc'd  t 
Cffisar  doth  bear  me  hard ;  but  he  loves  Brutus : 
If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Cassiua, 
He  should  not  humour  me.     I  will  this  night, 
Id  several  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw. 
As  if  they  came  from  several  citizens, 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
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That  Rome  holds  of  his  name;  wherein  obscurely 

Cfesar's  ambition  shall  be  glanced  at: 

And,  after  thia,  let  Csesar  seat  him  sure ; 

For  we  will  shake  him,  or  worse  days  endure.  \Exit, 


Scene  III.     TSa  same.    A  street. 

Tkv.ndo'  and  lightning.     Enter,  from,  opposite  ndee,  Casoa,  toith 
his  stoord  drawn,  and  Cicebo. 

Cic.  Good  even,  Casca :  brought  you  Cresar  home  i 
Why  are  you  breatbless  ?  and  why  store  you  so  ? 

Casca.  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  sway  of  earth 
Shakes  like  a  tiling  unfirra  ?     O  Cicero, 
I  have  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks ;  and  I  have  seen 
The  ambitious  ocean  swell,  and  rage,  and  foam, 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatening  clouds  : 
But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now. 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  strife  in  heaven ; 
Or  else  the  world,  too  saucy  with  the  gods. 
Incenses  them  to  send  destruction, 

Cic.  "Why,  saw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful  ? 

Casca.  A  common  slave  (you  know  him  well  by  sight) 
Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame  and  burn 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd ;  and  yet  his  hand, 
Not  sensible  of  fire,  remaiu'd  unscorch'd. 
Besides  (I  ha'  not  since  put  up  my  sword). 
Against  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion, 
Who  glat'd{*)  upon  me,  and  went  surly  by, 
Without  annoying  me :  and  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghastly  women. 
Transformed  with  their  fear ;  who  swore  they  saw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  streets. 
And  yesterday  the  bird  of  night  did  sit, 
Even  at  noon-daj,  upon  the  market-place, 
Hooting  and  shrieking.     When  these  prodigies 
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Do  so  coDJointly  meet,  let  not  men  say, 
"  Tliese  are  their  reasons, — they  are  natural ;" 
For,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic.  Indeed,  it  is  a  strange-disposed  time  : 
Bat  men  may  construe  things  after  their  fashion, 
Clean  from  the  purpose  of  the  things  themselves. 
Comes  Caasar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow  ? 

Ctuca.  He  doth ;  for  he  did  bid  Antoniua 
Send  word  to  you  he  would  be  there  to-morrow. 

Cic.  Good  night,  then,  Casca :  this  disturbed  sky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 

Ctuca.  Farewell,  Cicero.  [^Exit  Cicero. 

Enter  Cabbids. 

Com.  Who  'b  there  ? 

Catca.  A  Roman. 

Cat.  Casca,  by  your  voice. 

Casca.  Tour  ear  is  good.     Cassius,  what  night  is  this !  (^ 

Cat.  A  very  pleasing  night  to  honest  men. 

Catca.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  so  ? 

Cat.  Those  that  have  known  the  earth  bo  full  of  faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  streets, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night ; 
And,  thus  unbraced,  Casca,  as  you  see. 
Have  bar'd  my  bosom  to  the  thunder-stone : 
And  when  the  cross  blue  lightning  seem'd  to  open 
The  breast  of  heaven,  I  did  present  myself 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  flash  of  it. 

Catca.  But  wherefore  did  you  so  much  tempt  the  hea- 
vens? 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble, 
When  the  most  m^hty  gods,  by  tokens,  send 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  astonish  us. 

Cat.  You  are  dull,  Casca ;  and  those  sparks  of  life 
That  should  be  in  a  Roman  you  do  want, 
Or  else  you  use  not.     You  look  pale,  and  gaze. 
And  put  on  fear,  and  cast  yourself  in  wonder, 
To  Bee  the  strange  impatience  of  the  heavens : 
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But  if  you  would  consider  the  true  cause 

Why  all  these  6re3,  why  all  these  gliding  ghosts, 

Why  birds  and  beasts,  from  quality  and  kind ; 

Why  old  men  fools,  and  children  calculate ; 

Why  all  these  things  change,  from  their  ordinance. 

Their  natures,  and  preformed  faculties. 

To  monstrous  quality  ; — why,  you  shall  find 

That  heaven  hath  infus'd  tfaem  with  these  spirits. 

To  make  them  instruments  of  fear  and  warning 

Unto  some  monstrous  state. 

Now  could  I,  Casca,  name  to  thee  a  man 

Most  like  this  dreadful  night, 

That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roars 

As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol, — 

A  man  no  mightier  than  thyself  or  me 

In  personal  action  ;  yet  prodigious  grown, 

And  fearful,  as  these  strange  eruptions  are. 

Catca.  'Tis  Cssar  that  you  mean ;  is  it  not,  Cassius  ? 

Cat.  Let  it  be  who  it  is :  for  Romans  now 
Have  thewes  and  limbs  like  to  their  ancestors ; 
But,  woe  the  while !  our  fathers'  minds  are  dead. 
And  we  are  gorern'd  with  our  mothers'  spirits ; 
Our  yoke  and  sufferance  show  us  womanish. 

Casca.  Indeed,  they  say  the  senators  to-morrow 
Mean  to  establish  Cfesar  as  a  king ; 
And  he  shall  wear  his  crown  by  sea  and  land, 
In  every  place,  save  here  in  Italy. 

Caa.  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  da^er  then ; 
Cassius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Cassius: 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  most  strong ; 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 
Nor  stony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brass. 
Nor  airless  dungeon,  nor  strong  links  of  iron. 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  strength  of  spirit ; 
But  life,  being  weary  of  these  worldly  bars, 
Never  lacks  power  to  dismiss  itself. 
If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides, 
That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 
I  can  shake  off  at  pleasure.  [  Tfmnder  ttiU. 
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Catca.  So  can  I : 

So  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Cat.  And  why  should  Cssar  be  a  tyrant,  then  ? 
Poor  man  !  I  know  be  would  aot  be  a  wolf. 
But  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  but  sheep : 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Those  that  with  haste  will  make  a  mighty  fire 
Begin  it  with  weak  straws :  what  trash  is  Rome, 
What  rubbish,  and  what  o£bl,  when  it  serves 
For  the  base  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vil^  a  thing  as  Csesar !     But,  O  grief. 
Where  hast  thou  led  me  ?  I  perhaps  speak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman ;  then  1  know 
My  answer  must  be  made :  but  I  am  arm'd. 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Csuca.  You  speak  to  Casca ;  and  to  such  a  man 
That  is  no  Seering  tell-tale.     Hold,  my  hand:(") 
Be  factious  for  redress  of  all  these  griefs ; 
And  I  will  set  this  foot  of  mine  aa  far 
As  who  goes  farthest. 

Cat.  There's  a  bargain  made. 

Now  know  you,  Casca,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  noblest-minded  Romaiu 
To  undergo  with  me  an  enterprise 
Of  honourable-dangerous  consequence ; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this,  tbey  stay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch :  for  now,  this  fearful  night. 
There  is  no  stir  or  walking  in  the  streets ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element 
In  favour's  like('^)  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Most  bloody,  fiery,  and  most  terrible. 

Catca.  Sund  close  awhile,  for  here  cornea  one  in  haste. 

Cat.  'Tis  Cinns, — I  do  know  him  by  his  gait ; 
He  is  a  friend. 

Cinna,  where  haste  you  so  ? 
Cin.  To  find  out  you.     Who's  that?  Metellus  Cimber? 
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Cat.  No,  it  is  Casca;  ooe  incorporate 
To  our  attemptfl.     Am  I  not  staj'd  for,  Citma  ? 

Cin.  I  am  glad  on't.     What  a  fearful  night  is  this ! 
There  'a  two  or  three  of  us  have  seen  strange  sights. 

Cat.  Am  I  not  stay'd  for  ?  tell  me. 

Cin.  Yes,  you  are. 

O  Cassius,  if  you  could 
But  win  the  noble  Brutus  to  our  party — 

Cat.  Be  you  content :  good  Cinna,  take  this  paper. 
And  look  you  lay  it  io  the  prastor's  chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window ;  set  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus'  statue :  all  this  done, 
Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  shall  find  us. 
Is  Decius  Brutus  and  Trebonius  there  ? 

Cin.  All  but  Metellus  Cimber ;  and  he's  gone 
To  seek  you  at  your  house.     Well,  I  will  hie. 
And  BO  bestow  these  papers  as  you  bade  me. 

Cat.  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  theatre. 

lExii  Gnna. 
Come,  Casca,  you  aod  I  will  yet,  ere  day. 
See  Brutus  at  his  house :  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already ;  and  the  man  entire. 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours, 

Catca,  O,  he  sits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts : 
And  that  which  would  appear  ofience  in  us. 
His  countenance,  like  richest  alchemy, 
Will  change  to  virtue  aud  to  worthiness. 

Cat.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him, 
Yon  have  right  well  conceited.     Let  us  go. 
For  it  is  after  midnight ;  and,  ere  day. 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  sure  of  him.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  II. 

Scene  I.     Rome.    Bkutus's  orchard. 
Enter  Bbutub. 
Bru.  What,  Lucius,  ho ! — 
I  cannot,  by  the  pri^ess  of  the  stars, 
Give  guess  how  near  to  day. — Lucius,  I  say ! — 
I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  sleep  so  soundly. — 
When,  Lucius,  when  f  awake,  I  say !  what,  Luciua ! 

Snter  Lucins. 

Luc.  Call'd  you,  my  lord  ? 

Sru,  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  study,  Lucius : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Bru.  It  must  be  by  his  death :  and,  for  my  part, 
I  know  DO  personal  cause  to  spurn  at  him, 
But  for  the  general.     He  would  be  crown 'd : — 
How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the  question : 
It  is  the  bright  day  that  brings  forth  the  adder; 
And  that  craves  wary  walking.     Crown  him  ? — that ; — 
And  then,  I  grant,  we  put  a  sting  in  him, 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
The  abuse  of  greatness  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorse  from  power :  and,  to  speak  truth  of  Csesar, 
I  have  not  known  when  his  affections  sway'd 
More  than  his  reason.     But  'tis  a  common  proof, 
That  lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
Whereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face ; 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmost  round, 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back, 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees 
By  which  he  did  ascend ;  so  Ciesar  may ; 
Then,  lest  he  may,  prevent.     And,  siiice  the  quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour  for  the  thing  he  is, 
Fashion  it  thus ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented. 
Would  run  to  these  uid  these  exteemities : 
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And  therefore  think  him  aa  a  serpent's  egg^ 

Which,  hatcb'd,  would,  as  his  kind,  grow  mischievous ; 

And  kill  him  in  the  shell, 

Re-^nter  Lucius. 

Luc.  The  taper  burneth  in  your  closet,  sir, 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found  {^Giving  him  a  letter. 
This  paper,  thus  seal'd  up ;  and,  I  am  sure, 
It  did  not  lie  there  when  I  went  to  bed. 

Bru.  Get  you  to  bed  again ;  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March  ?(>') 

Luc.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  calendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Luc.  I  will,  sir.  [Exit. 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air. 
Give  so  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  the  letter  and  read». 
"  Bnitue,  thou  sleep'at :  awake,  and  see  thyself. 
Shall  Rome,  &c.    Speak,  strike,  redress  t 
Brutus,  thou  sleep'st :  awt^e  1" — 
Such  instigations  have  been  often  dropp'd 
Where  I  have  took  them  up. 
"  Shall  Rome,  &c."     Thus  must  I  piece  it  out ; 
Shall  Rome  stand  under  one  man's  awe  f     What,  Rome  ? 
My  ancestors  {'*)  did  from  the  streets  of  Rome 
The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  king. 
"  Speak,  strike,  redress  !"-^Am  I  entreated 
To  speak  and  strike  ?     O  Rome,  I  make  thee  promise. 
If  the  redress  will  follow,  thou  receivest 
Th;  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus  1 


r  LuciDS. 
Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wasted  fourteen(>*}  days. 

[Knocking  within. 
Bru.  'Tia  good.     Go  to  the  gate ;  somebody  knocks. 

[Exit  Lucius. 
Since  Cassius  first  did  whet  me  against  Ctesar, 
I  have  not  slept. 
Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
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And  the  first  motioiij  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantaswa,  or  a  hideous  dream : 
The  Genius  and  the  mortal  instruments 
Are  then  in  council ;  and  the  state  of  man,(^<^) 
Like  to  a  little  kiogdom,  suJfets  then 
The  nature  of  an  insurrection. 

Ee-eater  Lucitrs. 

Lac.  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Cassius  at  the  door, 
Who  doth  desire  to  see  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone  ? 

Imc.  No,  sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 

Bnt.  Do  you  know  tiiem  ? 

Lttc,  No,  sir;  their  bats  are  pluck'd  about  their  ears. 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  cloaks. 
That  by  no  means  I  may  discover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour. 

Bru.  liet  'em  enter.  \_Exit  Laciut, 

They  are  the  faction.     O  conspiracy, 
Sham'st  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night. 
When  evils  are  most  free  ?     0,  then,  by  day 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mask  thy  monstrous  visage  ?     Seek  none,  conspiracy  ; 
Hide  it  in  smiles  and  afiability : 
For  if  thou  path,('T)  thy  native  semblance  on, 
Not  Erebus  itself  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  Cassius,  Casca,  Dgcius,  CimiA,  Mztellus  Cihbcs,  and 
Tbxbonius. 

Cm.  I  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  rest : 
Good  morrow,  Brutus ;  do  we  trouble  you  ? 

Bni.  I  have  been  up  this  hour ;  awake  all  night. 
Know  I  these  men  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

Co*.  Yes,  every  man  of  them ;  and  no  man  here 
But  honours  you ;  and  every  one  doth  wish 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourself 
Which  every  noble  Koman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 
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Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cat.  This,  Dflcius  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Cat.  This,  Casca;  this,  Cinna;  and  this,  Metellus  Cimber. 

Bru,  They  are  all  welcome. — 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpose  themselves 
Betwixt  youi  eyes  and  night  ? 

Cat.  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?  [Bnttut  and  Cattitu  lehuper. 

Dec.  Here  lies  the  east :  doth  not  the  day  break  here  f 

Catca.  No. 

Cin.  O,  pardon,  sir,  it  doth ;  and  yon  gray  lines 
That  fret  the  clouds  are  messengers  of  day. 

Catca.  You  shall  confess  that  you  are  both  deceir'd. 
Here,  as  I  point  my  sword,  the  sun  arises ; 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  south. 
Weighing  the  youthful  season  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward  the  north 
He  first  presents  his  fire ;  and  the  high  east 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

Btu.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  hy  one. 

Cat,  And  let  us  swear  our  resolution. 

Bru.  No,  not  an  oath :  if  not  the  face  of  men. 
The  sufferance  of  our  souls,  the  time's  abuse, — 
If  these  be  motives  weak,  break  off  bedmes. 
And  every  man  hence  to  bis  idle  bed ; 
So  let  high-sighted  tyranny  range  on. 
Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.     But  if  these, 
As  I  am  sure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 
To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  steel  with  valour 
The  melting  spirits  of  women;  then,  countrymen, 
What  need  we  any  spur,  but  our  own  caiise. 
To  prick  us  to  redress  ?  what  other  bond 
Than  secret  B,omans,  that  hare  spoke  the  word, 
And  will  not  palter  ?  and  what  other  oath 
Than  honesty  to  honesty  engag'd. 
That  this  shall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it  7 
Swear  priests,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautelous. 
Old  feeble  carrions,  and  such  suffering  souls 
That  welcome  wrongs ;  unto  bad  causes  swear 
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Such  creatures  as  men  doubt ;  but  do  not  stain 

The  even  Tirtue  of  our  enterprise. 

Nor  the  insuppressive  mettle  of  our  spirits, 

To  think  that  or  our  cause  or  our  performance 

Did  need  an  oath ;  when  every  drop  of  blood 

That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears, 

Is  guilty  of  a  aeveral  bastardy, 

If  he  do  break  the  smallest  particle 

Of  any  promise  that  hath  pass'd  from  him. 

Cm.  But  what  of  Cicero  ?  shall  we  sound  him  f 
I  think  he  will  stand  very  strong  with  us. 

Caica.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Cin.  No,  by  no  means. 

Met.  O,  let  us  have  him ;  for  his  silver  hairs 
Will  purchase  us  a  good  opinion. 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds : 
It  shall  be  said,  bis  judgment  rul'd  our  hands ; 
Our  youths  and  wilduess  shall  no  whit  appear. 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  O,  name  him  not:  let  us  not  break  with  him ; 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Cat.  Then  leave  him  out. 

Catea.  Indeed  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec.  Shall  no  nan  else  be  touch'd  but  only  Csesar  ? 

Cat.  Decius,  well  urg'd : — I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  so  well  belov'd  of  Cassar, 
Should  outlive  Csesar :  we  shall  find  of  him 
A  shrewd  cootriver ;  and,  you  know,  his  means. 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  stretch  so  far 
As  to  annoy  us  all :  wbich  to  prevent. 
Let  Antony  and  Ctesar  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  course  will  seem  too  bloody,  Caius  Cassius, 
To  cut  the  head  off,  and  then  back  the  limbs, — 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy  afterwards ; 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Ccesar : 
Let's  be  sacrificers,  but  not  butchers,  Caius. 
We  all  stand  up  agunst  the  spirit  of  Csesar ; 
And  in  the  spirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood : 
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O,  that  we,  then,  could  come  by  Csesar's  spirit, 
And  not  dismember  Ceesar  I     But,  alas, 
Csesar  must  bleed  for  it !     And,  gentle  friends, 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully; 
Let's  carve  him  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods. 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcass  fit  for  hounds : 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  subtle  masters  do, 
Stir  up  their  servants  to  an  act  of  rage, 
And  after  seem  to  chide  'em.     This  shall  make 
Our  purpose  necessary,  and  not  envious : 
^bich  so  appearing  to  the  common  ejea. 
We  shall  be  call'd  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him ; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  tlian  Caesar's  arm 
"When  Csesar's  head  is  off, 

Cos.  Yet  I  fear  him ; 

For  in  the  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Ccesar, — 

Bra.  Alas,  good  Cassius,  do  not  think  of  him : 
If  he  love  Csesar,  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himself, — take  thought,  and  die  for  Ceesar; 
And  that  were  much  he  should ;  for  he  is  given 
To  sports,  to  wildness,  and  much  company. 

Treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him ;  let  him  not  die  ; 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter.     [Clock  atriket, 

Bru.  Peace!  count  the  clock. 

Cat.  The  clock  hath  stricken  three. 

Treb.  'Tis  time  to  part. 

Cat,  But  it  is  doubtful  yet. 

Whether  Ciesar  will  come  forth  to-day,  or  no ; 
For  he  is  superstitious  grown  of  late ; 
Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of  fantasy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies: 
It  may  he,  these  apparent  prodigies, 
The  unaccustom'd  terror  of  this  night. 
And  the  persuasion  of  his  augurers. 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that :  if  he  he  so  resolv'd, 
I  can  o'ersway  him ;  for  be  loves  to  hear 
That  unicorns  may  be  hetray'd  with  trees. 
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And  bears  with  glasses,  elephants  with  holes. 

Lions  with  toils,  aiid  men  with  flatterers : 

But  when  I  tell  him  he  hates  flatterers, 

He  says  he  does, — being  then  most  flattered. 

Let  me  work ; 

For  I  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent,. 

And  1  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Cat.  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

£ru.  By  the  eighth  hour :  is  that  the  uttermost  i 

Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermost,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met.  Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  Caesar  hard, 
Who  rated  him  for  speaking  well  of  Pompey: 
I  wonder  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now,  good  Metellus,  go  along  by  him : 
He  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him  reasons ; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  fashion  him. 

Cat.   The  morning  comes  upon's:   we'll  leave  you, 
Brutus : — 
And,  friends,  disperse  yourselves:  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  said,  and  show  yourselves  true  Romans. 

Bru,  Good  gentlemen,  look  fresh  and  merrily ; 
Let  not  our  looks  put  en  our  purposes ; 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  actors  do. 
With  untir'd  spirits  and  formal  constancy: 
And  so,  good  morrow  to  you  every  one. 

[Exeitat  all  except  Bmtta. 
Boy!  Lucius! — Fast  asleep?     It  is  no  matter; 
Enjoy  the  honey  heavy  ('*)  dew  of  slumber: 
Thou  hast  no  figures  nor  no  fantasies. 
Which  busy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men ; 
Therefore  thou  sleep'st  so  sound, 

EfOvr  POBTIA. 

Por.  Brutus,  my  lord ! 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you  ?  wherefore  rise  you  now  ? 
It  is  not  for  your  health  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw  cold  morning. 

Por.  Nor  for  yours  neither.    You  've   ungently,  Bru- 
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Stole  from  in;  bed :  and  yesternight,  at  supper, 

You  suddenly  arose,  and  walk'd  about, 

Musing  and  sighing,  with  your  arma  across ; 

And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 

You  star'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks : 

I  urg'd  you  further ;  then  you  scratch'd  your  head, 

And  too  impatiently  stamp'd  with  your  foot: 

Yet  I  insisted,  yet  you  aoswer'd  not ; 

But,  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  hand. 

Gave  sign  for  me  to  leave  you :  so  I  did ; 

Fearing  to  streDgtben  that  impatience 

Which  Beem'd  too  much  enkindled ;  and  withal 

Hoping  it  was  but  an  effect  of  humour, 

Which  sometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 

It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  sleep  ; 

And,  could  it  work  so  much  upon  your  shape, 

As  it  hath  much  prerail'd  on  your  condition, 

I  should  not  know  you,  Brutus.     Dear  my  lord. 

Make  me  acquainted  with  your  cause  of  grief. 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 

I^r.  Brutus  is  wise,  and,  were  he  not  in  health, 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Brv.  Why,  so  I  do : — good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 

Pot.  Is  Brutus  sick, — and  is  it  physical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  suck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning  ?     What,  is  Brutus  sick, — 
And  will  he  steal  out  of  his  wholesome  bed. 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night. 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  sickness  ?     No,  my  Brutus ; 
You  have  some  sick  offence  within  your  mind. 
Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of:  and,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once-commended  beauty. 
By  all  your  tows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  yourself,  your  half,' 
Why  you  are  heavy  j  and  what  men  to-night 
Have  had  resort  to  you, — for  here  have  been 
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Some  MX  or  seven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darkness. 

Bnt.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

Por.  I  should  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted  I  should  know  no  secrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?     Am  I  yourself 
But,  as  it  were,  in  sort  or  limitation, — 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed, 
And  talk  to  you  sometimes  ?     Dwell  I  but  in  the  suburbs 
Of  your  good  pleasure  i    If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru,  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife ; 
As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart. 

Por.  If  this  were  true,  then  should  I  know  this  secret. 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman ;  but  withal 
A  woman  that  Lord  Brutus  took  to  wife : 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman ;  but  withal 
A  woman  well-reputed, — Cato's  daughter. 
Think  you  I  am  no  stronger  than  my  sex. 
Being  so  &ther'd  and  so  husbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  counsels,  I  will  not  disclose  'em : 
I  have  made  strong  proof  of  my  constancy, 
Giving  myself  a  voluntary  wound 
Here,  in  the  thigh :  can  I  bear  that  with  patience, 
And  not  lay  husband's  secrets  ? 

Brv.  O  ye  gods, 

Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife !         [Knocking  mtkin. 
Hark,  hark !  one  knocks :  Portia,  go  in  awhile ; 
And  by  and  by  thy  bosom  shall  partake 
The  secrets  of  my  heart: 
All  my  engagements  I  will  construe  to  thee. 
All  the  charactery  of  my  sad  brows : — 
Leave  me  with  haste.     {Exit  Portia.'\ — Lucius,  who  'a  tbat 
knocks? 

He-enter  Lncins  ipiih  LiOABiUS. 
Luc.  Here  is  a  sick  man  that  would  speak  with  you. 


U,y,l,.e..yGOOgle 


818  JUUUS  C-^HAR.  [iCT ». 

Bru.  Caius  Ligaiius,  that  Metellus  spake  of, — 
Boy,  stand  aside. — Caius  Ligarius, — how  1 

Lig.  Vouchsafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bru.  O,  what  a  time  have  you  chose  out,  brave  Caius, 
To  wear  a  kerchief!     Would  you  were  Dot  sick! 

lAg.  I  am  not  sick,  if  Brutus  hare  in  Land 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

Bru.  Such  an  exploit  have  1  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Lig.  By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  discard  my  sickness  1     Soul  of  Rome  ! 
Brave  son,  deriv'd  from  honourable  loins  \ 
Thou,  like  an  exorcist,  hast  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  spirit.     Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  strive  with  things  impossible; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.     What's  to  do  f 

Bru.  A  piece  of  work  that  will  make  sick  men  whole. 

Lig,  But  are  not  some  whole  that  we  must  make  sick  ? 

Bru.  That  must  we  also.     What  it  is,  my  Caius, 
I  shall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  ate  going 
To  whom  it  must  be  done. 

Lig.  Set  on  yoiu  footj 

And,  with  a  heart  new-fir'd,  1  follow  you. 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  sufficeth 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Btu.  Follow  me,  then,  [Exeunt, 


Scene  II.     The  same.     A  kallin  Cjesab.'s  paiace. 

Thunder  and  lightning.     £nter  Cjesar,  in  hi»  nightgmon. 
CtBt,  Nor  heaven  nor  earth  have  been  at  peace  to-night: 
Thrice  bath  Calphumia  in  her  sleep  cried  out, 
"  Help,  ho !  they  murder  Cassar  1" — Who's  within  t 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv.  My  lord  t 
Ceet,  Qo  hid  the  priests  do  present  sacrifice. 
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And  bring  me  theit  opiaioos  of  success. 

Sers.  I  will,  m;  lord.  \^Exit. 

Enter  Calphuknia. 

Cat.  What  mean  you,  Csesar  ?  think  you  to  walk  forth  f 
You  shall  not  stir  out  of  your  house  to-day. 

Cat.  Ciesar  shall  forth :  the  things  that  threaten 'd  me 
Ne'er  look'd  but  on  my  back ;  when  they  shall  see 
The  face  of  Csesar,  they  are  vanished. 

Cal.  Cmsax,  I  never  stood  on  ceremonies, 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.     There  is  one  within, 
Besides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen, 
Recounts  most  horrid  sights  seen  by  the  watch. 
A  lioness  hath  whelped  in  the  streets ; 
And  graves  have  yawn'd,  and  yielded  up  their  dead ; 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fightf^)  upon  the  clouds. 
In  ranks  and  squadrons  and  right  form  of  war. 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol ; 
The  noise  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air. 
Horses  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan ; 
And  ghosts  did  shriek  and  squeal  about  the  streets. 
O  Csesar,  these  things  ate  beyond  all  use. 
And  I  do  fear  them ! 

Cat.  What  can  be  avoided 

Whose  end  is  purpos'd  by  the  mighty  gods  f 
Yet  Csesar  shall  go  forth ;  for  these  predictions 
Ate  to  the  world  in  general  as  to  Cssar. 

Cal.  When  beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  seen ; 
The  heavens  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  princes. 

Cat.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  theit  deaths ; 
The  valiant  nevet  taste  of  death  but  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard. 
It  seems  to  me  most  strange  that  men  should  fear ; 
Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end. 
Will  come  when  it  will  come. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

What  say  the  augurers  ? 
Serv.  They  would  not  have  you  to  stir  forth  to-day. 
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Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beast. 

Ca».  The  gods  do  this  in  shame  of  cowardice ; 
Csesar  should  be  a  beast  without  a  heart. 
If  he  should  stay  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
No,  Cesar  shall  not :  danger  knows  full  well 
That  Cieaar  is  more  dangerous  than  he : 
We  areC)  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day. 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible : — 
And  Ciesar  shall  go  forth. 

Cal.  Alas,  my  lord, 

Your  wisdom  is  consum'd  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day :  call  it  my  fear 
That  keeps  you  in  the  house,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  aend  Mark  Antony  to  the  senate-house ; 
And  he  shall  say  you  are  not  well  to-day : 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Cat.  Mark  Antony  shall  say  I  am  not  well ; 
And,  for  thy  humour,  I  will  stay  at  home. 

EiU«r  Deciub. 
Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  shall  tell  them  so. 

Dec.  Ctesar,  all  bail !  good  morrow,  worthy  Csesac : 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  senate-house. 

Cat.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time. 
To  hear  my  greeting  to  the  senators, 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to-day : 
Cannot,  is  false ;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falser : 
I  will  not  come  to-day, — tell  them  so,  Decius. 

Cal.  Say  he  is  sick. 

Ctei.  Shall  Cssar  send  a  lie  f 

Have  I  in  conquest  stretch'd  mine  arm  so  far. 
To  be  afeard  to  tell  graybeards  the  truth  7 
Decius,  go  tell  them  Csesar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Most  mighty  Csesar,  let  me  know  some  cause. 
Lest  I  he  laugh'd  at  when  I  tell  them  so. 

Cat,  The  cause  is  in  my  will, — I  will  not  come; 
That  is  enough  to  satufy  the  senate. 
But,  for  your  private  satisfaction, 
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Becauae  I  love  yon,  I  will  let  you  know, — 

Calphnmia  here,  my  wife,  stays  me  at  home : 

She  dreamt  to-night  she  saw  my  statua,(^) 

Which,  like  a  fountaia  with  an  hundred  spouts, 

Did  run  pure  blood ;  and  many  lusty  Romans 

Came  smiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it : 

And  these  does  she  apply  for  warnings,  and(^)  portents, 

And  evils  imminent ;  and  on  her  knee 

Hath  begg'd  that  I  will  stay  at  home  to-day. 

Dec.  This  dream  is  all  amiss  interpreted ; 
It  was  a  vision  fair  and  fortunate: 
Your  statue  spouting  blood  in  many  pipes, 
la  which  so  many  smilii^  Romans  bath'd. 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  shall  suck 
Reviving  blood ;  and  that  great  men  shall  press 
For  tinctures,  stains,  relics,  and  ct^nizance. 
This  by  Calphumia's  dream  is  signified. 

C(U.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 

Dee,  I  have,  when  you  have  beard  what  I  can  say : 
And  know  it  now, — the  senate  have  concluded 
To  give,  this  day,  a  crown  to  mighty  Caesar. 
If  you  shall  s^id  them  word  you  will  not  come, 
Tbeir  minds  may  change.     Besides,  it  were  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  render'd,  for  some  one  to  say, 
"  Break  up  the  senate  till  another  time, 
When  Ciesar's  wife  shall  meet  with  better  dreams." 
If  Ctesar  hide  himself,  shall  they  not  whisper, 
'*  Lo,  Cesar  is  afraid"  ? 
Pardon  me,  Csesar ;  for  my  dear  dear  love 
To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this ; 
And  reason  to  my  love  is  liable. 

Cat.  How  foolish  do  your  fears  seem  now,  Calphumia  1 
I  am  ashamed  I  did  yield  to  them.— 
Give  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go : — 

£taa-  FusLius,  Brutdb,  Lioasius,  Ketillcs,  Casca,  TBEBOKina, 

and  GissA. 
And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 
PtA.  Good  morrow,  Cnsar. 

VOL.  V.  Y 
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Ceet.  Welcome,  FubUiu. — 

What,  Brutus,  are  you  stirr'd  so  early  too  ? — 

Good  morrow,  Cases. — Caius  Ligarius, 

Csesar  was  ue'et  so  much  your  enemy 

Aa  that  same  ague  which  bath  made  you  lean. — 

What  is 't  o'clock  1 

Bra.  Csesar,  'tis  strucken  eight, 

Cai.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtesy. 

£nt«r  Antoky. 
See !  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'  nights, 
Is  notwithstanding  up. — Good  morrow,  Antony. 

jinU  So  to  most  noble  Ceesar. 

Ctss.  Bid  them  prepare  within : — 

I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. — 
Now,  Cinna: — now,  Metellus: — what,  Trebonius 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  store  for  you ; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to-day : 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Ceesar,  I  will : — and  so  near  will  I  be,  [Atide, 

That  your  best  friends  shall  wish  I  had  been  further. 

Cat.  Good  friends,  go  in,  and  taste  some  wine  with  me ; 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  straightway  go  together. 

Sru,  [ftwrfe]  That  every  like  is  not  the  same,  O  Cssar, 
The  heart  of  Brutus  yearns  to  think  upon !  [Exeunt. 


Scene  HI.  The  tame.  A  street  near  the  CupUol. 
Enter  AbTemidobqb,  reading  a  paper. 
Art.  "  Cssar,  beware  of  Brutus ;  take  heed  of  Casuus ;  come 
not  Dear  Caaca ;  have  an  eye  to  Cinna ;  trust  not  Trebonius ;  mark 
well  HfetelluH  Cimber  j  Deciua  Brutus  loves  thee  not ;  thou  hast 
wronged  Gtuus  ligarius.  There  is  but  one  mind  in  all  these  men, 
and  it  is  bent  against  Csesar.  If  thou  beest  not  immortal,  look  about 
yon :  security  gives  way  to  conspiracy.  The  mighty  gods  defend 
thee  1     Thy  lover, 

"  AaTBXIDOBUS." 

Here  will  I  stand  till  Cieear  pass  along. 
And  as  a  suitor  will  I  give  him  this. 
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My  heart  laments  that  rirtue  cannot  live 

Out  of  the  teeth  of  nnulation. 

If  thou  read  this,  O  Caesar,  thou  mayst  live ; 

If  not,  the  Fates  with  traitors  do  contrive.  [Exit. 


Scene  IV.  The  tame.    Another  part  of  the  Mame  street,  be/ore 
the  house  o/"  Brutus, 

Unier  Fobtia  and  LnciiiB. 

Por.  I  prithee,  boy,  run  to  the  senate-house ; 
Stay  not  to  answer  me,  but  get  thee  gone : 
Why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

Ziitc.  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 

Por.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here  again, 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  shouldst  do  there. — 

0  constancy,  be  strong  upon  my  side. 

Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue ! 

1  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might. 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counsel  I — 
Art  thou  here  yet  ? 

Ziuc.  Madam,  what  should  I  do  f 

Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  else  1 
And  so  return  to  you,  and  nothmg  else  ? 

Por.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord  look  well, 
For  he  went  sickly  forth :  and  take  good  note 
What  Caasar  doth,  what  suitors  press  to  him. 
Hark,  boy  I  what  noise  is  that? 

Ijuc.  I  hear  none,  madam. 

Por.  Prithee,  listen  well : 

I  heard  a  bustling  rumour,  like  a  fray, 
And  the  wind  brings  it  &om  the  Capitol, 

Zmc.  Sooth,  madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

JStUer  AETBiai>0B08.(*') 
Por.  Come  hither,  fellow : 

Which  way  hast  thou  been  ? 

Art,  At  mine  own  house,  good  lady. 

Por.  What  is't  o'clock  ? 
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Art.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

For.  Is  Ctesar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Art.  Madam,  not  yet :  I  go  to  take  my  stand. 
To  see  him  pass  on  to  the  Capitol. 

For.  Thou  hast  some  suit  to  Ciesar,  hast  thou  not  ? 

Art.  That  I  have,  lady:  if  it  will  please  Cesar 
To  he  so  good  to  Caesar  as  to  hear  me, 
I  shall  beseech  him  to  hefriend  himself. 

Por.  Why,  know'st  thou  any  harm's  intended  towards  him? 

Art.  None  that  I  know  will  he,  much  that  I  fear  may- 
chance. 
Good  morrow  to  yon.     Here  the  street  is  narrow : 
The  throng  that  follows  Csesar  at  the  heels. 
Of  senators,  of  praetors,  common  suitors. 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  almost  to  death : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Csesar  as  be  comes  along.  \Exit. 

Por.  I  must  go  in. — Ay  me,  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  is !   O  Brutus, 
The  heavens  speed  thee  in  tbine  enterprise ! — 
Sure,  the  boy  heard  me : — Brutus  hath  a  suit 
That  Ciesar  will  not  grant. — O,  I  grow  funt. — 
Kun,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord ; 
Say  X  am  merry :  come  to  me  again. 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  say  to  thee. 

[^Exeunt  leveraUy, 


ACT  III. 

Scene  I.     Rome.      The  Capitol;  the  Senate  tilting, 

A  crmnd  of  people  tn  th»  ttrwl  Uading  to  the  Capitol;  among  t^em 
Abtehidobus  and  the  Soothaayer.  Hourith.  Enter  Cssab, 
Bbittus,  Cassius,  Gasca,  Decius,  Metellqs,  Trebomitjs, 
Ciifif A,  Ahtokt,  Lepidcs,  Popiliub,  PuBuns,  and  othere. 

Ccei.  The  ides  of  March  are  come. 

Sooth.  Ay,  Ccesar ;  but  not  gone. 

An.  Hail,  Csesar  1  read  this  schedule. 
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Dec,  Trebonius  dotb  desire  jou  to  o'er-read, 
At  your  best  leisure,  this  bts  humble  suit. 

Jrt.  O  Caesar,  read  mine  first ;  for  mine's  a  suit 
That  touches  Cssar  nearer :  read  it,  great  Csesar. 

Ctet.  What  touches  us  ourself  shall  be  last  serv'd. 

Art.  Delay  not,  Csesar ;  read  it  instantly. 

Cte*.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 

Pub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Ctu.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the  street? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

CsSAB  aOvra  (A«  Capitol,  the  rut/oBounn^.     All  the  Senators  rtw. 

Pop,  I  wish  your  enterprise  to-day  may  thrive. 

Cat.  What  enterprise,  Popilius  ? 

Pop,  Fare  you  weD. 

[AdvaneeM  to  Cee»ar. 

Bru.  What  said  Popilius  Lena  ? 
Ctu.  He  wish'd  to-day  our  enterprise  might  thrive, 
I  fear  our  purpose  is  discovered. 

Bru.  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Csesar :  mark  him. 
C<u.  Casca,  be  sudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. — 
Brutus,  what  shall  be  done  ?     If  this  be  known, 
Cassius  or  Czesar  never  shall  turn  hack, 
For  I  will  slay  myself, 

Bru.  Cassius,  he  constant: 

Popilius  Lena  speaks  not  of  our  purposes ;  (^) 
For,  look,  he  smiles,  and  Csesar  doth  not  change. 

Cat.  Trebonius  knows  his  time;  for,  look  you,  Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

{Exeunt  Antony  and  Trebontut.     Catar  and  the 
Senatort  take  their  teatt, 

Dec.  Where  is  Metellus  Cimber  ?     Let  him  go, 
And  presently  prefer  his  suit  to  Csesar. 

Bru.  He  is  address'd  :  press  near  and  second  him. 

C'tfl.  Casca,  you  are  the  first  that  rears  your  hand. 

Catca.  Axe  we  all  ready  ?  (*) 

Cat,  What  is  now  amiss 

That  Cssar  and  his  senate  must  redress  f 

Met.  Most  high,  most  mighty,  and  most  puissant  Cssar, 
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Metellus  Ciinber  throws  before  thy  seat 

An  humble  heart, —  [Kneeling. 

Cat.  I  must  preveDt  thee,  Cimber. 

These  eouchings  ("*)  and  these  lowly  courtesies 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men, 
And  turn  pre -ordinance  and  first  decree 
Into  the  lawC'"}  of  children.     Be  not  fond. 
To  think  that  Ctesar  bears  such  rebel  blood 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  meltetb  fools;  I  mean,  sweet  words. 
Low-crooked  (^)  curt'sies,  and  base  spaniel-fawning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banished : 
If  thou  dost  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 
I  spurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  Caesar  doth  not  wrong ;  nor  without  cause 
"WiU  he  be  satisfied. 

Met.  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own, 
To  sound  more  sweetly  in  great  Cesar's  ear 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banish'd  brother  ? 

Bru,  I  kiss  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  Cssar; 
Desiring  thee  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  &eedom  of  repeal. 

Cat.  What,  Brutus  t 

Cat,  Pardon,  Caesar  j  Ciesar,  pardon : 

As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cassius  fall. 
To  beg  enfranchisement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

Cat.  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you ; 
If  I  couJd  ptay  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me : 
But  I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star, 
Of  whose  true-fix'd  and  resting  quality 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament. 
The  skies  are  painted  with  unnumbet'd  sparks, 
They  are  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  shine ; 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  bold  his  place : 
So  in  the  world, — 'tis  furnisb'd  well  with  men, 
And  men  are  fiesh  and  blood,  and  apprehensive ; 
Yet  in  the  number  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unassailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
Unshak'd  of  motion :  and  that  I  am  he, 
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Let  me  &  little  show  it,  even  in  this, — 

That  I  va»  constant  Cimber  ahould  be  banish'd, 

And  constant  do  remain  to  keep  him  so. 

Cin.  O  CsBsar,— 

C<F«.  Hence !  wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus  7 

Dec.  Great  Ctesar, — 

Ccet.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootless  kneel  f 

Catca,  Speak,  hands,  for  me ! 

[Catca  ttabt  Ctesar  in  the  neck.  Caaar  eatchet 
hold  of  hit  arm.  He  it  then  ttabbed  by  leveral 
other  Conspiratort,  and  latt  by  Marcat  Brutta. 

Cat.  Et  tu.  Brute  ?~Tben  fall,  Cssar  ! 

[Diet.    The  Senatort  and  Fettle  retire  in  con/unon. 

Cin.  Liberty!  Freedom!  Tyranny  is  dead  1 — 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets. 

Cat.  Some  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry  out, 
"  Liberty,  freedom,  and  enfranchisement  1" 

Bru.  1'eople,  and  senators,  be  not  afirighted; 
Fly  not ;  stand  still : — ambition's  debt  is  paid. 

Catca,  Go  to  the  pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec.  And  Cassius  too. 

Bru.  "Where's  Publius? 

Cin.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 

Met.  Stand  fast  together,  lest  some  friend  of  Caesar's 
Should  chance — 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  standing. — Publius,  good  cheer ; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  person, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  else :  so  tell  them,  Publius. 

Cat.  And  leave  us,  Publius ;  lest  that  the  people. 
Rushing  on  us,  should  do  your  age  some  mischief. 

Bru.  Do  so : — and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed. 
But  we  the  doers. 

Se-mter  Tkbboniub. 

Cat.  Where  is  Antony  ? 

2Ve.  Fled  to  his  house  amaz'd ; 

Men,  wives,  and  children  stare,  cry  out,  and  run 
As  it  were  doomsday. 

Bru.  Fates,  we  will  know  your  pleasures: — 

That  we  shall  die,  we  know ;  'tis  but  the  time, 
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And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 

Cat.  (M)  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bm.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 
So  are  we  Csesar's  friends,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death, — Stoop,  Romans,  stoop. 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Csesar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  besmear  our  swords : 
Then  walk  we  forth,  even  to  the  market-place. 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads. 
Let's  all  cry,  "  Peace,  freedom,  and  liberty  !'* 

Cat.  Stoop,  then,  and  wash. — How  many  ages  hence 
Shall  this  our  lofty  scene  be  acted  over 
In  states  (^  unborn  and  accents  yet  unknown  1 

Bru.  How  many  times  shall  Ceesar  bleed  in  sport, 
That  now  on  Pompey's  basis  lies(3i)  along 
No  worthier  than  the  dust ! 

Cat.  So  oft  as  that  shall  be, 

So  often  shall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  their  country  liberty. 

Dec.  What,  shall  we  forth  ? 

Cat.  Ay,  every  man  away : 

Brutus  shall  lead ;  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  most  boldest  and  best  hearts  of  Rome. 

Sm,  Soft !  who  comes  here  t 

Sfder  a  Servant 

A  friend  of  Antony's. 
Serv.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  master  bid  me  kneel ; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down ; 
And,  being  prostrate,  thus  he  bade  me  say : — 
Brutus  is  noble,  wise,  valiant,  and  honest; 
Csesar  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving : 
Say  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him ; 
Say  I  fear'd  Caesar,  honour'd  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchsafe  that  Antony 
May  safely  come  to  him,  and  be  resoW'd 
How  Ceesar  hath  deserv'd  to  lie  in  death, 
Mark  Antony  shall  not  love  Ciesar  dead 
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So  well  OS  Brutus  living ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  aSairs  of  noble  Bnitua 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  state 
With  all  true  &itfa.     So  says  my  master  Antony. 

Bru.  Thy  maater  is  a  wise  and  valiant  Roman ; 
I  never  thought  him  worse. 
Tell  him,  so  please  him  come  unto  this  place. 
He  shall  be  satisfied ;  and,  by  my  honour. 
Depart  imtoucb'd. 

Sen.  111  fetch  bim  presently.  [Exit. 

Bru.  I  know  that  we  shall  have  him  well  to  friend. 

Cat.  I  wish  we  may :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  feara  him  much ;  and  my  misgiving  still 
Falla  shrewdly  to  the  purpose, 

Sru,  But  here  comes  Antony. 

Be-mter  Autokt. 

Welcome,  Mark  Antony. 

Jnt.  O  migh^  Caesar  J  dost  thou  lie  so  low  ? 
Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils. 
Shrunk  to  this  little  measure  ? — Fare  thee  well. — 
I  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend, 
Who  else  must  be  let  blood,  who  else  is  rank : 
If  I  myself,  there  is  no  hour  so  fit 
As  Caesar's  death's  hour ;  nor  no  instrument 
Of  half  that  worth  as  those  your  swords,  made  rich 
With  the  moat  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 
I  do  beseech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 
Now,  whilst  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  smoke, 
FuMl  your  pleasure.     Live  a  thousand  years, 
I  shall  not  find  myself  so  apt  to  die ; 
No  place  will  please  me  so,  no  mean  of  death. 
As  here  by  C«sar,  and  by  you  cut  off, 
The  choice  and  master  spirits  of  this  age. 

Sru,  O  Antony,  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  must  appear  bloody  and  cruel. 
As,  by  our  hands  and  this  our  present  act. 
You  see  we  do ;  yet  see  you  but  our  hands. 
And  this  the  bleeding  business  they  have  done : 
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Our  lieartfl  you  see  not, — they  are  pitiful ; 

And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Home 

(Ab  fire  drives  out  fire,  so  pity  pity) 

Hath  done  this  deed  on  Ceesar.     For  your  part. 

To  you  our  swords  have  leaden  points,  Mark  Antony : 

Our  arms,  in  strength  of  malice,  (^^  and  our  hearts 

Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  in 

With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Cat.  Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any  man's 
In  the  disposing  of  new  dignities. 

Sru.  Only  be  patient  till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  beside  themselves  with  fear. 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  cause. 
Why  I,  that  did  love  C«sar  when  I  struck  him. 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

j4nt.  I  doubt  not  of  your  wisdom. 

I^et  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand ; 
First,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  you ; — 
Next,  Caius  Cassius,  do  I  take  your  hand ; — 
Now,  Decius  Brutus,  yours; — now  yours,  Metellus; — 
Yours,  Cinna ; — and,  my  valiant  Casca,  yours  j — 
Though  last,  not  least  in  love,  yours,  good  Trebonius. 
Gentlemen  all, — alas,  what  shall  I  say  ? 
My  credit  now  stands  on  such  slippery  ground. 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  must  conceit  me. 
Either  a  coward  or  a  flatterer. — 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Ceesar,  O,  'tis  true : 
If,  then,  thy  spirit  look  upon  us  now; 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee  dearer  than  thy  death, 
To  see  thy  Antony  making  his  peace, 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes. 
Most  noble !  in  the  presence  of  thy  corse  ? 
Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  thou  hast  wounds. 
Weeping  as  fast  aa  they  stream  forth  thy  blood, 
It  would  become  me  better  than  to  close 
In  terms  of  friendship  with  thine  enemies. 
Pardon  me,  Julius ! — Here  wast  thou  bay'd,  biave  hart ; 
Here  didst  thou  fall ;  and  here  thy  hunters  stand, 
Sign'd  in  thy  spoil,  and  crimson'd  in  thy  lethe.— (^) 
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0  world,  tliou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart; 
And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee. — 
How  like  a  deer,  strucken  b;  many  princes, 
Dost  thou  here  lie ! 

Cat.  Mark  Anton;, — • 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  Caius  Cassius : 

The  enemies  of  Csesar  shall  say  this ; 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Cat.  I  blame  you  not  for  praising  Cssar  so ; 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us  t 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends  j 
Or  shall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  hands ;  but  was,  indeed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Caesar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all ; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  shall  give  me  reasons 
Why  and  wherein  Cfesar  was  dangerous. 

Sru.  Or  else  were  this  a  savage  spectacle : 
Our  reasons  are  so  full  of  good  regard. 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  sod  of  Cfesar, 
You  should  be  satisfied. 

Ant.  That 's  all  I  seek  : 

And  am  moreover  suitor' that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place ; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend, 
Speak  in  the  order  of  bis  funeral, 

Sru.  You  shall,  Mark  Antony. 

Cat.  Brutus,  a  word  with  you. — 

You  know  not  what  you  do :  do  not  consent     [Atide  to  Bru, 
That  Antony  speak  in  bis  funeral ; 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  he  will  utter  1 

Bra.  By  your  pardon ; — 

1  will  myself  into  the  pulpit  first. 

And  show  the  reason  of  our  Caesar's  death ; 
What  Antony  shall  speak,  I  will  protest 
He  speaks  by  leave  and  by  permission ; 
And  that  we  are  contented  Ccessr  shall 
Have  all  true  rites  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
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It  shall  advantage  more  than  do  us  wrong. 

Ccu.  I  know  not  what  may  fall ;  1  like  it  not. 

Btu.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  you  Csesar's  body. 
You  shall  not  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us, 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  devise  of  Csesar ; 
And  say  you  do 't  by  our  permission  j 
else  shall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral :  and  you  shall  speak 
In  the  same  pulpit  wheieto  I  am  going, 
After  my  speech  is  ended. 

Ant.  Be  it  so ; 

I  do  desire  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body,  then,  and  follow  us. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Antony, 

Ant,  O,  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth. 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers ! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man 
That  ever  livfed  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand(M)  that  shed  this  costly  blood ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophesy, — 
Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  lips. 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue, — 
A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  limbs  C)  of  men ; 
Domestic  fury  and  fierce  civil  strife 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy ; 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use. 
And  dreadful  objects  so  familiar, 
That  mothers  shall  hut  smile  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quatter'd  with  the  hands  of  war ; 
All  pity  chok'd  with  custom  of  fell  deeds : 
And  Caesar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge. 
With  Ati  by  his  side  come  hot  from  hell, 
Shall  in  these  confines  with  a  monarch's  voice 
Cry  "  Havoc,"  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war ; 
That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth' 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
You  serve  Octavius  Ceesar,  do  you  not? 
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Serv.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  Cieaar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Rome. 

Serv.  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming ; 
And  bid  me  say  to  you  by  word  of  mouth, — 
O  Cffiaar! —  [Seeing  the  hody. 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weep. 
Passion,  I  see,  is  catcliing ;  forC*)  mine  eyes. 
Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine, 
Began ^)  to  water.     Is  thy  master  coming? 

Sen.  He  lies  to-night  within  seren  leagues  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Foat  back  with  speed,  and  tell  him  what  hath 
chanc'd : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  safety  for  Octavius  yet; 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  so.     Yet,  stay  awhile ; 
Tbou  shalt  not  back  till  I  have  borne  this  corse 
Into  the  market-place :  there  shall  I  try, 
In  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cruel  issue  of  these  bloody  men ; 
According  to  the  which,  thou  shalt  discourse 
To  young  OctaTius  of  the  state  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.  [Exeunt  toith  Catar't  body. 


ScBNE  II.     The  tame.    The  Forum. 
Entor  Bbutus  and  Oabsius,  and  a  throng  <^  Citizens. 

Cilizent.  We  will  be  satisfied ;  let  us  be  satisfied, 

Bru.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  audience,  &iends. — 
Cassius,  go  you  into  the  other  street, 
And  part  the  numbers. — 

Those  that  will  hear  me  speak,  let  'em  stay  here ; 
Those  that  will  follow  Cassius,  go  with  him ; 
And  public  reasons  shall  be  rendered 
Of  Csesar's  death. 

lint  Cit.         I  will  hear  Brutus  speak. 

See.  Cit,  I  will  hear  Cassius ;  and  compare  their  reasons, 
When  severally  we  hear  them  rendered. 
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[^Exit  Caintu,  with  tome  of  the  Citiwnt.     Brutut 
goet  into  the  rtutrum. 

Third  Cit,  The  noble  Biutiu  is  ascended :  silence ! 

Sra.  Be  patient  till  the  last. 
Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers!  hear  me  for  my  cause; 
and  be  silent,  that  you  may  hear :  believe  me  for  mine  honour ; 
and  have  respect  to  mine  honour,  that  you  may  believe :  cen- 
sure me  in  your  wisdom ;  and  awake  your  senses,  that  you 
may  the  better  judge.  If  tliere  be  any  in  this  assembly,  any 
dear  friend  of  Caesar's,  to  him  I  say,  that  Brutus'  love  to 
Csesax  was  no  less  than  his.  If,  then,  that  fiiend  demand  why 
Brutus  rose  against  Ccesar,  this  is  my  answer, — Not  that  I 
loved  Ceesar  less,  but  that  I  loved  Kome  more.  Had  you 
rather  Ciesar  were  living,  and  die  all  slaves ;  than  that  Cesar 
were  dead,  to  live  all  free  men  ?  As  Cssat  loved  me,  I  weep 
for  him;  as  he  was  fortunate,  I  rejoice  at  it;  as  he  was 
valiant,  I  honour  him :  but,  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  slew  him : 
there  is  tears  for  his  love ;  joy  for  his  fortune ;  honour  for  his 
valour ;  and  death  for  his  ambition.  Who  is  here  so  base 
that  would  be  a  bondman  ?  If  any,  speak ;  for  him  have  I 
offended.  Who  is  here  so  rude  that  would  not  be  a  Roman  ! 
If  any,  speak ;  for  him  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  so  vile 
that  will  not  love  his  country  ?  If  any,  speak ;  for  him  have 
I  offended.     I  pause  for  a  reply. 

Citizens,  None,  Brutus,  none. 

Bra.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done  no  more 
to  Csesar  than  you  shall  do  to  Brutus.  The  question  of  his 
death  is  enrolled  in  the  Capitol ;  hb  glory  not  extenuated, 
wherein  he  was  worthy ;  nor  his  offences  enforced,  fi»  which 
he  suffered  death.     Here  comes  his  body,  mourned  by  Mark 

£tUer  Amtont  and  othert,  wUh  GjBaxtCa  body. 
Antony :  who,  though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  shall 
-receive  the  benefit  of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the  commonwealth ; 
as  which  of  you  shall  not  t  With  this  I  depart, — that,  as  I 
slew  my  best  lover  for  the  good  of  Rome,  I  have  the  same 
dagger  for  myself,  when  it  shall  please  my  country  to  need 
my  death. 

CitizsTu.  Live,  Brutus !  live,  live ! 
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Fmt  Cit.  Bring  him  wi^  triumph  home  unto  his  houae. 

Sec.  Cit.  Give  him  a  statue  vith  his  ancestors. 

Third  Cit.  Let  him  be  Csesar. 

Fourth  Cit.  Caesar's  better  parts 

Shall  be  crown'd  in  Btutus.C') 

First  Cit.  We'll  bring  him  to  his  house  with  shouts  and 
clamours. 

Bru.  My  countrymen, — 

Sec.  Cit.  Peace,  silence !  Brutus  speaks. 

First  Cit.  Peace,  ho ! 

Bru.  Good  countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone, 
And,  for  my  sake,  stay  here  with  Antony : 
Do  grace  to  Ccesar's  corpse,  and  grace  his  speech 
Tending  to  Csesar's  glories ;  which  Mark  Antony, 
By  OUT  permission,  is  allow'd  to  make. 
I  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart. 
Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  spoke.  [Exit. 

First  Cit.  Stay,  hoi  and  let  us  bear  Mark  Antony. 

Third  Cit.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  chair ; 
We'll  hear  him. — Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

Ant.  For  Brutus*  sake,  I  am  beholding  to  you.  \Goesup. 

Fourth  Cit,  What  does  he  say  of  Brutus  t 

Third  Cit.  He  says,  for  Brutus'  sake. 

He  finds  himself  beholding  to  us  all. 

Fourth  CU,  'Twere  best  he  speak  no  harm  of  Brutus  here. 

First  Cit.  This  Csesar  was  a  tyrant 

!l%trd  Cit.  Nay,  that's  certain: 

We  are  bless'd  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

Sec.  Cit.  Pence  1  let  ua  hear  what  Antony  can  say. 

jint.  You  gentle  Romans, — 

CiOzetis.  Peace,  ho !  let  us  hear  him. 

Ant.  Friends,  Romans,  countrymen,  lend  me  your  ears ; 
I  come  to  bury  Cmsar,  not  to  praise  him. 
The  evil  that  men  do  lives  after  them ; 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones ; 
So  let  it  be  with  Ctesar.     The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you  Csesar  was  ambitious : 
If  it  were  so,  it  was  a  grievous  fault ; 
And  grievously  hath  Csesar  answer'd  it. 
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Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus  and  the  rest 

(For  Bmtus  is  an  honourable  man ; 

So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men), 

Come  I  to  speak  in  Caesar's  funeral. 

He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  just  to  me : 

But  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious ; 

And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 

He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 

Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 

Did  iMs  in  Ceesar  seem  ambitious  7 

Wben  that  the  poor  hare  cried,  Csesar  hafh  wept : 

Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff: 

Yet  Brutus  says  be  was  ambitious ; 

And  Brutus  is  aa  honourable  man. 

You  all  did  see  that  on  the  Lupercal 

I  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  crown. 

Which  be  did  thrice  refuse :  was  this  ambition  F 

Yet  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious ; 

And,  sure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 

I  speak  not  to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke. 

But  here  I  am  to  speak  what  I  do  know. 

You  all  did  love  him  once, — not  without  cause : 

What  cause  withholds  you,  then,  to  mourn  for  him  f 

0  judgment,  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts. 
And  men  have  lost  their  reason ! — Bear  with  me ; 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Ceesar, 
And  I  must  pause  till  it  come  back  to  me, 

Fint  Cit.  Methinks  there  is  much  reason  in  his  sayings. 
Sec.  Cit.  If  thou  consider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Cssar  has  had  great  wrong. 

Third  Cit.  Has  he,  masters  f 

1  fear  there  will  a  worse  come  in  his  place. 

Fourth  Cit.  Mark'd  ye  his  words  ?     He  would  not  take 
the  crown ; 
Therefore  'tis  certain  he  was  not  ambitious. 

Firtt  Cit.  If  it  be  found  so,  some  will  dear  abide  it. 
Sec.  Cit.  Poor  soul  ]  his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with  weeping. 
Third  Cit.  There 's  not  a  nobler  man  in  Rome  than  An- 
tony. 
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Fourth  CU.  Kow  mark  him,  he  begins  again  <o  speak, 
Jnt.  But  yesterday  the  word  of  Csesar  might 

Have  stood  against  the  world :  now  lies  he  there. 

And  none  so  poor  to  do  faim  reverence. 

0  masters,  if  I  were  dispos'd  to  stir 

Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassius  wrong. 
Who,  yon  all  know,  are  honourable  men : 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong ;  I  rather  choose 
To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself,  and  you, 
Than  I  will  wrong  such  honourable  men. 
But  here's  a  parchment  with  the  seal  of  Csesar, — 
I  found  it  in  his  closet, — 'tia  his  will : 
Let  but  the  commons  bear  this  testament 
(Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read), 
And  they  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Ceesar's  wounds, 
And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  sacred  blood ; 
Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory. 
And,  dying,  mention  it  within  their  wills. 
Bequeathing  it,  as  a  rich  legacy, 
Unto  their  issue. 

Fourth  at.   Well  heat  the  will:   read  it,  Mark  An- 
tony. 

Citiaetu.  The  will,  the  will !  we  will  hear  Caesar's  will. 

Ant.  Have  patience,  genile  friends,  I  must  not  read  it ; 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Cssar  lov'd  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  stones,  but  men ; 
And,,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Ctesar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad : 
'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs ; 
For,  if  you  should,  O,  what  would  come  of  it! 

Fourth  Cit.  Read  the  will ;  we'll  hear  it,  Antony; 
You  shall  read  us  the  will, — Caesar's  will, 

Jnt.  Will  you  be  patient  ?  will  you  stay  awhile  f 
I  have  o'ershot  myself  to  tell  you  of  it : 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  honourable  men 
Whose  daggers  have  stabb'd  Ctesar ;  I  do  fear  it. 

Fourth  Cit,  They  were  traitors :  honourable  men ! 

Citizefu.  The  will!  the  testament! 
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Sec.  Cit.  They  were  TilUins,  murderers :  the  will !  read 
the  will, 

Ant.  You  will  compel  me,  then,  to  read  the  will  t 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpse  of  Csesar, 
And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  I  descend  f  and  will  you  give  me  leave  ? 

Citizetu,  Come  down. 

Sec,  Cit.  Descend.  \Antony  comet  down. 

Third  Cit.  You  shall  have  leave. 

I'ourth  Cit.  A  ring ;  stand  round. 

Firtt  Cit.  Stand  from  the  hearse,  stand  from  tlie  body. 

Sec.  Cit.  Koom  for  Antony,  most  noble  Antony. 

Ant.  Nay,  press  not  so  upon  me ;  stand  far  off. 

Citieem.  Stand  back;  room;  bear  back. 

Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  shed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle :  I  remember 
The  first  time  ever  Cassar  put  it  on ; 
'Twas  on  a  summer's  evening,  in  his  tent. 
That  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii : — 
Look,  in  this  place  ran  Cassius'  dagger  through : 
See  what  a  rent  the  envious  Casca'made : 
Through  this  the  well-beloved  Brutus  stabb'd ; 
And,  as  be  pluck'd  his  cursed  steel  away, 
Mark  bow  the  blood  of  Cesar  foUow'd  it, 
As  rushing  out  of  doors,  to  be.resolv'd 
If  Brutus  so  unkindly  knock'd,  or  no ; 
For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Ceesar's  angel : 
Judge,  O  you  gods,  how  dearly  Cssbot  lov'd  him  1 
This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all ; 
For  when  the  noble  Csesar  saw  him  stab. 
Ingratitude,  more  strong  than  traitors'  arms, 
Quite  vanquish 'd  him :  then  burst  his  mighty  heart ; 
And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face. 
Even  at  the  base  of  Pompey's  statua,(M) 
Which  all  the  while  ranilood,  great  Csesar  fell. 
O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen ! 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 
Whilst  bloody  treason  fiourish'd  over  us. 
O,  now  you  weep ;  and,  I  perceive,  you  feel 
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The  dint  of  pit; :  these  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  souls,  what,  weep  jou  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Ceesar's  vesture  wounded  ?     Look  you  here. 
Here  ia  himself,  marr'd,  as  you  see,  with  traitors, 

Mr*t  Cit.  O  piteous  spectacle  1 

Sec,  Cit.  O  noble  Ceesar  ! 

ITiird  Cit.  O  woful  day ! 

Fourth  Cit.  O  traitors,  villains  I 

lirtt  Cit,  O  most  bloody  sight! 

Sec,  Cit.  We  will  be  revenged:  revenge, — about, — seek, 
— ^burn, — fire, — kill, — slay, — let  not  a  traitor  live  1 

Ant.  Stay,  countrymen. 

JFirtt  Cit.  Peace  there !  hear  the  noble  Antony. 

Sec.  Cit.  We'll  bear  him,  well  follow  him,  we'll  die 
with  him. 

jltit.  Good  friends,  sweet  friends,  let  me  not  stir  you  up 
To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
They  that  have  done  this  deed  are  honourable ; — 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not, 
That  made  them  do  it ; — they  are  wise  and  honourable. 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reasons  answer  you.   • 
I  come  not,  friends,  to  steal  away  your  hearts : 
I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is ; 
But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plun  blunt  man, 
That  love  my  friend ;  and  that  they  know  full  well 
That  gave  me  public  leave  to  speak  of  him : 
For  I  have  neither  wit,{*')  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech. 
To  stir  men's  blood :  I  only  speak  right  on ; 
I  tell  you  that  which  you  yourselves  do  know ; 
Show  you  sweet  Caesar's  wounds,  poor  poor  dumb  mouths,    ' 
And  bid  them  speak  for  me ;  but  were  I  Brutus, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Csesar,  that  should  move 
The  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 

Citizens.  We  11  mutiny. 

Firtt  Cit,  We  11  bum  the  house  of  Brutus. 

Third  Cit.  Away,  then !  come,  seek  the  conspirators. 
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Ant.  Yet  hear  me,  counttymen ;  yet  hear  me  speak. 

Gtizent,  Peace,  ho !  hear  Antony,  most  noble  Antony. 

Ant.  Why,  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what : 
"Wherein  hath  Csesar  thus  deaerv'd  your  loves  ? 
Alas,  you  know  not, — I  must  tell  you,  then : — 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  told  you  of. 

Cilizent.  Most  true; — the  will : — let's  stay  and  hear  the  will. 

Ant.  Here  is  the  will,  and  under  Cassar's  seal : — 
To  every  Roman  citizeo  he  gives, 
To  every  several  man,  seventy-five  drachmas. 

Sec.  Cit.  Most  noble  Caesar ! — we  'II  revenge  hb  death,  . 

Third  Cit.  O  royal  Casar ! 

Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 

Citizent,  Peace,  ho  I 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks, 
His  private  arbours,  and  new-planted  orchards, 
On  this  side  Tiber;  he  hath  left  them  you. 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever, — common  pleasures. 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  yourselves. 
Here  was  a  Ceesar!  when  comes  such  another? 

I^t  Cit.'  Never,  never. — Come,  away,  away ! 
We  'U  bum  his  body  in  the  holy  place, 
And  with  the  brands  fire  the  traitors'  houses. 
Take  up  the  body. 

Sec.  Cit.  Go  fetch  fire. 

Third  Cit.  Pluck  down  benches. 

Fourth  Cit.  Pluck  down  forms,  windows,  any  thing. 

[Exeunt  Citiaem  with  the  bodg. 

Ant.  Now  let  it  work : — mischief,  thou  art  afoot, 
Take  thou  what  course  thou  wiltl 

fnfer  a  Servant. 

How  now,  fellow  1 
Serv.  Sir,  Octavius  is  already  come  to  Rome. 
Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Serv.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Csesar's  house. 
Ant.  And  thither  will  I  straight  to  visit  him : 
He  comes  upon  a  wish.     Fortune  is  merry. 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 
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Sen.  I  beard  him  say,  Brutus  and  Caauua 
Axe  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike  they  had  some  notice  of  the  people 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.     Bring  me  to  Octaviua.       [Exeunt. 


Scene  III.     The  lame.    A  street. 
Enter  Cinha  the  poet. 

Cin.  I  dreamt  to-night  that  I  did  feast  with  Cssar, 
And  things  unlucky(*')  charge  my  fantasy : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors, 
Yet  something  leads  me  forth. 

Enter  (^tizens. 

I^rtt  Cit.  What  is  your  name  T 

Sec.  Cit.  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

Third  Cit.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

fourth  Cit.  Are  you  a  married  man  or  a  bachelor  t 

See.  Cit.  Answer  every  man  directly. 

Mrtt  Cit.  Ay,  and  briefly. 

Fourth  Cit.  Ay,  and  wisely. 

Third  Cit.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  best. 

Cin.  What  is  my  name  t  Whither  am  I  going  t  Where 
do  I  dwell  ?  Am  1  a  married  man  or  a  bachelor  i  Then,  to 
answer  every  man  directly  and  briefly,  wisely  and  truly : — 
Wisely  I  say,  I  am  a  bachelor. 

Sec.  Cit.  That 's  as  much  as  to  say,  they  are  fools  that 
jnarry : — ^you'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fear.  Proceed ; 
directly. 

Cin.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  Csesar's  funeral. 

First  Cit.  As  a  friend  or  an  enemy  f 

Cin.  As  a  friend. 

Sec.  Cit.  That  matter  is  answered  directly. 

Fourth  Cit.  For  your  dwelling, — briefly. 

Cin.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  Capitol. 

ITtird  Cit.  Your  name,  sir,  truly. 

Cin.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinna. 

First  Cit.  Tear  him  to  pieces  j  he 's  a  conspirator. 

Cin.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 
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Fourth  Cit.  Tear  him  for  hU  bad  verses,  tear  him  for  his 
bad  verses. 

Cin.  I  am  not  Cimia  the  conspirator. 

Fourth  Cit.  It  is  no  matter,  his  name's  Cinna;  pluck  but 
his  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

Third  Cit.  Tear  him,  tear  him'!  Come,  brands,  bo  1  fire- 
brands: to  Brutus',  to  Cassius';  bum  all:  some  to  Decius' 
house,  and  some  to  Casca's ;  some  to  ligarius' :  awaj,  go ! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     Rome.    A  room  in  Antony's  houie. 
Antony,  Octatiiis,  and  Lepidus,  aeated  at  a  taiUe. 

Ant.  These  many,  then,  shall  die ;  their  names  axe  prick'd. 

Oct.  Your  brother  too  must  die ;  consent  you,  Lepidus  I 

Lep,  I  do  consent, — 

Oct.  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 

Lep,  Upon  condition  Publius  shall  not  live. 
Who  is  your  sister's  son,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  He  shall  not  live ;  look,  with  a  spot  I  damn  him. 
But,  Iicpidus,  go  you  to  Ctesar's  house ; 
Fetch  the  will  hither,  and  we  shall  determine 
How  to  cut  off  some  charge  in  legacies. 

Lep.  What,  shall  I  find  you  here  ? 

Oct.  Or  here,  or  at  the  Capitol.  [Exit  Lepidut. 

Ant.  This  is  a  slight  unmeritable  man, 
Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands :  is  it  fit. 
The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  should  stand 
One  of  the  three  to  share  it  f 

Oct.  So  you  thought  him ; 

And  took  his  voice  who  should  be  prick'd  to  die. 
In  our  black  sentence  and  proscription. 

Ant.  Octavius,  I  have  seen  more  days  than  you : 
And  though  we  lay  these  honours  on  this  man. 
To  ease  ourselves  of  divers  slanderous  loads, 
He  shall  but  bear  them  as  the  ass  bears  gold. 
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To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  busineas. 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way ; 
And  having  brought  our  treasure  where  we  will, 
Then  take  we  down  bis  load,  and  turn  him  off, 
Like  to  the  empty  ass,  to  shake  his  ears. 
And  graze  in  commons. 

Oct.  You  may  do  your  will : 

But  be  'a  a  tried  and  valiant  soldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  horse,  Octavius ;  and  for  that 
I  do  appoint  him  store  of  provender : 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight. 
To  wind,  to  stop,  to  run  directly  on,— 
His  corporal  motion  govem'd  by  my  spirit. 
And,  in  some  taste,  is  Liepidus  but  so ; 
He  must  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth  ;— 
A  barren-spirited  fellow ;  one  that  feeds 
On  abject  orts(^)  and  imitations, 
Whicb,  out  of  use  and  stal'd  by  other  men, 
Begin  his  fashion :  do  not  talk  of  him, 
But  as  a  properQ',     And  now,  Octavius, 
listen  great  things : — Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  levying  powers :  we  must  straight  make  bead : 
Therefore  let  our  alliance  be  comhin'd, 
Our  best  friends  made,  our  means  stretcbid ;  {*^) 
And  let  us  presently  go  sit  in  council. 
How  covert  matters  may  he  best  disclos'd, 
And  open  perils  surest  answered. 

Oct.  Let  us  do  so  :  for  we  are  at  the  stake, 
And  bay'd  about  with  many  enemies ; 
And  some  that  smile  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear. 
Millions  of  mischiefs.  [ExeuriL 


Scene  II.     Before  Brutus'  tent,  in  the  camp  near  Sardii. 

Dram.    Enter  Bbutts,  Luciuus,  Lucius,  and  Soldiers;  Titisiub 
and  PtHOARus  meeting  ihem. 
Brv.  Stand,  ho ! 
Lucil.  Give  the  word,  ho !  and  stand. 
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Bra,  What  now,  Lucilius !  U  Cassius  near  ? 

Lucil.  He  is  at  h&nd ;  and  Findarus  is  come 
To  do  you  salutatioD  &om  bis  master. 

[^Pindanu  give*  a  Utter  to  Bruttu. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  well. — Your  master,  Pindarus, 
In  his  own  change,  or  b;  ill  officers. 
Hath  given  me  Home  worthy  cause  to  wish 
Things  done,  undone :  but,  if  he  be  at  hand, 
I  shall  be  satisfied, 

Pt'n.  I  do  not  doubt 

But  that  my  noble  master  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard  and  honour. 

Brv.  He  ia  not  doubted. — A  word,  Lucilius ; 
How  he  receiv'd  you,  let  me  be  resolv'd. 

Lucil.  With  courtesy  and  with  respect  enough ; 
But  not  with  such  familiar  instances. 
Nor  with  such  free  and  friendly  conference, 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  hast  describ'd 

A  hot  friend  cooling :  ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay, 
It  useth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  simple  fiiith ; 
But  hollow  men,  like  horses  hot  at  hand. 
Make  gallant  show  and  promise  of  their  mettle ; 
But  when  they  should  endure  the  bloody  spur, 
They  fall  their  crests,  and,  like  deceitful  jades, 
Sink  in  the  trial.     Comes  his  army  on  ? 

Lucil.  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quarter'd; 
The  greater  part,  the  horse  in  general, 
Are  come  with  Cassius.  [^March  within. 

Bru.  Hark!  he  is  arriv'd: — 

March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

£ni«r  GABSins  and  Soldiers. 
Cat.  Stand,  ho ! 

Brv.  Stand,  ho !     Speak  the  word  along. 
Withia.  Stand! 
fFithin.  Stand! 
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mtkin.  Stand! 

Caa.  Most  noble  brother,  you  have  done  me  wrong. 

3m.  Judge  me,  you  gods!  wrong  I  mine  enemies? 
And,  if  not  so,  how  should  I  wrong  a  brother  i 

Cat.  Brutus,  this  sober  form  of  yours  hides  wrongs ; 
And  when  you  do  them — 

Bru>  Cassius,  be  content ; 

Speak  your  griefs  softly, — I  do  know  you  well : — 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  annies  here, 
"Which  should  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  us, 
Let  us  not  wrangle :  bid  them  move  sway ; 
Then  in  my  tent,  Cassius,  enlarge  your  griefs. 
And.  I  will  gi\e  you  audience. 

Cos,  Pindarus, 

Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

£ru.  Lucilius,  do  you(**)  the  like ;  and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  tent  till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
lict  Lucius  and  Tituuus  guard  our  door.     •        [Eweunt.{^) 


Scene  III.     Within  the  tent  of  Brutub. 
Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius. 

Cat,  That  you  have  wrong'd  me  doth  appear  in  this,- 
You  have  condemn'd  and  noted  Lucius  Fella 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians ; 
Wherein  my  letters,  praying  on  his  side, 
Because  I  knew  the  man,  were  slighted  off. 

Sru.  You  wrong'd  yourself  to  write  in  such  a  case. 

Ca».  In  such  a  time  as  this  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence  should  bear  his  comment. 

Bru.  Ijet(**)  me  tell  you,  Cassius,  you  yourself 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm ; 
To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 
To  undeservers. 

Cm.  I  an  itching  palm  t 

You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  speak  thi«» 
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Or,  by  the  gods,  tMs  speech  were  else  jour  last. 

Bru,  The  name  of  Casaius  honours  this  corruption. 
And  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Cat.  Chastisemeut ! 

Bra.  Rememhei  March,  the  ides  of  March  remember : 
Did  not  great  Julius  hleed  for  justice'  sake  ? 
What  villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  stab, 
And  not  for  justice  ?    What,  shall  one  of  us, 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world 
But  for  supporting  robbers,  shall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes, 
Asd  sell  the  mighty  space  of  out  large  honours 
For  so  much  trash  as  may  be  grasped  thus? — 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon, 
Than  such  a  Roman. 

Cat.  Brutus,  bay(*^  not  me, — 

I'll  not  endure  it:  you  forget  yourself, 
To  hedge  me  in ;  I  am  a  soldier,  I, 
Older  in  practice,  abler  than  yourself 
To  make  conditions. 

Bru.  Go  to ;  you  are  not,  Cassius. 

Cat.  I  am. 

Bru.  I  say  you  are  not. 

Cas,  Urge  me  no  more,  1  shall  forget  myself; 
Have  mind  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no  further. 

Bru.  Away,  slight  man ! 

Cat.  la 't  possible  ? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 

Must  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler? 
Shall  I  be  frighted  when  a  madman  stares  ? 

Cat.  O  ye  gods,  ye  gods !  must  I  endure  all  this  ? 

Bru.   All  this !   ay,  more :   fret  till  your  proud  heart 
break; 
Go  show  your  slaves  how  choleric  you  are. 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.     Must  I  budge  ? 
Must  I  observe  you  ?  must  I  stand  and  crouch 
Under  your  testy  humour  ?     By  the  gods, 
You  shall  digest  the  venom  of  your  spleen. 
Though  it  do  split  you ;  for,  from  this  day  forth. 
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I'll  use  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter, 
When  you  are  wa^ish. 

Cat.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru.  You  say  you  are  a  better  soldier : 
Let  it  appear  so ;  make  your  vaunting  true, 
And  it  shall  please  me  well :  for  mine  own  part, 
I  shall  be  glad  to  leam  of  noble  (^)  men. 

Com.  You  wrong  me  every  way ;  you  wrong  me,  Brutus ; 
I  said,  an  elder  soldier,  not  a  better : 
Did  I  say,  better  ? 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not 

Cat.  When  Csesar  liv'd,  he  durst  not  thus  have  mov'd 

me. 
Bru.  Peace,  peace !  you  durst  not  so  have  tempted  him. 
Cat.  I  durst  not ! 
Bru.  No. 

Cat.  What,  durst  not  tempt  him ! 

Sru.  For  your  life  you  durst  not. 

Cat.  Do  not  presume  too  much  upon  my  love ; 
I  may  do  that  I  shall  be  sorry  for. 

Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  should  he  sorry  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Cassius,  in  your  threats; 
For  I  am  arm'd  so  strong  in  honesty. 
That  they  pass  by  me  as  the  idle  wind. 
Which  I  respect  not     I  did  send  to  you 
For  certain  sums  of  gold,  which  you  denied  me ; — 
For  I  can  raise  no  money  by  vile  means : 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart. 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  trash  > 

By  any  indirection  ; — I  did  send 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions. 
Which  you  denied  me :  was  that  done  like  Cassius  ? 
Should  I  have  answer'd  Caius  Cassius  so  ? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous. 
To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends. 
Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts, 
Dash  him  to  pieces ! 

Cat,  I  denied  you  not 
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Bm,  Yon  did. 

Cat,  I  did  not : — he  was  but  a  fool  that  brou^t 
My  answer  back. — Brutus  hath  riT'd  my  heart: 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friend's  infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bru.  I  do  not,  till  you  practise  them  on  me. 

Cat.  You  love  me  not.. 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Cat,  A  friendly  eye  could  never  see  such  faults. 

Sru.  A  flatterer's  would  not,  though  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

Cai.  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Octavius,  come, 
Berenge  yourselves  alone  on  Cassiua, 
For  Caasius  is  a-weary  of  the  world; 
Hated  by  one  he  loves;  brav'd  by  his  brother; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman ;  all  his  faults  observ'd. 
Set  in  a  note-book,  leam'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote. 
To  cast  into  my  teeth.     O,  I  could  weep 
My  spirit  from  mine  eyes ! — There  is  my  dagger. 
And  here  my  naked  breast ;  within,  a  heart 
Dearer  than  Plutus'(*")  mine,  richer  than  gold: 
If  that  thou  be'st  a  Roman,  take  it  forth ; 
I,  that  denied  thee  gold,  vrill  give  my  heart : 
Strike,  as  thou  didst  at  Ctesar ;  for,  I  know, 
When  thou  didst  hate  him  worst,  thou  lov'dst  him  better 
Than  ever  thou  lov'dst  Cassius. 

Bru.  Sheathe  your  dagger : 

Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  shall  have  scope ; 
Do  what  you  will,  dishonour  shall  be  humour. 
O  Cassius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb 
That  carries  anger  as  the  flint  bears  fire ; 
Who,  much  enforced,  shows  a  hasty  spark. 
And  straight  is  cold  again. 

Cat,  Hath  Cassiua  liv'd 

To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief,  and  blood  ill-temper'd,  vezeth  him  ? 

Bru.  When  I  spoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Cat,  Do  you  confess  so  much?    Give  me  your  hand. 

Bru.  And  mj  heart  too. 
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Cat.  O  Brutus,— 

£ru.  What's  the  matter? 

Cat.  Hare  not  you  love  enough  to  bear  with  me, 
When  that  rash  humour  which  m;  mother  gave  me 
Makes  me  forgetful  7 

Bm,  Yes,  Casaius ;  and,  from  henceforth, 

When  you  are  over-earnest  with  your  Brutus, 
He'll  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  so. 

Poel,  [wUhm]  Let  me  go  in  to  see  the  generals ; 
There  is  some  grudge  between  'em,  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

Lucil.  [tci^in]  You  shall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet,  lyiitkini  Nothing  but  death  shall  stay  me, 

Eia»  Poet,  followed  by  LcdLius  and  Titinios. 

Co*.  How  DOW !  what's  the  matter  t 

Poet.  For  shame,  you  generals!  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  such  men  should  be ; 
For  I  have  seen  more  years,  I'm  sure,  than  ye. 

Cat.  Ha,  ha !  how  vilely  doth  this  cjmic  rhyme ! 

Bm,  Get  you  hence,  sirrah ;  saucy  fellow,  hence  1 

Cat.  Bear  with  him,  Brutus ;  'tis  his  fashion. 

Bm.  Ill  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  his  time : 
What  should  the  wars  do  with  these  jigging  fools  ?— 
Companion,  hence ! 

Cat.  Away,  away,  be  gone! 

[Exit  Poet. 

Bm.  Lucilius  and  Titiuius,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night. 

Cat.  And  come  yourselves,  and  bring  Messala  with  you 
Immediately  to  us.  [Exeunt  Liiciliut  and  Titiniut. 

Bm.  Lucius,  a  bowl  of  wine ! 

Cat.  I  did  not  think  you  could  have  been  so  angry. 

Bm.  O  Cassius,  I  am  sick  of  many  griefs. 

Cat.  Of  your  philosophy  you  make  no  use. 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 

Brtu  No  man  bears  sorrow  better : — Portia  is  dead. 

Cat.  Ha!  Porti&l 

Bm.  She  is  dead. 
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Cat.  How  scap'd  I  killing  when  I  crosa'd  you  so  ? — 

0  insupportable  and  touching  loss  1 — 
Upon  wli^t  sickness  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  absence. 

And  grief  that  young  Octarius  with  Mark  Antony 
Have  made  themselves  so  strong ; — for  with  her  death 
That  tidings  came ; — with  this  she  fell  distract, 
And,  her  attendants  absent,  swallow'd  fire. 

Cat.  And  died  so  ? 

Sru.  Even  so. 

Cat.  O  ye  immortal  gods  I 

Btttw  Luottts,  with  wine  and  tapen. 

Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her. — Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine. — 
In  this  I  buiy  all  unkindness,  Cassius.  \Drinkt, 

Cat.  My  heart  is  thirsty  for  that  noble  pledge. — 
Fill,  Lucius,  till  the  wine  o'erswell  the  cup; 

1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus'  love.  [^DrirJu. 

Bru.  Come  in,  Titinius ! 

Ro-mUer  TrminiB,  with  Messai.^ 

Welcome,  good  Mesaala. — 
Now  at  we  close  about  this  taper  here. 
And  call  in  question  our  necessities. 

Cat.  Portia,  art  thou  gone  ? 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you. — 

Messala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 
That  young  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 
Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power, 
Bending  their  expedition  toward  Philippi. 

Met.  Myself  have  letters  of  the  selfsame  tenour. 

Bm.  With  what  addition  ? 

Met.  That  by  proscription  and  bills  of  outlawry, 
Octavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus, 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree ; 
Mine  speak  of  seventy  senators  that  died 
By  their  proscriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 

Cat.  Cicero  one ! 
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Met.  Cicero  ia  dead, 

And  by  that  order  of  proacription. — 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord  ? 

Bm,  No,  Messala. 

Met,  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her  t 

Bru.  Nothing,  Messala. 

Met.  That,  methinks,  is  strange. 

Bru.  Why  ask  you  ?  hear  you  aught  of  her  in  yours  ? 

Met.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 

Met.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell : 
For  certain  she  is  dead,  and  by  strange  mamier. 

Bru.  Why,  farewell,  Portia. — We  must  die,  Messala : 
With  meditating  that  she  must  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Met,  Even  so  great  men  great  lossra  should  endure. 

Cat.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you, 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  so. 

Bru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.     What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  Fhilippi  presently  ? 

C<u.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru.  Your  reason  ? 

Cat.  This  it  is  :— 

'Tis  better  that  the  enemy  seek  us : 
So  shall  he  waste  his  means,  weary  his  soldiers. 
Doing  himself  offence ;  whilst  we,  lying  still. 
Are  full  of  rest,  defence,  and  nimbleness. 

Bra.  Good  reasons  must,  of  force,  give  place  to  better. 
The  people  'twixt  Philippi  and  this  ground 
Do  stand  but  in  a  forc'd  affection ; 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  contribution : 
The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 
By  them  shall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 
Come  on  refresh'd,  new-aided,(*")  and  encourag'dj 
From  which  advantage  shall  we  cut  him  off. 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there. 
These  people  at  our  back. 

Cat.  Hear  me,  good  brother, 

Bru.  Under  your  pardon. — You  must  note  beside, 
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That  we  have  tried  the  utmost  of  our  friends, 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  cause  is  ripe : 
The  enemy  iucreaaeth  every  day ; 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men. 
Which,  taken  at  the  fluod,  leads  on  to  fortune ; 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 
'  Is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  miseries. 
On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves. 
Or  lose  our  ventures. 

Cat.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on ; 

We'll  along  ourselves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bm.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk. 
And  nature  must  obey  necessity  ; 
Wliich  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  rest. 
There  is  no  more  to  say  7 

Cat.  No  more.     Good  night : 

Early  to-morrow  will  we  rise,  and  hence. 

Bru,  Lucius,  my  gown.    \_Exit  Lacius.'l   Farewell,  good 
Messala : — 
Good  night,  Titinius : — ^noble,  noble  Cassius, 
Good  night,  and  good  repose. 

Ctu.  O  my  dear  brother ! 

Thia  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night : 
Never  come  such  division  'tween  our  souls ! 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bni.  Every  thing  is  well. 

Cm.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Good  night,  good  brother. 

TU.  Met.  Good  night.  Lord  Brutus. 

Bru.  Farewell,  every  one. 

[Exeunt  Cat.  Ttt.  and  Ma. 

lt«-*nter  LT;cit7S,  toiih  the  gotm. 
Give  me  the  gown.     Where  is  thy  instrument  ? 

Luc.  Here  in  the  tent. 

Bru.  Wliet,  thou  speak'st  drowsily  ? 

Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not ;  .thou  art  o'er-watch'd. 
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Call  ClaudiuB(^')  and  Bome  other  of  m;  men ; 
I'll  hare  them  sleep  on  cushions  in  my  tent. 
Luc.  Varro  and  Claudius  1 

Enter  Vabeo  and  Claudiub. 

Var.  Calls  my  lord  ? 

Bru,  I  pray  you,  sirs,  lie  in  my  tent  and  sleep ; 
It  may  be  I  shall  raise  you  by  and  by 
On  business  to  my  brother  Cassius. 

Var,  So  please  you,  we  will  stand  and  watch  your  pleasure. 

Bra.  I  will  not  hfive  it  so :  lie  down,  good  sirs ; 
It  may  be  I  shall  otherwise  bethink  me. — 
Look,  Lucius,  here's  the  book  I  sought  for  so ; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown.    [Var.  and  Claa,  lie  down. 

Luc,  I  was  sure  your  lordship  did  not  give  it  me. 

Sru.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  much  forgetful. 
Canst  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  awhile. 
And  touch  thy  instrument  a  strain  or  two  ? 

Luc,  Ay,  my  lord,  an't  please  you. 

Bru.  It  does,  my  boy : 

I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing, 

Lvc.  It  is  my  duty,  sir. 

Bru.  1  should  not  urge  thy  du^  past  thy  might; 
I  know  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  rest, 

Luc.  I  have  slept,  my  lord,  already. 

Bru.  It  was  well  done ;  and  thou  shalt  sleep  again ; 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long :  if  I  do  live, 

I  will  be  good  to  thee.  [Music,  and  a  song. 

This  is  a  sleepy  tune : — O  murderous  slumber, 
lisy'st  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy, 
That  plays  thee  music? — Gentle  knave,  good  night; 
I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  wrong  to  wake  thee : 
If  thou  dost  nod,  thou  break'st  thy  instrument ; 
I'll  take  it  from  thee ;  and,  good  boy,  good  night — 
Let  me  see,  let  me  see ; — is  not  the  leaf  tum'd  down 
Where  I  left  reading  i    Here  it  is,  1  think,  [Sttt  down. 

Eidv  th«  Ghost  o/CxBkB. 
How  ill  this  taper  burns ! — Ha  1  who  cornea  here  f 
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I  think  it  is  the  weakness  of  mioe  eyes 
That  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me. — Art  thou  any  thing  ? 
Art  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  some  devil. 
That  mak'st  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  stare  t 
Speak  to  me  what  thou  art. 

Ghost.  Thy  e-vil  spirit,  Brutus. 

Bru,  Why  com'st  thou  T 

Ghott.  To  tell  thee  thou  sbalt  see  me  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  "Well; 
Then  I  shall  see  thee  again  ? 

Ghott.  Ay,  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  Why,  I  will  see  thee  at  Philippi,  then.    [ExU  Ghott. 
Now  I  have  taken  heart  thou  vanishest : 
III  spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee.^ — 
Boy,  Lucius ! — ^Varro !  Claudius ! — Sirs,  awake ! — 
Claudius ! 

Luc.  The  strings,  my  lord,  are  false. 

Btv.  He  thinks  he  still  is  at  his  iastrument. — 
Lucius,  awake!        :; 

Luc.  My  lord.?.; 

Bru.  Didst  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  so  criedst 
out? 

Luc.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Btu.  Yes,  that  thou  didst :  didst  thou  see  any  thing  ? 

Luc.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Sleep  again,  Lucius. — Sirrah  CUudius! 
Fellow  thou,  awake ! 

Far.  My  lord  ? 

Clau.  My  lord  ? 

Bru.  Why  did  you  so  cry  out,  sirs,  in  your  sleep  ? 

Var.  Clau.  Did  we,  my  lord  f 

Bru.  Ay:  saw  you  any  thing? 

Var.  No,  my  lord,  I  saw  nothing. 

Clau.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Go  and  commend  me  to  my  brother  Cassius ; 
Bid  him  set  on  his  powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Var.  Clau.  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord.  {Exeunt. 
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ACT  V. 


Scene  I.     The plaiiu  of  Pkilippi. 
Enter  Ootatius,  Antony,  and  their  army. 

Oct.  Now,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  answered : 
You  said  the  enemy  would  not  come  down, 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions ; 
It  proves  not  so;  tLeir  battles  are  at  hand ; 
They  mean  to  wain  us  at  Fhilippi  here. 
Answering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

jini.  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bosoms,  and  I  bnow 
Wherefore  they  do  it;  they  could  be  content 
To  Tisit  other  places ;  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery,  thinking  by  this  face 
To  fasten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  courage ; 
But  'tis  not  so. 

£raer  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Prepare  you,  generals : 

The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  show ; 
Their  bloody  sign  of  battle  is  hung  out, 
And  something  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Octavius,  lead  your  battle  softly,  on, 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Oct.  Upon  the  right  hand  I ;  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  cross  me  in  this  exigent  7 

Oct.  I  do  not  cross  you ;  but  I  will  do  so,  [March. 

Drum.    Enter  Brdtus,  Cassiits,  and  liteir  Army ;  Luciliub, 
TiTiNiUfi,  Mesbala,  €md  others. 
Bru.  They  stand,  and  would  have  parley. 
Cos,  Stand  fast,  Titinius :  we  must  out  and  talk. 
Oct.  Mark  Antony,  shall  we  give  sign  of  battle  ? 
Ant.  No,  Csesar,  we  will  answer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth ;  the  generals  would  have  some  words. 
Oct,  Stir  not  until  the  signal. 
Sru,  Words  before  blows : — ^ia  it  bo,  countrymen  ? 
Oct.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 
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Bru.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  strokes,  Octavius. 

jint.  In  your  bad  strokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good  words : 
Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Csesar's  heart. 
Crying,  "  Long  live !  hail,  Csesar ! " 

Cat.  Antony, 

The  posture  of  your  blows  areC")  yet  unknown ; 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees. 
And  leave  them  honeyless. 

jint.  Not  stingless  too. 

£ru.  O,  yes,  and  soundless  too ; 
For  you  have  stol'ii  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And  very  wisely  threat  before  you  sting. 

Jnt.  Villains,  you  did  not  so,  when  your  vile  daggers 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Ceesar : 
You  sbow'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn'd  like  hounds. 
And  bow'd  like  bondmen,  kissing  Caesar's  feet ; 
Whilst  damned  Casca,  like  a  cur,  behind 
Struck  Csesar  on  the  neck.     O  you^^)  flatterers  I 

Cat.  Flatterers ! — Now,  Brutus,  thank  yoiuself : 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  so  to-day, 
If  CassiuB  might  have  nil'd. 

Oct.  Come,  come,  the  cause :  if  arguing  make  us  sweat, 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Look, — 

I  draw  a  sword  against  conspirators ; 
When  think  you  that  the  sword  goes  up  again  f — 
Never,  till  Ceesar's  three-and-thirty  (*')  wounds 
Be  well  aveng'd ;  or  till  another  Ctesar 
Have  added  slaughter  to  the  sword  of  traitors. 

Srtt,  Cssar,  thou  canst  not  die  by  traitors'  hands, 
Unless  thou  bring'st  them  with  thee. 

Oct.  So  I  hope ; 

I  was  not  born  to  die  on  Brutus'  sword. 

Bru,  O,  if  thou  wert  the  noblest  of  thy  strain. 
Young  man,  thou  couldst  not  die  more  honourable. 

Cat.  A  peevish  schoolboy,  worthless  of  such  honour, 
Join'd  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller ! 

Jnt.  Old  Cassius  still ! 

Oct,  Come,  Antony;  away! — 
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Defiance,  traitors,  burl  we  in  your  teeth : 
If  you  daie  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field ; 
If  not,  when  you  have  stomachs. 

[Exeunt  Oetaviiu,  Antony,  and  their  army. 

Cat.  "Why,  now,  blow  wind,  awell  billow,  and  swim  bark ! 
The  storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazBrd.(") 

Bru.  Ho,  Lucilius!  bark,  a  word  with  you. 

Lacil.  My  lord  ? 

[Sratm  and  Luciliua  eonverte  apari. 

Cat.  Messala, — 

Met.  What  says  my  general  ? 

Cat.  Messala, 

This  is  my  biirth-day ;  as  this  very  day 
Was  Cassius  bom.     Give  me  thy  band,  Messala : 
Be  thou  my  witness  that,  against  my  will. 
As  Fompey  was,  am  I  compell'd  to  set 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know  that  I  held  Epicurus  strong, 
And  his  opinion :  now  I  change  my  mind, 
And  partly  credit  things  tbat  do  presage. 
Coming  from  Sardia,  on  our  fonner(")  ensign 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell ;  and  there  they  perch'd, 
Crorging  and  feeding  from  our  soldiers*  bands ; 
Who  to  Pbilippi  here  consorted  us ; 
This  morning  are  they  fled  away  and  gone ; 
And  in  their  steads  do  ravens,  crows,  and  kites, 
Fly  o'er  our  beads,  and  downward  look  on  us. 
As  we  were  sickly  prey :  their  shadows  seem 
A  canopy  most  fatal,  under  which 
Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

Met.  Believe  not  so. 

Cat.  I  but  believe  it  partly ; 

For  I  am  fresh  of  spirit,  and  reaolv'd 
To  meet  all  penis  very  constantly. 

Bru.  Even  so,  Lucilius. 

Cat.  Kow,  roost  noble  Brutus, 

The  gods  to-day  stand  friendly,  that  we  may. 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age  1 
But,  since  the  affairs  of  men  rest  still  incertain. 
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Let's  reason  with  the  worst  that  maj  befall. 
If  we  do  lose  this  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  last  time  we  shall  speak  together : 
What  are  you,  then,  determined  to  do  ? 

Bru,  Eren  by  the  rule  of  that  philosophy 
By  which  1  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
"Which  he  did  give  himself: — I  kaow  not  how. 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile, 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  timeC')  of  life: — arming  myself  with  patience 
To  stay  the  providence  of  some  high  powers 

That  govern  us  below. 

Co*.  Then,  if  we  lose  this  battle, 

You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 

Thorough  the  streets  of  Rome  ? 

Bru.  No,  Cassius,  no :  think  not,  thou  noble  Roman, 

That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  R«me ; 

He  bears  too  great  a  mind.     But  this  same  day 

Must  end  that  work  the  ides  of  March  begun ; 

And  whether  we  shall  meet  again  I  know  not. 

Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take  : — 

For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius ! 

If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  shall  smile ; 

If  not,  why,  then,  this  parting  was  well  made. 
Cos.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Brutus ! 

If  we  do  meet  again,  ne  *11  smile  indeed ; 

If  not,  'tis  true  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Btu.  Why,  then,  lead  on. — O,  that  a  man  might  know 

The  end  of  this  day's  business  ere  it  come ! 

But  it  sufficeth  that  the  day  will  end. 

And  then  the  end  is  known. — Come,  ho !  away !       [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     The  same.     The  field  of  battle. 
Alarum.     Enter  Bbutus  and  Messaia. 
Brv.  Ride,  ride,  Messala,  ride,  and  give  these  bills 
Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  side  :  [^Loud  alarum. 
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Let  them  aet  or  at  once ;  for  I  perceive 

But  cold  demeanour  in  Octavjus'  wing, 

And  sudden  push  gives  them  the  overthrow. 

Ride,  ride,  Messala :  let  them  all  come  down.  [Exeunt, 


SCEKE  III.     The  tame.    Another  part  of  the  field. 
Alaram.     Enter  Cassius  and  Titikiub, 

Ca*.  O,  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  viUains  fly  1 
Myself  have  to  mine  own  tum'd  enemy : 
This  ensign  here  of  mine  was  turning  hack ; 
I  slew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  bim. 

T^t.  O  Cassius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early ; 
Who,  having  some  advantage  on  Octaviua, 
Took  it  too  eagerly  :  his  soldiers  fell  to  spoil. 
Whilst  we  by  Antony  are  all  enclos'd. 

Enter  Finiiar(jb. 

Pin.  Fly  further  off,  my  lord,  fly  further  off; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord : 
Fly,  therefore,  nohle  Cassius,  fly  far  off. 

Cat.  This  hill  is  far  enough. — Look,  look,  Titinius ; 
Are  those  my  tents  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 

J%t.  They  are,  my  lord. 

Cat,  Titinius,  if  thou  lov'st  me. 

Mount  thou  my  horse,  and  hide  thy  spurs  in  him, 
Till  he  have  hrought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops. 
And  here  again ;  that  I  may  rest  assur'd 
Whether  yond  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

Tit.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought.        \_Ex%t. 

Cat.  Go,  Pindarus,  get  higher  on  that  hill ; 
My  sight  was  ever  thick ;  regard  Titinius, 
And  tell  me  what  thou  not'st  about  the  field. — 

[Pindarut  goei  Kp.(") 
This  day  I  breathed  first :  time  is  come  round. 
And  where  I  did  begin,  there  shall  I  end; 
My  life  is  run  his  compass. — Sirrah,  what  news  t 

Pin.  {ahovel  O  my  lord ! 


itizecoy  Google 


380  JULIUS  C.S3AR,  [ici  v. 

Cat.  Wliat  news  ? 

Pin,  [above"]  Titinius  is  enclosed  round  about 
With  horsemen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  spur;  — 
Yet  he  spurs  on. — Now  they  are  almost  on  him  j — 
Now,  Titinius! — Now  some  light; — O,  he  lights  too: — 
He's  ta'en ; — and,  hark !  they  shout  for  joy.  [Shoat. 

Cat.  Come  down,  behold  no  more. — 
O,  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  so  long. 
To  see  my  best  friend  ta'en  before  ray  face ! 

FiNDABCS  deteendt. 
Come  hither,  sirrah : 
In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prisoner ; 
And  then  I  swore  thee,  saving  of  thy  life, 
That  whatsoever  I  did  bid  thee  do, 
Thou  ahouldst  attempt  it.     Come  now,  keep  thine  oath ; 
Now  be  a  freeman;  and,  with  this  good  sword, 
That  ran  through  Ctesar's  bowels,  search  this  bosom. 
Stand  not  to  answer :  here,  take  thou  the  hilts ; 
And,  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now, 
Guide  thou  the  sword. — Ceesar,  thou  art  reveng'd. 
Even  with  the  sword  that  kill'd  thee.  [Diet. 

Pin.  So,  I  am  free ;  yet  would  not  so  have  been. 
Durst  I  have  done  my  will.     O  Cassiust 
Far  from  thb  country  Pindarus  shall  run. 
Where  never  Roman  shall  take  note  of  him.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  TiTitrius  tmth  Messala. 

Met.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius ;  for  Octavius 
la  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus'  power, 
As  Caasius'  legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  These  tidings  will  well  comfort  Cas«us. 

Met.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  All  disconsolate. 

With  Pindarus  his  bondman,  on  this  hill. 

Met.  Is  not  that  he  that  lies  upon  the  ground? 

Tit.  He  lies  not  like  the  living.     O  my  heart! 

Met.  Is  not  that  he  t 

Tit.  No,  this  was  lie,  Messala, 
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But  Caasius  is  no  more. — O  setting  aun, 

As  in  th;  red  rajs  thou  dost  sink  to  night, 

So  in  bis  red  blood  Cassius'  daj  is  set, — 

The  sun  of  Rome  is  set  ■     Our  daj  is  gone ; 

Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come;  our  deeds  are  done! 

Mistrust  of  m;  success  hath  done  this  deed. 

Met.  Mistrust  of  good  success  hath  done  this  deed, 
O  hateful  error,  melancholy's  child. 
Why  dost  thou  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
The  things  that  are  not?     0  error,  soon  conceiv'd, 
Thou  never  com'st  unto  a  happy  hirth. 
But  kill'st  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee ! 

Tit.  What,  Pindarus !  where  art  thou,  Pindarus  ? 

Me:  Seek  him,  Titinius,  whilst  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus,  thrusting  ibis  report 
Into  his  ears :  I  may  say,  thrusting  it; 
For  piercing  steel,  and  darts  envenomed. 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus 
Aa  tidings  of  this  sight. 

Tit.  Hie  you,  Messala, 

And  I  will  seek  for  Pindarus  the  while.  [ExU  Meitala. 

Why  didst  thou  send  me  forth,  brave  Cassius  ? 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  friends  ?  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory. 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee  I    Didst  thou  not  hear  their 

shouts  X 
Alas,  thou  bast  misconstru'd  every  thing  I 
But,  nold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow; 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding. — Brutus,  come  apace. 
And  see  how  I  regarded  Caius  Cassius. — 
By  your  leave,  gods : — this  is  a  Roman's  part : 
Come,  Cassius'  sword,  and  find  Titinius'  heart.  [Diet. 

Alarum.     R«-eider  Messala,  vnth  Bbdtds,  young  Cato,  Stbato, 
YoLUHNius,  amd  Litcilius. 
^m.  Where,  where,  Messala,  doth  his  body  lie  ? 
MeM.  Lo,  yonder;  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 
Bnt.  Titinius'  face  is  upward. 
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Cato,  He  is  slaio. 

Bru.  0  Julius  Csesai,  thou  art  mighty  yet ! 
Thy  spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  swords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  [Low  alaruma, 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius ! 

Look,  whSr  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  Caasius ! 

Sru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  such  as  these  ? — 
The  (^)  last  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well ! 
It  is  impossible  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  fellow, — Friends,  I  owe  more  tears 
To  this  dead  man  than  you  shall  see  me  pay. — 
I  shall  find  time,  Cassius,  I  shall  find  time. — 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  Thassos(")  send  his  body : 
His  funerals  shall  not  be  in  our  camp, 
Lest  it  discomfort  us. — Luciliua,  come ; — 
And  come,  young  Cato ; — let  us  to  the  field. — 
Labeo  and  Flavins,  set  our  battles  on : — 
'Tis  three  o'clock ;  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 
We  shall  try  fortune  in  a  second  fight.  \^Exetmt. 


ScEXE  IV.     Another  part  of  the  field. 

Alarum.     Enter  fighting,  Soldien  of  both  anniet ;  then  Bbdtus, 
young  Cato,  LociUTja,  and  others. 
Bra.  Yet,  countrymen,  O,  yet  hold  up  your  heads ! 
Cato.  What  bastard  doth  not  ?     Who  will  go  with  me  f 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field : — 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  i 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend ; 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho !  {^Chargei  the  enemy. 

Sru.  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I ; 
Brutus,  my  country's  friend;  know  me  for  Brutus! 

[Exit,  charging  the  enemy.     Young  Cato  i*  over- 
powered, andfalls. 
Zucil.  O  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down  ? 
Why,  now  thou  diest  as  bravely  as  Titinius ; 
And  mayst  be  honour'd,  being  Cato's  son. 
Firtt  Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  djest. 
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Lucil.  Only  1  yield  to  die : 

There  is  so  mucli  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  straight ; 

^Offering  money. 
Kill  Bnitus,  and  he  honour'd  in  lus  death. 

Firtt  Sold.  We  must  not. — A  noble  prisoner  t 

Sec.  Sold.  Room,  ho !     Tell  Antony,  Bnitus  is  ta'en. 

Firtt  Sold.  Ill  tell  the  news : — ^here  comes  the  general. 

£fUer  Antomt. 
Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  lord. 

Ant,  Where  is  he  ? 

Lucil.  Safe,  Antony ;  Brutus  is  safe  enough : 
I  dare  assure  thee  that  no  enemy 
Shall  erer  take  alive  the  noble  Brutos : 
The  gods  defend  him  from  so  great  a  shame ! 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive  or  dead, 
He  will  he  found  like  Brutus,  like  himself. 

jinl.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend ;  but,  I  assure  you, 
A  prize  no  less  in  worth :  keep  this  man  safe, 
Give  him  all  kindness :  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends  than  enemies.     Go  on, 
And  see  wh£r  Brutus  he  alive  or  dead ; 
And  bring  us  word  unto  Octavius'  tent 
How  every  thing  is  chanc'd.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  V.   .Another  part  of  the  afield. 

Enter  Bhutus,  Daxdasius,  Clitcs,  Strato,  and  VoLUMNlua. 

Bru.  Come,  poor  remains  of  friends,  rest  on  this  rock. 

Cli.  Statilius  show'd  the  torch-light ;  but,  my  lord. 
He  came  not  back :  he  is  or  ta'en  or  slain. 

Bru.  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus :  slaying  is  the  word ; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fashion.   Hark  thee,  Clitus.    IWhitpering him. 

Cli.  What,  I,  my  lord  ?     No,  not  for  all  the  world. 

Bru.  Peace,  then,  no  words. 

CH.  I'll  rather  kill  myself. 

Bru,  Hark  thee,  Dardanius.  [fVhitpers  kim. 
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Bar.  Shall  I  do  such  a  deed  ? 

CU.  O  Dardanius  [ 

Dar.  O  Clitus ! 

C7i,  What  ill  request  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 

Dar.  To  kill  him,  CUtua.     Look,  he  meditates. 

CH.  Now  is  that  noble  vessel  full  of  grief, 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes, 

£ru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius ;  list  a  word. 

VoL  What  says  my  lord  ? 

Sra.  Why,  this,  Yolumniils : 

The  ghost  of  Caesar  hath  appear'd  to  me 
Two  several  times  by  night, — at  Sardis  once, 
And,  this  last  night,  here  in  Philippi  fields; 
I  know  my  hour  is  come. 

Vol,  Not  so,  my  lord. 

Bm,  Nay,  I  am  sure  it  is,  Yolumnius. 
Thou  seest  the  world,  Yolumnius,  how  it  goes ; 
Out  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit:  [Low  alarumt. 

It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  in  ourselves, 
Than  tarry  till  they  push  us.     Good  Yolumnius, 
Thou  know'st  that  we  two  went  to  school  together : 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  prithee, 
Hold  thou  my  sword-hilta,{")  whilst  I  run  on  it. 

Fol.  That 's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 

[Alarum  ttUl. 

CU.  Fly,  fly,  my  lord ;  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Bru.  Farewell  to  you ; — and  you ; — and  you,  Yolumnius. — 
Strato,  thou  hast  been  all  this  while  asleep ; 
Farewell  to  thee  too,  Strato, — Countrymen, 
My  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet,  in  all  my  life, 
I  found  no  man  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
I  shall  have  glory  by  this  losing  day. 
More  than  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 
By  this  vile  conquest  shall  attain  unto. 
So,  fare  you  well  at  once  ;  for  Brutus'  tongue 
Hath  almost  ended  his  life's  history : 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes ;  xny  bones  would  rest, 
That  have  but  labour'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

[Alarum.     Cry  within,  "Fly,  fly,  fly!" 
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icsKB  T.]  JULIUS  C-fiSAE.  3*5 

CU.  Fly,  my  lord,  fly. 

Btu.  Hence !  I  will  follow. 

[Exeuat  Clitut,  Dardamus,  and  Volumniut. 
I  prithee,  Strato,  stay  thou  by  thy  lord : 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  respect ; 
Tliy  life  hath  had  some  smatch  of  honour  in  it : 
Hold,  then,  my  sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face, 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.     WiU  thou,  Strato  ? 

Stra,  Give  me  your  hand  first :  fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Btu.  Farewell,  good  Strato. — Csesar,  now  be  still : 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  so  good  a  will. 

[He  rutu  on  hit  tword,  and  diet. 

Alarum.    Seirtat.     Enter  Octatiub,  Antony,  Messala,  LuciLlUS, 
and  armt/. 

Oct.  What  man  is  that  f 

Met.  My  master's  man. — Strato,  where  is  thy  master  ? 

Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Messala: 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him ; 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himself. 
And  no  man  else  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Lueil.  So  Brutus  should  be  found. — I  thank  thee,  Brutus, 
That  thou  hast  prov'd  Lucilius'  saying  true. 

Oct.  Ail  that  serv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  them. — 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  bestow  thy  time  with  me  i 

Stra.  Ay,  if  Messala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

Oct.  Do  so,  good  Messala. 

Met.  How  died  my  master,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  I  held  the  sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 
'  Met.  Octavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee, 
That  did  the  latest  service  to  my  master. 

jint.  This  was  the  noblest  Roman  of  them  all : 
All  the  conspirators,  save  only  he. 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Csesar ; 
He  only,  in  a  general  honest  thought. 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
Hia  life  was  gentle ;  and  the  elements 
So  mix'd  in  him,  that  Nature  might  stand  up 
And  say  to  all  the  world,  "  This  was  a  man !" 
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36a  JULIUS  C.£SAB.  [act  t. 

Oct.  According  to  his  virtue  let  us  use  him. 
With  all  respect  and  rites  of  burial. 
Witliin  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  shall  Ue, 
Most  like  a  soldier,  order'd  honourably. — 
So,  call  the  £eld  to  rest:  and  let's  away. 
To  part  the  glories  of  tbi»  happy  day.  \^Exeunt, 
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p.  «3.  (')  "  Mabcllds,"  &c. 

Id  tbe  folio  lie  is  called  "  Mnrellus." 

P.  asa.  O 

**  Mar,  What  tradt,  Ihoa  Anave  t  Uuni  naughtif  knave,  what  trade  f 
TIus  ia  pren  in  Ike  folio  to  "Flft.":  bnt  the  Dent  speech  of  Msmlius  ("mi 
JO,  thon  Muoy  fellow  t")  dbtinctl;^  prores  that  A«  is  the  speaker  here. 


P.  ass.  (^  "  t'n  AnbmiaJ  vay'  be. 

"  The  old  cop;  geaerallj  reads — Antonio,  Octavie,  Fiona  [,  Clai^io].  Tbe 
players  were  mor«  aecoitomed  to  Italian  than  Boman  termuiation*,"  tec, 
Stbbtbss. 

F.  297.  (')  "a  eommon  laugher,"  &c. 

Hie  folio  has  "  a  eommut  Laughter,"  &c. 

F.  399.  (*)    -That  her  mdttealUeiieimpati'd  bnt  one  manf 
The  folio  has  "  That  htr  vridt  Walkas,"  Stc-,  which  is  retained  bj  the  more 
recent  editors,  thooKb  the  error  had  beeo  corrected  long  ago. 

P.30S.(*}  "t>Kniud,"8cc 

Here  the  folio  has  "swoonded,"  &&,  and  in  the  next  speech  "swouod." — See 
note  CO,  p.  88. 

P.30a.  (0  "'Til  ver^iat,—it  hath  the  faBaifftielmat.'' 
He  fblio  has  do  point  after  "  liht ;"  and  so  Mr.  Collier  gives  the  line.  But 
Brutos  certainly  does  not  mean  to  say  "  It  ii  very  likely  that  Oeaar  halli  the 
foiling  slaknees:" — Brutus  koeir  well  that  Cnsar  had  it  Comparo  North's 
Pbitareh :  "  he  [CKsar]  was  leaDe,  white,  and  loEt-skinned,  and  q/Ioi  mbiecl 
to  bead-acb,  and  otberwhile  to  At  faUing  ackentm  (the  which  tooke  him  the 
Grit  time,  as  it  is  reported,  inCordTha,  a  city  of  Spniae),"  Sec.  p.  719,  ed.  IBIS. 


Here  the  folio  has  "ft?  disgest,"  to.;  bnt  aflerwatds,  p.  34S,  it  bai  " 
shall  digett,"  Ik. 


P.  804.  (•)  "  Who  glar'd  upon  me,"  &0. 

Tbe  foBo  has  "  Who  glai'd  iipoa  me,"  Stc 
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t     368     ] 
P.  305.  (")  •-  ahat  ni^t  ulhitr 

The  folio  hw  tn  interrogatioa-point  tifler  these  words,  and  the  modern  editors 
retain  it, — moBt  erroneously.  Cues  is  not  puttia);  s  queation,  but  utteriag  an 
exdamatioa  of  surprise:  here  "uihat  night  u  thUf  is  equiralent  to  "mhat  a 
night  it  thisT — In  such  exclamaliona  it  was  Dot  unusual  to  omit  "a:"  so  in 
The  Two  GmtUinn  of  Verona,  act  L  sc.  B, 

"  What  fool  is  she,  that  knows  I  am  a  maid. 
And  would  not  force  the  letter  to  mj  view]" 
and  in  TieelJlA-IfigAl,  act  iu  sc.  S, 

"  Fab,   What  ditk  o'  poison  has  she  dressed  him  t 
Sir  To.  And  with  uAof  amg  the  slaniel  checks  at  it  I" 


P.  307.  (")  "Hold,  my  hamd,"  &o. 

Id  moat  of  the  modem  editions  the  comma  after  "  ^oitT' is  improperly  omit- 
ted. The  expreasioo  is  elliptical:  if  complete,  it  would  be,  "Hold,  there'* 
mj  hand,"  he, — like 

"Beide,  ther'smj  swoord,  and  with  mj  awoord  my  hearL" 

A  Pkatml  Commodit,  coiled  LoiAe  ahout gtnt,  ItiOO^  Mf.  E4. 

"Holde  thtt,  George  Bettea,  ther's  my  hand  and  my  hart." 

Sir  Thomas  Mart  (a  play  prini«d  ftom  a  Ms.  for  the 
Shakespeare  Soc.),  p.  5, 


P.  307.  C^)  "And  At  complexion  o/Ot  dmtnt 
In/avo^'i  like,"  ic. 
So  Johnson.— The  foiio  has  "  Is  Faaon,  like,"  Sec.  (Mr.  Hnnt«F  (Ne»  IBiuL 
of  Shahaptare,  ii.  14a)  would  read  "It  faTOurs  like,"  &c  and  obserres,  " (( 
Jaoour^  is  a  common  English  phnue,  now  degraded  into  the  rank  of  Tulgar- 
isma,  denoting  the  same  thing  as  i(  ratnbtei.  In  some  parts  of  the  country 
they  still  say  of  a  child  that  ityiiDoiir*  q/'some  uncle  or  other  r«latioD,"  &c. 
But  do  they  ever  say — it  favetirt  liks  some  nncle,  &ii.?) 


-    P.  310.(")  "  thtida  of  March  r 

So  Theobald.— The  folio  haa  >' lie  first  ^Jlfardi  r" 


P.  310.  (")  "Mk  ancestor*,"  &c. 

Qy:  "Mg  ancestor,"  ftc.7 


P.  810.  (")  "foMTleen  day." 

lo  Theobald.— The  folio  has  "lifleene  dt^ti." 
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[    389     ] 
P.Sll.  (U)  •'AttlaUo/man,'-  ^. 

So  tha  BecoDil  folio. — The  first  folio  bM  "  the  itaU  of  >  miui,"  &o.,  which 
Ualooe  luid  Hr.  Knight  defend,  though  the  "a"  eTidently  crept  in  b;  the 
nuBtake  of  the  truucriber  or  compositor.  If  Mr.  Knight  will  turn  to  his  Na- 
tion^ Edition  of  Shahttptare,  he  will  find  that,  in  not  ir.  bc.  3  of  the  present 
pUy,  his  printer  hu  thus  falsified  the  text  by  ingeriing  the  article, — 
"  I  Mid  Ml  elder  soldier,  not  ft  better : 
Did  I  say  Abetter?" 


F.  311.  C)  "For  if  Oim  path,  thy  natiet  wmUanec  on,"  tec 
Here  tlie  reading  "path"  is  somewhat  doahtfnl  g  fi>r, — not  to  lay  any  stress  oa 
the  foUo  bftTing  no  comnia  after  that  word,— in  the  two  pMsages  which  Stee- 
Tens  ad  L  cites  from  Drayton,  "path"  is  a  verb  actiTe  ("  her  passage  Way 
dodi  path," — "Palkiiig  young  Heiu7'8  noadvieed  ways").— Southern  (in  bis 
copy  of  the  fourth  folio)  altered  "path"  to  "puti"  and  Coleridge  proposed 
the  same  alteration,— Mr.  Grant  While  obserrea;  "The  quarto  of  1691  reads, 

'  For  if  thou  hath  thy  natiTe  semblaoee  on,'  &c. 
I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  haA  is  the  [right]  word ;  but  neither  do  I  hetieTO 
that  it  1*  a  mere  misprint  in  the  old  quarto.    '  Bath'  is  veij  frequently  used 
by  Shakespeare  and  his  contemporaries  for  '  have,'  &c."    Shaittptart't  SAo- 
hr,  &c.  p.  396. 

P.  3ie.  (")  "  the  honey  heavy  dtv  ofiliamber,"  &c. 
The  folio  haB''tAs  bony-beauy-Dew  o/*,"  &o. :  but  this,  I  apprehend,  belongs 
to  that  class  of  passages  in  which  (u  I  have  distinctly  shown, — see  toI.  iii. 
p.  3B5,  note  ("))  the  folio  introduces  the  hyphen  improperly.  If  the  words 
stand  in  the  right  order,  they  most  be  understood  as  equirolent  to— the  honied 
and  beary  dew  of  slumber.- The  two  Ms.  Correctors, — Hr.  Collier's  and  Mr. 
Singer's, — nuke  a  transposition  here, — "the  heavy  honey-i^  qfJumbtr,"  Sec 


P.  319.  (i»)    "Fierce  fiery  warriorefgkt  upon  the  cloude. 

In  raiub  and  tquadrrme  and  right  fom  of  war. 
Which  drizzled  Mood  tipon  the  Capital) 
The  noite  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air, 
Hortee  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan ; 
And  ghoitt  did  shriek,"  &c 
The  word  "fight  in  the  first  line,  though  not  questioned  by  any  of  the  edi- 
tors, would  seem  from  what  follows  ("  Which  drizilof  blood,"  &C.)  to  be  an 
error  for  "  fought ;"  since  we  cannot  suppose  that  here  the  poet  used  "fighf 
fts  ft  put  tense.    In  the  fifth  line  the  folio  has  "  Hortet  do  neigh^'  &c.,  which 
the  editor  of  the  second  folio  properly  corrected.    ("  The  tenses,"  says  Mr. 
Knigfat,  "  we  have  no  doubt,  are  purposely  confounded,  in  the  vague  terror  of 
the  speaker"!) 

VOL.  V.  BB 
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[    870    ] 
P.  saa  (")     "WeanlKolioiuliatr'diHoiiedag,"  && 
So  Upton  (and  Mr.  Collier'B  Ma.  Corrector].— The  folio  bu  "  W^i  beare  tno 
I^/aru,"  fcc.— Theobald  priotod  "  We  were  tvo  lunu,"  &o. 

P.  331,  C)  "ilatua,"  &0. 

The  foUo  hat  "  itstae,"  &o.— See  toL  It.  p.  1 96,  note  (^ 

F.  331.  (")     "^nij  (A«e  doei  iht  apjjyfor  manmgt,  andportma. 
And  (sib  otmineTit,"  Slo, 
Hai  been  altered  to 

" Jbr  manungt,  partaiti 

Of  eeih  trnmintnt,"  &o. 
(and  there  ii  certainlj  nothing  in  Henley't  auertion — that  the  alteration  of 
"AhiC  to  "  Of"  tends  to  weaken  Che  force  of  the  ezpreuiona,  &C.) 

F.  333.  (?*)  "Enter  AxTsmiMxcs." 

The  fblio  hat  "Enlw  tbe  SoothMjer,"  and  tntueqnentl;  prefizei  to  fait 
apeechet  in  this  ecene  "  Sooth." — "  The  inlxoduction  of  the  SoolhtaTer  here 
is  nnnecettar}',  and,  I  think,  improper.  All  that  he  it  made  to  la;  thoold  be 
given  to  Artemidonu;  who  is  seen  and  accosted  by  Portia  in  hit  paaiage 
from  bit  firtt  ttand  to  one  more  conTenient."  Ttrwbitt. — Here  the  altera- 
tion of  "  the  Soothaajer"  to  "  Artatidonu"  was  made  by  Sowe,  and  adopted 
bj  Pope,  Theobald,  Hanmer,  and  WarbartoDi  nor  do  I  well  tee  bow  anj  one 
can  read  the  ditJogue  which  followt,  without  being  convinoed  that  Portia  it 
not  Ipeakiog  to  the  Saolluaj/er. 

P.SSJkC^)  "imrp¥rpMei,''lK. 

Eat  been  altered  to  "  our  piupoae,"  &c.,  —  and  rightlj  perhaps,  at  Catoa,  a 
littleabove,  speaks  of  "mr  purpose:"  but  in  the  preceding  act,  p.  315,  Bmtus 
8aj't,''Let  not  onr  lookt  pot  on  our  purpcMi,"  &c 

F.S99.  (y)  " Art  vtaa ready r 

In  the  fitUo  these  words  stand  as  the  commenoement  of  the  next  speech. — 
Bilaon  taw  the  impropriet;  of  their  being  nttered  bj  Cosar ;   and  propoaed 
naking  them  a  portion  of  Che  preceding  speech. — With  Mr.  Collier's  Hs. 
Corrector,  I  hare  trantferred  them  to  Cases,  in  whose  month  they  form  a   ' 
very  natural  rgoinder  to  what  Cinna  hu  jott  said, 

F.  39e.  (">  "  Thue  eouehingt,''  kc 

Here  Hanmer  and  Mr.  Collier's  Us.  Corrector  subatitnte  "  TKos  cmuchings," 
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&C.,— tmnecewarily.  "Cimckatg  hid  the  wme  meaning  m  ermeha^i  that 
Haloet:  eoBcAc,  like  k  di^ge ;  Procumbo,  Proslenio."  fiiager's  ShaJlapeart 
VauIUated,  Sui.  p.  34G. 


P.  328.  (>^  "/sto  fA<  fan  qfehOdrm." 

So  JobnioQ  (ukd  Mr.  CoUIer'a  Mb.  Corrector).— The  folio  hu  "/uto  lie  lane 

P.  326,  C">  "  LBwcrooiid  euretitt,"  Sec, 

Here  Mr.  Collier's  Mb.  Corrector  alters  "crodM'  to  "cronched;"  bot  "low- 
eroohed  is  the  same  as  Iow-ctmicArJ;  for  Huloet  ha*  ertKhb-backed  or  erouxhe- 
backed,  and  to  cnxA  was  to  boa."  Singer's  Shait^eare  Vadieatad,  (to. 
P.S46. 

P.  338.  (•)        •■  Cw." 
The  folio  has  "  Cask." 

P.3S8.  C*)  "InOatariia. 

So  Iha  second  folio. — The  first  fblio  has  "  In  state,"  Sec. 

P.  338.  (")  "  lif  akmg,'  &c 

So  the  second  folio. — The  first  foUo  hu  "  ly«  lUong,"  Sen. 


P.  330.  (^  "For  your  part, 

Toyni  oitr  Mwordt  haet  hadenpoinU,  Mark  Anlaitji! 
Ow  onu,  in  itrtngUi  of  malice,  aad  our  kearU,"  fte. 
In  q^te  of  SteeTens's  ingeniona  explanation  of  this  passage,  the  old  Ua 
not  a  little  doubtful.    The  Muoe  oritic  conjectured,  and  Capell  printed, 
"  For  your  part. 
To  yaa  oar  twordt  haet  liaden  poind,  Mark  Anlont/, 
Our  amu  no  ttrnglA  ofnaluxi  and  our  htarti,"  tec. — 
Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector,  without  altering  the  punctttation,  changes  " 
Set"  to  a  word  which  no  waj  resembLes  it  in  the  d»ettM  Ultrantm, — ** 


P.  330.  (W)  "  crmtoa'd  in  thy  Uthe." 

Here  Theobald  and  Mr.  Collier's  M«.  Corrector  alter  "Ulht"  to  "death:"  bat 
see  Sleerent'*  note  ad  L  (Nares,  Glou.  snb  **  Lethe,"  obsarres  that  the  word 
when  used,  aa  it  i«  here,  in  the  sense  of  dttUh, "  mtut  be  fonned  from  Itthum, 
notlrtU.'O 
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[     37!    ] 
F.333.  (**)    "Woe  10^4  hand  tiuU^tdOitcoitisi  blood  r 
Qj.  "  Woe  to  tilt  handi  that,"  &c.?    Antonj  has  previou*!;  (p.  339)  n 
the  coiupir&ton, — 

"  Now,  whilst  your  pmpled  liandt  do  wet,"  Stc. 


P.333.  (■*)      "AcTuAiaiightvptmtheUiiAtofmeK; 

DomaSefdry  axd  fierce  civil  ttrife 

Shall  cimber,"  &c. 
Here  the  expression,  "tht  limbs  of  tnen,"  is  questionable  in  the  extreme 
(though  defended  by  Capell,  SlccTcns,  and  Malone, — Bteevens  citing  from 
Ph&er'g  Xneid  "  limaa  o/mm,"  as  if  the  words  were  not  easily  to  be  found  in 
a  hundred  other  books t). — Hanmer  reads  "the  kind  oftnatf  Wailiurtoa  "ike 
line  oj'men)"  and  Mr.  Collier's  Ma.  Corrector,  "the  loins  o/nun;"  emenda- 
tions which  hardly  desane  to  be  mentioned.— Johnson  conjectures  "  Ihe  lires 
qfmtn"  t,  bigMy  probable  reading, — Antony  first  declaring  ge^enilfy  that  a 
cnne  is  to  light  upon  the  inhabitants  of  Italy,  and  then  proceeding  to  specify 
particiilari!/  in  what  that  curse  is  to  consisL 

P.  333.  (")  "/"■  "^  ^f^"  *o- 

So  the  second  fblio. — The  first  folio  has  "trom  mine  gw*,"  &e. 


P.  333.  I*) 
Qy.  "Begin  (owi 


P.  33S.  (")  "  Shan  be  crown'd  in  Bnha.' 

Hr.  Collier  prints  "  Shail  now  be  croam'd,"  &c,  by  an  oversight  douhtless,— 
the  "now"  being  a  modem  interpolation.  Bat  the  integrity  of  the  old  text 
here  is  &r  from  certAin. 

P.  338.  (>)        "EBen  at  the  bate  o/Pompey»  ttatva." 

The  foUo  has  ** Stotue."    See  toI.  it.  p.  196,  note  (**).— (Hera  Mr. 

Knight  remarks:  "In  this  passage,  and  in  a  preiions  instance,  the  word 
*tat¥a  has  been  substituted  tor  the  English  word.  What  we  gain  in  tke  har- 
mony of  the  Terse  we  late  In  (he*  simplicity  of  the  expression,  by  this  altera- 
tion." But  he  forgets  that  when  Sbakespeare  wrote,  ilatva  was  quite  as 
common  as  itaiue,  even  in  the  most  Tulgar  prose.) 


P.  339.  (")  "  luithtr  mt,  nor  mrdt,"  &c. 

The  folio  baa  "  net/ther  writ  nor  wordt,"  &c  (which  more  than  one  editor  hat 
ntsmed, — "writ"  meaning  "penned  or  premeditated  oration"  U). — The  cor- 
rection was  made  in  the  second  folio. 
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P.  341.  C)  '^IdrtaoLtby-uight&atldidftaMtmlhCataT, 
And  Ihaigi  m&tciijr  ckirpt  mj/ Jantatj/,"  &a. 
The  folio  has  "  nnlockily  j"  whiob  Wwburton  r^hllj  altered  to  "  ■nbcly.'* 
(Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  subiUbiteg  "nnlikely;"  of  which  Mr.  CoQier 
kpprOTea,  beeuae  "  Why  ihonld  Cinnft  consider  it  nnlacky  to  dre«m  of  feut- 
ing  witli  Cnsu  ?"  SteeT«ns  bu  giren  the  reaaou  odL:  "I  learn,"  he  laya, 
"  from  ui  old  black-letter  treatise  on  Portnne-telling,  Sec  that  to  dream '  of 
bnng  at  boMquttt,  betokeneth  nusfortnne,  &o.' " 


P.  343.  («)  "mu  Oal/ttdt 

On  tUgecl  ori$  and  cmiUiti«ii; 
Which,"  &c 
The  folio  ha*  "  Or  Obiects,  Arts,  and  Imitatimu,"  &c— I  adopt  Theobald's 
correotio[i,''Oitai^(i)rtt,"Scc, — "i.e.  on  the  scraps  and  fivgmenta  of  things 
r^eoled  and  despised  hj  otber»,"— a  correctioa  which  Capelt  (^Nbttt,  ice.  toL  L 
P.  iL  p.  1 10)  calls  *■  decisiTe"  on  account  of  the  preceding  "fiedt,"  and  which 
at  least  is  lOimgly  sapported  by  that  word.    (Shakespeare  elsewhere  has, 
"  The  fisctions  of  her  faith,  orlt  at  her  lore,"  Sec 

Tniliu  cmd  CreiMida,  act  v.  sc.  3. 
"  It  is  tome  poor  &agment,  some  slender  orl  of  his  remainder,"  &c     Taum  of 
Alhau,  act  iv.  sc.  S. 

"  Let  him  have  time  a  beggar's  oris  to  crave,"  &c. 

Rtgft  of  Ztiertct.') — 
Steefens,  who  brought  baek  the  old  t«ading,  first  assert*-  that "  objects"  means 
"specvlnlnw  hmwUdge,"  and  that  "arts"  means  " mechanic  tptralioiu  j"  and 
then  adds  "  ctjectt,  however,  may  mean  things  objtcttd  or  thrown  out  to  him :" 
but  of  what  follows,— 


WfticA,  mto/wt,"  4c.,— 
he  prudently  takes  no  notice,  for  it  ia  quite  sufficient  to  prore  that  his 
explanations  are  nonsense. — Malone  too  adheres  to  the  original  text :  "  ob- 
jecU,"  ha  says, "  means,  in  Shakespeare's  langn^e,  whatever  is  presented  to 
the  eye  [which  It  generally  means  im  totiy  bads''  ^tgnage].  Bo,  in  Tmum 
of  A^uta,  'Swear  against  object*,'"  See.  — Mi.  Collier  and  Hr.  Knight  also 
retain  the  lection  of  the  folio ;  Mr.  Collier,  without  any  remark ;  and  Mr. 
Knight,  with  a  note,  it)  which,  after  declaring  that  the  whole  difficulty  of  the 
passage  has  been  created  by  the  modem  editors  putting  a  semicolon,  instead 
of  a  comma,  after  "aiilaiiotiM,"  he  proceeds  thus;  "It  is  marvellous  that  the 
editors  have  not  seen  that  Lepidus  is  called  barren,  because,  a  mere  follower 
of  odiers,  he  feeds 

'  On  ol^ecCs,  arts,  and  imitations. 

Which,  out  ij/"  tue,  and  ilaTd  bg  other  men. 

Begin  hitjiulilon.' " 
And  can  Mr.  Knight  seriously  believe  that  the  sobstitation  of  a  comma  far  a 
semicolon  materially  affects  the  sense  of  the  passage,  or  renders  it  a  whit 
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more  intelligible  ?— Mr.  Grant  WUte  (Skalu^itar^i  SiMar,  ftc.  p.  308) 
wooldTead 

"OM  Ihatfetdt 
On  ahjtct  ftrtB  catd  im'lafinu,"  &c, : 
bat  "abject  arts,"  I  apprehend,  cogld  onlj  mean  "aijtct  irtificeg  g"  uid  that 
meaning  does  not  (nit  the  context 

P.  313.  (•>)  "  Oir  betlfrindt  aaJt,  oar  mtan*  ttreleh'd,"  && 
From  thii  line  something  has  dropped  out. — Mr.  Collier  prints,  with  the 
second  folio,  **  Our  beil  friauL  maitt,  and  our  best  nteant  itnlch'd  out,"  &c.; 
and  obserres;  "  This  is  one  of  the  cases  in  which  the  second  folio'comes  in  aid 
of  the  defects  of  the  first  Malone  thus  pieced  oat  the  line, '  Our  i«(tJHciiiis 
aade,  our  tuoiu  itrttch'd  to  the  utmost,'  which  ii  not  only  a  bad  Terse,  but  is 
■upporlad  hf  ho  antboritj." — Whatever  may  be  the  cotnparatiTe  merits  of 
these  Cwo  Tefictions,  it  u  quite  clear  to  my  mind  that  the  editor  of  the  second 
folio  bad  no  more  "  authority"  for  his  dealings  with  the  text  than  Malone 
had.  In  some  of  his  slighter  corrections  be  is  obviously  right,  and,  of  course, 
to  be  followed ;  but  not  when,  as  here,  be  makes  three  interpolations  in  a 
single  Terse.  (On  a  line  in  the  preceding  scene,  p.  340,  "And  with  the  brands 
fire  the  trutora'  houses,"  Mr.  Collier  has  remarked,  "The  folio,  1632,  reads, 
'Sre  aS  the  traitors'  houses i'  but  needlessly,  as 'fire'  was  often  used  as  a 
dissyllable.") 

P.  34S.  (M)    " LvcUim,  doj/ou&eiMi  andltino  mm 

Camt  to  our  tm(  l3i  lee  havt  done  oia  cnf/srsKcs." 
Has  been  altered  to  "  LvcUva,  So  the  Hit ;  and  Ut  no  man,"  && ;  bat  see  note 
(**);  and  one  editor  boldly  printed, 

"Luelliui, 
DopouthtUJui  andUt  no  man,  Lacilint, 
Come  ta  our  tent,"  &c. 


ScBn  in.,"  &c 
The  foUo  has 

"Exeunt. 
Manet  Bmhie  and  Cateiui :" — 
OD  which  Mr.  Enight  remarks,  "In  the  Shakespearean  theatre  Bmtns  and 
Castas  eridenlly  retired  to  tlie  secondary  stsge."    Bnt  the  "Manef  of  the 
folio  shows,  I  think,  that  Hr.  Knight  is  mistaken,  and  that  here  the  audience 
were  to  *ig)po*e  (as  they  frequently  had  to  stipposs)  a  change  of  scene. 

F.  345.  («)    '•Leime-t^g»ii,.CattiM,)mymredf,"ho. 
Has  been  amended  to  "Tet  kf  su  fsU  yon,"  &c;  and  to"Aiidb(n<l(U  )«M," 
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te.;  uid,  no  donbt,  mtm  lik»  thit,  whns  "the  flnt  tjllable  of  Ih*  liiM^> 
!>«•»  to  be  omiUed,"  an  Ter;  (wpicioni:  we  Sidner  Wti^r**  Shait^Karrs 
Vtr$ifiealiim,  fto.  p.  13S. 

P.  346.  (*^     "  1  had  ralhtr  b*  a  dog,  md  biq  tilt  momi, 
Ulan  nch  a  Soman. 

Cas.  BmAif ,  iay  not  nc,"  &e. 

The  folio  hu  "Bmbu,  b&ite  not  ac,"  &c.;  which  ii  retained  by  Halone  and 
bis  iDcoeuora  in  direct  oppoiition  to  conunon  oenBe;  for  the  Terieit  child 
might  perceire  that  the  author  iDlanded  Cauiiu  to  echo  the  word  lued  by 
Brutna.    Hera,  with  a  view  to  inch  a  repetition,  the  editor  of  the  Moond  folio 

printed  " aitd  baite  tht  Mtxnu,"  &o. :  bat  auuredly  the  error  lies,  not  in 

the  fint  speech,  bat  in  the  second  (where  "balte"  grew  ont  of  "baW^ 


P.  M7.  (^        "jMhoB  i(  ffbd  to  Itan,  o/ioU*  wuk." 
Here  Mr.  CoUier'a  Ul.  Corrector,  baTing  an  ejre  to  what  Cauius  Iiai  eM  a 
little  befon, 

"Older  in  practloe,  abUr  than  jonnelf 
To  make  oonditions," — 
■abstitnlM  " q/*  abler  aea."    But  the  old  reading  ii  not  to  t«  diiplaoad. 


F.  a4&  («)  "  FtiOiu-  Mat,"  &0. 

The  folio  has  "  Pinto'*  Mine,"  fto.    Bee  toL  It.  p.  643,  note  ("> 

P.  SSI.  (**)  "luv-aided,  and  auMva^d,"  fto. 

The  folio  bat  "hob  added,  amd  aieourag'd,"  tic. —  He  e 
aided,"  occurred  both  to  Mr.  Singer  (see  SAotsipeiirs  Vtn^cattd,  Sx.  p.  S4T) 
and  to  mjself  (see  A  Few  Nata,  &c.  p.  lie);  nor  do  I  think  it  the  less  oer- 
taiu  becanse  a  oritio  in  Slaekvood't  Magazine  for  Oct  1868,  p.  469,  Is  pleased 
to  declare  thai  "no  change  is  necessary." — Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  substi- 
tntes  strangely  "luw-beartcd." 

P.  aSi  (•■)  "  CJaaifitu,"  &0. 

Hera  the  folio  liai  "Clandio,"  &c.,  and,  in  the  next  speech,  "Vamis  and 
aaadio."    See  note  (■). 

F.  866.  (")    "  Tke  poitiat  qfymr  biovt  are  ]/«t  nnJaumt,"  &«. 
See  ToL  y.  p.  169,  note  (**). 

P.  3SS.  (*) 

"Slncli  Ctuar  on  th*  mcA.   Oipntjlaaerer*! 
Cm.  FlatUrtn  /~iV<nci,  BnOiu,  tiani  yo^rmlf,"  &o. 


U,y,l,.e..yG00glc 


[     376     ] 

The  redondsncf  of  th«  first  lina  baa  been  cored  b;  the  omiuion  ofjoHj" 
bat  the  editors  hire  not  attempted  to  remedy  the  deficiencj  of  the  Kcond 
Une.~Sidiiey  Walker  (Skait^}tar^i  VtrtifiaOiom,  &c  p.  136)  wyi,  "We 
onght  to  arrange, — 

' O  flstterars  I 

Ctu.  Flatleren! 

Now,  Brutus,  thank  yourself ;' 
a  ■ix-BjUable  line :"  bat  q;  ? 


F.  3S6.  (M)     "Nteer,  tiU  Comot'i  Arte-tuui-ihiT^  woaxdt 
Bt  tueU  aneiig'd ;  or  tiBaiiolhtr  C<aar 
Have  added  ^a^Uer  to  the  noord  <^  traitare." 
Here  Theobald  altered  "  three-aitd-thirl^'  to  "  three  a»d  twenty." — Ritson  ad- 
Tocalea  the  old  reading,  observing  that  Beaomoot  and  Fletcher  hare  fallen 
into  a  similar  mistake  in  their  Xoble  Gtaiiaiuii,  where  they  speak  of "  CKur'i 
two  and  tkirtj/  wounds." — In  the  last  line  Mr.  Collier's  Ma.  Corrector  reads 

" to  the  word  oftraUon," — a  most  unhappy  alteration.    Surely,  Octariui 

means — "  or  till  you,  traitors,  hare  added  the  crime  of  slaying  me  (another 
Cesar)  to  that  of  having  mnidered  Jolius," 


"  The  ttnrm  it  up,  and  aHiten  the  hazard. 
Bra.  Ho,  LucHaut  hark,  a  vord  vilh  yon. 
I«ciL  Ms  hrdf" 

Here  some  editors  hare  omitted  "flo,"  while  some  others  have  adopted  the 
rery  awkward  arrangement, — 

"Bm.  Sol 

LucUiut!  hark,"  &c, — 
(which  Sidney  Walker  iShaJuapeare'g  Vertifieatton,"  Sec  p.  7e)  vroold  make 
still  more  otgectiondjle  by  printing, 

" and  all's  on  Ih'  hazard. 

Bra.  Hoi 

,"  &c)— 

LBS  are  introduced,  Shakespeare  does  not  alwajf  ob- 
>,  we  have  already  liad  sereral  proofs  in  other  playii  and 
compare,  in  this  tragedy,  p.  349, 

"  Luoilios  and  Tltinins,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare,"  ftc 
Lidead,  the  present  passage  is  immediately  fbllowed  by  an  inttanoe  of  it, — 
"  Cat.  Messala, — 
ifet.  What  says  my  general  ? 

Cat.  Hessala, 

This  is,"  &c. 
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P.  SST.  (•■)  "oyrfonntr  mtign,"  fto. 

AAer  tha  DOtes  in  the  Variar.  Sha^uptan  on  this  pataage,  I  cannot  but  won- 
der at  Ur.  Collier'B  ujing  that  the  alteration  of  hii  Ms.  Corrector,  "  rar  for- 
ward amg»,"  &c^  "is  probablj  rif^t," 

P.  3Se.  (")  -The  tine  of  lift,"  &c 

Hai  been  altered,  moit  anneoeBiaril;,  to  "  7^  term  tflife,"  &c. 


P.  S59.  (••)  "  [Pmdarai  goes  np. 

Here  the  folio  ha*  do  etage-direotkiii  i  bat  to  the  next  q)eech  of  Findams  it 
prefixes  ".^Aow," — which  prorea  that,  when  thii  plaj  was  originally  acted. 


P.  363.  (")  "Thelatt  ifaU  At  Romaiu,"  4c 

Bowe  printed  "  Thou  but  qf"  ke, :  but  tee  Halone's  note  ad  L 

P.  368.  t") 

"Ccmt,  Iktr^fim,  tatd  to  Thattm  *e\d  hit  bodg  .- 

HiiftauraU  diatt  not  i«  in  our  conp, 

Iitit  it  ducoxffort  iu." 

The  folio  has  " and  to  Tharsus  tend,"  Ins, — The  more  oorrect  form  of 

the  Dame  is  Thatct  or  Thana:  bat,  aa  Steerens  observes,  "it  is  Thauot  in 
Sir  Thomas  North's  translation  [of  PlaAircA] :"— where  the  words  are;  "  and 
sent  it  to  the  citie  of  Ttuuaoe,  fearing  lest  httfiaeralM  within  his  campe  shoald 
cause  great  diaorder."  p.  1010,  ed,  16IS.  Tbia  shows  how  improperly 
"ftauralt"  in  our  text  has  been  altered  to  "funeral:"  and  compare,  in  p.  14 
of  the  present  rot, — 

"  and  wise  Laertes'  son 

IHd  graciously  plead  for  fiii  funendi." 

and  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Valentaiian,  act  v.  sc  3, 

"  an  handred  piles 

Already  to  vtyfimeraU  are  flaming  !" 
NoF  ia  the  alteration  required  on  account  of  the  "  if,"  considering  how  that 
pronoun  was  formerly  osed. 


P.  3U.  <")        "Sold  Ihou  my  neord-hilu,  vMItt,"  &a. 

Altered  in  the  third  folio  to  " n^  Swords  hilt,  teWtt,"  &o.,— without 

regard  to  the  older  phraseology. 
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DRAMATIS  PEBSOK^ 


DuMCAH,  kiog  of  Scotland. 
Halcoln, 


g«neralB  of  the  King's  ttnj. 


noblemen  of  Scotland. 


to  Buiqao. 

SiwuD,  earl  of  NoKliaiiiberluid,  g«nenl  of  tbe  English  force*. 
Toang  SiwAKD,  Ua  con. 
Sbtton,  Ma  officer  attending  on  Macbeth. 
Boy,  son  to  Macdii£ 
An  EngliBb  Doctor. 
A  Scotch  Doctor. 
A  Soldier. 
A  Porler. 
An  Old  Man. 

Lady  Macbeth. 
Lady  Macdhft. 
Gentlewoman  attending  on  Lady  Macbeth. 

Lordt,  Gkntlemen,  Offloen,  Soldien,  Mnrderars,  Attendanti,  and  Uesieugen. 

Hecate. 

Three  Witchu. 

Appuitjons. 

Bcmim— imAe  Old  nfAeJiMrthael,m  England  I  through  Ou  mt  iff  At 
play,  in  Seotbiut 
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MACBETH. 


Scene  I.     An  open  place. 
Thunder  and  Ughtning.    EiOer  three  Witches. 

First  Witch.  WheD  shall  we  three  meet  again 
In  thunder,  lightning,  ot  in  rain  ? 

■  Sec.  Witch.  "When  the  hurlyburly's  done. 
When  the  battle's  lost  and  won. 

Third  Witch.  That  will  be  ere  the  set  of  sun. 

Firit  Witch.  Where  the  place? 

Sec.  Witch.  Upon  the  heath. 

Third  Witch.  There  to  meet  with  Macbeth. 

Firtt  Witch.  I  come,  Graymalkin ! 

JU.(})  Paddock  calls:— anon!— 
Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair : 
Hover  through  the  fog  and  filthy  air.  [Witchet  vanish. 


Scene  II.     A  camp  near  Forret. 

Alarum  within.    EnUr  Dttkcan,  Maixulv,  Donalbain,  Lennox, 
vjiih  Atteadaatfl,  meeUnff  a  bleeding  Soldier. 

Dial.  What  bloody  man  is  that  ?     He  can  report. 
As  seemeth  by  his  plight,  of  the  revolt 
The  newest  state. 

Mai.  This  is  the  sei^eant, 

Who,  like  a  good  and  hardy  soldier,  fought 
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'Gainst  my  captivity. — Hail,  brave  friend  ! 
Say  to  the  king  the  knowledge  of  the  broil 
As  thou  didst  leave  it. 

Sold.  Doubtful  it  stood ; 

As  two  spent  swimmers,  that  do  cling  together 
And  choke  their  art.     The  merciless  Macdonwald 
(Worthy  to  be  a  rebel, — for,  to  that, 
The  multiplying  villanies  of  nature 
Do  swarm  upon  him,)  from  the  western  isles 
Of  kerns  and  gallowglasses  (^)  is  supplied ; 
And  fortune,  on  his  damned  quarrel(^)  smiling, 
Show'd  like  a  rebel's  whore :  but  all 's  too  weak  : 
For  brave  Macbeth  (well  he  deserves  that  name). 
Disdaining  fortune,  with  Ms  brandish'd  ateel, 
"Which  smok'd  with  bloody  execution. 
Like  valour's  minion, 

Carv'd  out  his  passage  till  he  fac'd  the  slave; 
Which  {*)  ne'er  shook  hands,  nor  bade  farewell  to  him. 
Till  he  unseam'd  him  from  the  nave  to  the  chaps, 
And  fix'd  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 

Dun.  0  valiant  cousin !  worthy  gentleman ! 

Sold.  As  whence  the  sun  gins  hia  reflection 
Shipwrecking  storms  and  direful  thunders  break ;  C) 
So  from  that  spring,  whence  comfort  seem'd  to  come. 
Discomfort  swells.     Mark,  king  of  Scotland,  mark ; 
No  sooner  justice  had,  with  valour  arm'd, 
Compell'd  these  skipping  kerns  to  trust  their  heels. 
But  the  Norweyan  lord,  surveying  vantage, 
With  furbish'd  arms  and  new  supplies  of  men. 
Began  a  fresh  assault. 

Dun.  Dismay'd  not  this 

Our  captains,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ? 

Sold.  Yes; 

As  sparrows  e^les,  or  the  hare  the  lion. 
If  I  say  sooth,  I  must  report  they  were 
As  cannons  overcharg'd  with  double  cracks ; 
So  they 

Doubly  redoubled  strokes  upon  the  foe : 
Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wouods. 
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Or  memorize  aaother  Golgotha, 

I  cannot  tell : — 

But  I  am  faint,  my  gashes  cry  for  help. 

Dun.  So  well  thy  words  become  thee  as  thy  wounds ; 
They  smack  of  honour  both. — Go  get  him  surgeons. 

{Exit  Soldier,  attended. 
Who  comes  here  f 

Mat.  The  worthy  thane  of  Ross. 

Len.  What  a  haste  looks  through  his  eyes !    So  should  he 
look 
That  seems  (^  to  speak  things  strange. 

Enter  BoBS.(') 

Sou.  God  save  the  king ! 

Dun.  Whence  cam'st  thou,  worthy  thane  ? 

B^iit.  From  Fife,  great  king ; 

Where  the  Norweyan  banners  flout  the  sky 
And  fan  our  people  cold.(B) 
Norway  himself,  with  terrible  numbers, 
Assisted  by  that  most  disloyal  traitor 
The  thane  of  Cawdor,  began  a  dismal  conflict ; 
Till  that  Bellona's  bridegroom,  lapp'd  in  proof. 
Confronted  him  with  self-comparisons. 
Point  against  point  rebellious,  arm  'gainst  arm, 
Curbing  his  lavish  spirit :  and,  to  conclude, 
The  rictory  fell  on  us. 

Dua.  Great  happiness ! 

Sots.  That  now 
Sweno,  the  Norwaya'  king,  craves  composition ; 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men 
Till  he  disbursed,  at  Saiut  Colmes-inch, 
Ten  thousand  dollars  to  our  general  use. 

Dun.  No  more  that  thane  of  Cawdor  shall  deceive 
Our  bosom  interest: — go  pronounce  his  present  death, 
And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth. 

Soit.  Ill  see  it  done. 

Dun.  What  he  hath  lost,  noble  Macbeth  hath  won. 

{Exeunt. 
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Scene  III.     A  heath. 
Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witches. 

Fint  Witch.  Wbere  hast  thou  been,  sister  f 

Sec.  Witch.  Killing  swine. 

Third  Witch.  Sister,  where  thou  ? 

Firxt  Witch,  A  sailor's  wife  had  chestnuts  in  her  lap, 
And  mounch'd,  and  mounch'd,  and  monuch'd : — "  Give  me," 

quoth  I : 
"  Aroint  thee,  witch !"  the  tump-fed  ronyon  cries. 
Her  husband's  to  Aleppo  gone,  master  o'  the  Tiger : 
But  in  a  sieve  I'll  thither  sail. 
And,  like  a  rat  without  a  tail, 
I'll  do,  I'll  do,  and  I'll  do. 

Sec.  Witch.  I'll  give  thee  a  wind. 

Fint  Witch.  Thou  art  kind. 

Third  Witch.  And  I  another. 

Firet  Witch.  I  myself  hare  all  the  other ; 
And  the  very  ports  they  blow, 
All  the  quarters  that  they  know 
r  the  shipman's  CBrd.(i>) 
I  will  drain  him  dry  as  hay : 
Sleep  shall  neither  night  nor  day 
Hang  upon  his  pent-house  lid  ; 
He  shall  live  a  man  forbid : 
Weary  seven-nights  nine  times  nine 
Shall  he  dwindle,  peak,  and  pine : 
Though  his  bark  cannot  be  lost. 
Yet  it  shall  be  tempest.tost. — 
Look  what  I  have. 

Sec.  Witch,  Show  me,  show  me. 

Firtt  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb, 
Wreck'd  as  homeward  he  did  come.  [Drum  within. 

Third  Witch.  A  drum,  a  drum ! 
Macbeth  doth  come. 

Alt.  The  weird  sisters,  hand  in  hand, 
Fosters  of  the  sea  and  land, 
Thus  do  go  about,  about : 
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Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine, 
And  thrice  again,  to  make  up  nine : — 
Peace ! — the  charm's  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  <md  BAnqno. 

Macb.  So  foul  and  fair  a  day  I  have  not  seen. 

Ban.  How  far  is't  call'd  to  Forres  ^C)— What  are  these 
So  wither'd,  and  so  wild  in  their  attire. 
That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  o'  the  earth, 
And  yet  are  on't  ? — Live  you  ?  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  may  question  ?    You  seem  to  understand  me, 
By  each  at  once  her  chappy  finger  laying 
Upon  her  skinny  lips: — you  should  be  women. 
And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  yoa  are  so. 

Macb.  Speak,  if  you  can  \ — what  are  you  t 

Firat  Witch,  All  hail,  Macbeth !  hail  to  thee,  thane  of 
Glamisl 

Sec.  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth !  hail  to  thee,  thane  of 
Cawdor ! 

Third  Witch.   All  hail,  Macbeth,  that  shalt  be  king 
hereafter ! 

Ban.  Good  sir,  why  do  you  start ;  and  seem  to  feai 
Things  that  do  sound  so  fair  ? — 1'  the  name  of  truth. 
Are  ye  fantastical,  or  that  indeed 
Which  outwardly  ye  show  ?     My  noble  partner 
You  greet  with  present  grace,  and  great  prediction 
Of  noble  having  and  of  royal  hope. 
That  he  seems  rapt  withal; — to  me  you  speak  not: 
If  you  can  look  into  the  seeds  of  Ume, 
And  say  which  grain  will  grow,  and  which  will  not, 
Speak,  then,  to  me,  who  neither  beg  nor  fear 
Your  favours  nor  your  hate. 

Firtt  Witch.  HaU! 

Sec.  Witch,  Hail! 

Third  Witch.  Hail! 

Fint  Witch.  Lesser  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

Sec,  Witch.  Kot  so  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

Third  Witch.  Thou  shalt  get  kings,  though  thou  be  none: 
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So,  all  hail,  Macbeth  and  Banquo ! 

Fint  Witch.  Banquo  and  Macbeth,  all  hail ! 

Macb.  Stay,  you  imperfect  speakers,  tell  me  more : 
By  Sinel'a  death  I  know  I  am  thane  of  Glamia ; 
But  how  of  Cawdor  ?  the  thane  of  Cawdor  lives, 
A  prosperous  gentleman ;  and  to  be  king 
Stands  not  within  the  prospect  of  belief, 
No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.     Say  from  whence 
You  owe  this  strange  intelligence  ?  or  why 
Upon  this  blasted  heath  you  stop  our  way 
With  such  prophetic  greeting  ?     Speak,  I  charge  you. 

[  Witchet  vanith. 

Ban.  The  earth  bath  hubbies,  as  the  water  has. 
And  these  are  of  them : — whither  are  they  vanish'd  ? 

Macb.  Into  the  air ;  and  what  seem'd  corporal  melted 
As  breath  into  the  wind. — Would  they  had  stay'd  t 

Ban.  Were  such  things  here  as  we  do  speak  about? 
Or  have  we  eaten  on  the  insane  root 
That  takes  the  reason  prisoner  ? 

Mac.  Your  children  shall  be  kings. 

Ban.  You  shall  be  king. 

Macb.  And  thane  of  Cawdor  too, — went  it  not  so  i 

Ban.  To  the  selfsame  tune  and  words. — Who's  here  ? 

Enter  Boss  and  Aj;gu8. 

Rou.  The  king  hath  happily  receiv'd,  Macbeth, 
The  news  of  thy  success :  and  when  he  reads 
Thy  personal  venture  in  the  rebels'  fight, 
His  wonders  and  his  praises  do  contend 
Which  should  be  thine  or  his :  silenc'd  with  that. 
In  viewing  o'er  the  rest  o'  the  selfsame  day. 
He  finds  thee  in  the  stout  Norweyan  ranks, 
Nothing  afeard  of  what  thyself  didst  make, 
Strange  images  of  death.     As  thick  as  hail(") 
Came  post  with  post ;  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  praises  in  his  kingdom's  great  defence, 
And  pour'd  them  down  before  him. 

Ang.  We  are  sent 

To  give  thee,  from  our  royal  master,  thanks ; 
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Only  to  herald  thee  into  bis  sight, 
Not  pay  thee, 

Itoit.  And,  for  an  earnest  of  a  greater  honour, 
He  bade  me,  from  him,  call  thee  thane  of  Cawdor : 
In  which  addition,  bail,  most  worthy  thane ! 
For  it  is  thine. 

Ban,  What,  can  the  devil  speak  true? 

Macb.  The  thane  of  Cawdor  lives :  why  do  you  dress  me 
In  borrow'd  robes  ? 

Ang.  Who  was  the  thane  lives  yet ; 

But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life 
Which  he  deserves  to  lose.     Whether  he  was  combin'd 
With  those  of  Norway,  or  did  line  the  rebel 
With  hidden  help  and  vantage,  or  that  with  both 
He  labour'd  in  his  country's  wreck,  I  know  not ; 
But  treasons  capital,  confess'd,  and  prov'd, 
Have  overthrown  him. 

Macb.  Glamis,  and  tliane  of  Cawdor: 

The  greatest  is  behind  [luufe]. — Thanks  for  your  pains.— 
Do  you  not  hope  your  children  shall  be  kings. 
When  those  that  gave  the  thane  of  Cawdor  to  me 
Promis'd  no  less  to  them  ? 

Ban.  That,  trusted  home. 

Might  yet  enkindle  you  unto  the  crown. 
Besides  the  thane  of  Cawdor,     But  'tis  strange : 
And  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  barm. 
The  instruments  of  darkness  tell  us  truths ; 
Win  UB  with  honest  trifles,  to  betray 's 
In  deepest  consequence. — 
Cousins,  a  word,  I  pray  you. 

Macb.  Two  truths  are  told. 

As  happy  prologues  to  the  swelling  act 
Of  the  imperial  theme  [aiide]. — I  thank  you,  gentlemen. — 
This  supernatural  soliciting  [^wie. 

Cannot  be  ill ;  cannot  be  good : — if  ill, 
Why  bath  it  given  me  earnest  of  success. 
Commencing  iu  a  truth  f  I  am  thane  of  Cawdor : 
If  good,  why  do  I  yield  to  that  suggestion 
Whose  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair, 
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And  make  my  seated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs, 

Against  the  use  of  nature  ?    Present  fears 

Are  less  than  horrible  imaginings : 

My  thought,  whose  murder  yet  is  but  fantastical. 

Shakes  so  my  single  state  of  man,  that  function 

Is  smother'd  in  surmise ;  and  nothing  is 

But  what  is  not. 

San.  Look,  how  our  partner's  rapt. 

Macb.  [aside]  If  chance  will  have  me  king,  why,  chance 
may  crown  me, 
Without  my  stir. 

Ban.  New  honours  come  upon  him. 

Like  our  strange  garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mould 
But  with  the  aid  of  use. 

Macb.  [aside]  Come  what  come  may. 

Time  and  the  hour  runs  through  the  roughest  day. 

Ban.  Worthy  Macbeth,  we  stay  upon  your  leisure. 

Macb.  Give  me  your  favour : — my  dull  brain  was  wrought 
With  things  forgotten.     Kind  gentlemen,  your  pains 
Are  register'd  where  every  day  I  turn 
The  leaf  to  read  them. — Let  us  toward  the  king. — 
Think  upon  what  hath  chanc'd ;  and,  at  more  time, 
The  interim  having  weigh'd  it,  let  us  speak 
Out  free  hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Very  gladly. 

Macb.  Till  then,  enough. — Come,  friends.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  IY,     Forret.    A  room  in  the  palace. 

Floariih.    Enter  DnitOAS,  MaiiOolh,  Donalbuk,  Lehnox,  and 
Attendants. 
Dun.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor?    Are(i')  not 
Those  in  commission  yet  retum'd  f 

Mai.  My  liege. 

They  are  not  yet  come  back.     But  I  have  spoke 
With  one  that  saw  him  die :  who  did  report, 
That  very  frankly  he  confess'd  his  treasons ; 
Implor'd  your  highness'  pardon ;  and  set  forth 
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A  deep  repentance :  nothing  in  his  life 
Became  him  like  the  learing  it ;  he  died 
As  one  that  had  been  studied  in  his  death, 
To  throw  away  the  dearest  thing  he  ow'd, 
As  'twere  a  careless  trifle. 

Jhm.  There 's  no  art 

To  fiod  the  mind's  construction  in  the  face : 
He  was  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  built 
An  absolute  trust. 

EnUr  Macbeth,  Banquo,  Ross,  and  Asaua. 
O  worthiest  cousin ! 
The  sin  of  my  ingratitude  eren  now 
Was  heavy  on  me :  thou  art  so  far  before. 
That  swiftest  wing  of  recompense  is  slow 
To  overtake  thee.     Would  thou  hadst  less  deserved ; 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
Might  have  been  mine !  only  I  have  left  to  say, 
More  is  thy  due  than  more  than  all  can  pay. 

Macb.  The  service  and  the  loyalty  I  owe. 
In  doing  it,  pays  itself.     Your,  highness'  part 
Is  to  receive  our  duties :  and  our  duties 
Axe  to  your  throne  and  state,  children  and  servants ; 
Which  do  but  what  they  should,  by  doing  every  thing 
Safe  toward  your  love  and  honour. 

Dun.  Welcome  hither : 

I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  of  growing. — Noble  Banquo, 
That  hast  no  less  deserv'd,  nor  must  be  known 
No  less  to  have  done  so :  let  me  infold  thee 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

San.  There  if  I  grow, 

The  harvest  is  your  own. 

Dun.  My  plenteous  joys, 

Wanton  in  fulness,  seek  to  hide  themselves 
In  drops  of  sorrow. — Sons,  kinsmen,  thanes. 
And  you  whose  places  are  the  nearest,  know. 
We  will  establish  our  estate  upon 
Our  eldest,  Malcolm ;  whom  we  name  hereafter 
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The  Prince  of  Cumberland :  which  honour  must 
Not  unaccompanied  invest  him  only. 
But  signs  of  nobleness,  like  stars,  shall  shine 
On  all  deserrerH, — From  hence  to  Inverness, 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Macb.  The  rest  is  labour,  which  is  not  us'd  for  you : 
I'll  be  myself  the  harbinger,  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach; 
So,  humbly  take  my  leave. 

Dun.  My  worthy  Cawdor ! 

Macb.  [andel  The  Prince  of  Cumberland !  that  is  a  step. 
On  which  I  must  fall  down,  or  else  o'erleap. 
For  in  my  way  it  lies.     Stars,  bide  your  fires; 
Let  not  light  see  my  black  and  deep  desires: 
The  eye  wink  at  the  hand ;  yet  let  that  be. 
Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  see.  \_Exit. 

Dun.  True,  worthy  Banquo, — he  is  full  so  valiant ; 
And  in  his  commendations  I  am  fed,— 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.     Let 's  after  him, 
Whose  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome : 
It  is  a  peerless  kinsman.  {FlouTuh.    Exeunt. 


Scene  Y.     Inverness.    A  room  in  Macbeth's  cattle. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  reading  a  Utter. 
Lady  M.  "  They  met  me  in  the  day  of  succeaa  ;  and  I  have  learned 
by  the  perfectest  report,  they  have  mora  in  them  than  mortal  know- 
ledge.    When  I  burned  in  desire  to  question  them  further,  they 
made  themselves  air,  into  which  they  vanished.     Whiles  I  stood 
rapt  in  the  wonder  of  it,  came  missives  from  the  king,  who  all-hailed 
me,  'Thane  of  Cawdor;'  by  which  title,  before,  these  weird  sisters 
saluted  me,  and  referred  me  to  the  coming  on  of  time,  with  '  Hail, 
king  that  shalt  be  I'     This  have  I  thought  good  to  deliver  thee,  my 
dearest  partner  of  greatness,  that  thou  mtghtst  not  lose  the  dues  of 
rejoicing,  by  being  ignorant  of  what  greatness  is  promised  thee.   Lay 
it  to  thy  heart,  and  farewell." 
Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor;  and  shalt  be 
What  thou  art  promis'd :  yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature ; 
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It  is  too  full  o'  the  milk  of  human  kindness 

To  catch  the  nearest  way :  thou  wouldst  be  great ; 

Art  not  without  ambition ;  but  without 

The  illness  should  attend  it ;  what  thou  wouldst  highly, 

That  wouldst  thou  holily ;  wouldst  not  play  false, 

And  yet  wouldst  wrongly  win :  thou'dst  have,  great  Glamis, 

That  which  cries,  "Thus  thou  must  do,  if  thou  have  it; 

And  that  which  rather  thou  dost  feai  to  do 

Than  wiahest  should  be  undone."     Hie  thee  hither. 

That  I  may  pour  mj  spirits  in  thine  ear ; 

And  chastise  with  the  valour  of  ray  tongue 

All  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round. 

Which  fate  and  metaphysical  aid  doth  seem 

To  have  thee  crown'd  withal. 

Snter  an  Attendant. 

What  is  your  tidings? 

Atten.  The  king  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady  M.  Thou'rt  mad  to  say  it : 

Is  not  thy  master  with  him  ?  who,  were't  so, 
Would  have  inform'd  for  preparation. 

Atten.  So  please  you,  it  is  true :— our  thane  is  coming : 
One  of  my  fellows  bad  the  speed  of  him ; 
Who,  almost  dead  for  breath,  had  scarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  message. 

Lady  M.  Give  him  tending ; 

He  brings  great  news. .  [£fctf  Attendant. 

The  taven  himself  is  hoarse 
That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  I>uncan 
Under  my  battlements.     Come,(")  you  spirits 
That  tend  on  mortal  thoughts,  unsez  me  here ; 
And  fill  me,  from  the  crown  to  the  toe,  top-full 
Of  direst  cruelty !  make  thick  my  blood. 
Stop  up  the  access  and  passage  to  remorse ; 
That  no  compunctious  vlaitings  of  nature 
Shake  my  fell  purpose,  nor  keep  peace  between 
The  effect  and  it!     Come  to  my  woman's  breasts. 
And  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murdering  ministers. 
Wherever  in  your  sightless  substances 
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You  wait  on  nature's  mischief!     Come,  thick  night, 
And  pall  thee  in  the  dunnest  smoke  of  hell, 
That  m;  keen  knife  see  not  the  wound  it  makes, 
Nor  heaven  peep  through  the  blanket  (")  of  the  daxk, 
Tocry,  "Hold,  hold!" 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Great  Glamis !  worthy  Cawdor ! 
Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter ! 
Thy  letters  have  transported  me  beyond 
This  ignorant  presentfC^  and  I  feel  now 
The  future  in  the  instant. 

Macb.  My  dearest  love, 

Duncan  comes  here  to-night. 

Lady  M.  And  when  goes  hence  t 

Macb.  To-morrow,  as  he  purposes. 

Lady  M.  O,  never 

Shall  sun  that  morrow  see ! 
Your  face,  my  thane,  is  as  a  book  where  men 
May  read  strange  matters: — to  beguile  the  time, 
Look  like  the  time ;  bear  welcome  in  your  eye. 
Your  hand,  your  tongue :  look  like  the  innocent  flower, 
But  be  the  serpent  under 't.     He  that 's  coming 
Must  be  provided  for ;  and  you  shall  put 
This  night's  great  business  into  my  dispatch ; 
Which  shall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  solely  sovereign  sway  and  masterdom. 

Macb,  We  will  ^eak  further. 

Lady  Macb.  Only  look  up  clear; 

To  alter  favour  ever  is  to  fear : 
Leave  all  the  rest  to  me.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  VI.     7%«  tame.    Before  the  cattle. 

Sa/u&oyt.      Servante  of  Macbeth  aUendmg,      EnUr  DnscAH, 
Uauxilh,  Domalbaih,  Banquo,  Lehhoz,  Macduff,  Boss, 
Abqus,  and  Attendants. 
Dun.  This  castle  hath  a  pleasant  seat ;  the  air 
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Nimbly  and  sweetly  recommends  itself 
Unto  our  gentle  senses. 

Ban,  This  guest  of  summer, 

The  temple-haunting  martlet,("}  does  approve. 
By  his  lov'd  mansionry,  that  the  heaven's  breath 
Smells  wooiogly  here :  no  jutty,  frieze, 
Buttress,  nor  coign  of  vantage,  but  this  bird 
Hath  made  his  pendent  bed  and  procreant  cradle : 
Where  they  mostC'')  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  observ'd. 
The  air  is  delicate. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 
Dun.  See,  see,  our  honour'd  hostess ! — 

The  love  that  follows  us  sometime  ia  our  trouble, 
"Which  still  we  thank  as  love.     Herein  I  teach  you 
How  you  shall  bid  God  ild  us  for  your  paina, 
And  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady  M.  All  our  service 

In  every  point  twice  done,  and  then  done  double, 
Were  poor  and  siDgle  business  to  contend 

Against  those  honours  deep  and  broad  wherewith 

Yout  majesty  loads  our  house:  for  those  of  old, 

And  the  late  dignities  heap'd  up  to  them, 

We  rest  your  hermits. 

Ihm.  Where 's  the  thane  of  Cawdor  ? 

We  cours'd  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpose 

To  be  his  purveyor :  but  he  rides  well ', 

And  his  great  love,  sharp  as  his  spur,  hath  holp  him 

To  his  home  before  us.     Fiur  and  noble  hostess. 

We  are  your  guest  to-night. 

Lady  M.  Your  servants  ever 

Have  theirs,  themselves,  and  what  is  theirs,  in  compt, 

To  make  their  audit  at  your  highness'  pleasure, 

Still  to  return  your  own. 

Dun.  Give  me  your  hand ; 

Conduct  me  to  mine  host :  we  love  him  highly. 

And  shall  continue  our  graces  towards  him. 

By  your  leave,  hostess.  [Exeunt. 
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Scene  VII.     The  tame.    A  lobby  in  the  cattle. 

Hautboys  and  torches.     Enter,  andpatt  over,  a  Sewer,  tatd  divert 

Serrants  vnlh  di»he»  and  service.     Th«n  enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  If  it  were  done  when  'tia  done,  then  'twere  well 
It  were  done  quickly :  if  the  assassination 
Could  trammel  up  the  consequence,  and  catch, 
With  his  surcease,  success ;  that  but  this  blow 
Might  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all  here, 
But  here,  upon  this  bank  and  shoal  ('^  of  time, — 
We'd  jump  the  life  to  come.     But  in  these  cases 
We  still  have  judgment  here ;  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  instructions,  which,  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  the  inventor :  this(")  even-handed  justice 
Commends  the  ingredients  of  our  poison'd  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.     He 's  here  in  double  trust: 
First,  as  I  am  his  kinsman  and  his  subject, 
Strong  both  against  the  deed ;  then,  as  his  host, 
Who  should  against  his  murderer  shut  the  door, 
Not  bear  the  knife  myself.     Besides,  this  Duncan 
Hath  borne  his  faculties  so  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angels,  trumpet- ton gu'd,  against 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking-off; 
And  pity,  like  a  naked  new-born  babe, 
Striding  the  blast,  or  heaven's  cherubin,  hors'd 
Upon  the  sightless  couriers  of  the  air. 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  eye. 
That  teats  shall  drown  the  wind. — I  have  uo  spur 
To  prick  the  aides  of  my  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  o'erleapa  itself, 
And  fidU  on  the  other.(») 

EiOer  Lady  Macbbth. 
How  now !  what  news  ? 

Lady  M.  He  has  almost  supp'd :  why  have  you  left  the 
chamber  ? 

Macb.  Hath  he  aak'd  for  me  7 

Lady  M.  Know  you  not  he  has  ? 
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Macb.  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  business ; 
He  bath  honour'd  me  of  late ;  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  sorts  of  people, 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  newest  gloss, 
Not  cast  aaide  so  soon. 

Zady  M.  Was  the  hope  drunk 

Wherein  you  dress'd  yourself?  hath  it  slept  since  f 
And  wakes  it  now,  to  look  so  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  so  freely  ?     From  this  time 
Such  I  account  thy  love.     Art  thou  afeard 
To  be  the  same  in  thine  own  act  and  valour 
As  thou  art  in  desire  ?    Wouldst  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  esteem'st  the  ornament  of  life, 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  esteem. 
Letting  "I  dare  not"  wait  upon  "  I  would," 
Like  the  poor  cat  i'  the  adage  ? 

Mach.  Prithee,  peace : 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man ; 
Who  dares  do(^')  more  is  none. 

Lady  M.  What  beaat(«)  was't,  then, 

That  made  you  break  this  enterprise  to  me  ? 
When  you  durst  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man ; 
And,  to  he  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  so  roucb  more  the  man.     Nor  time  nor  place 
Did  then  adhere,  and  yet  you  would  make  both : 
They  have  made  themselves,  atid  that  their  £tness  now 
Does  unmake  you.     I  have  given  suck,  and  know 
How  tender  'tis  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me  : 
I  would,  while  it  was  smiling  in  my  face. 
Have  pluck'd  my  nipple  from  his  boneless  gums, 
And  dash'd  the  brains  out,  had  I  so  sworn  as  you 
Have  done  to  this. 

Macb.  If  we  should  fail  f 

LadyM.  Wefail!(M) 

But  screw  your  courage  to  the  sticking-place. 
And  we  '11  not  fail.     When  Duncan  is  asleep 
(Whereto  the  rather  shall  his  day's  bard  journey 
Soundly  invite  him),  his  two  chamberlains 
Will  I  with  wine  and  wassail  so  convince. 
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That  memory,  the  warder  of  the  brain, 
Shall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reason 
A  limbec  Qnl; :  when  in  swinish  sleep 
Their  drenched  natures  lie  as  in  a  death, 
"What  cannot  you  and  I  perfoim  upon 
The  unguarded  Duncan  ?  what  not  put  upon 
His  spongy  officers,  who  shall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  quell  ? 

Mach.  Bring  forth  men-children  only; 

For  thy  undaunted  mettle  should  compose 
Nothing  but  males.     Will  it  not  be  receiv'd, 
When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  those  sleepy  two 
Of  his  own  chamber,  and  us'd  their  very  daggers. 
That  they  have  done't  f 

Lady  M.  Who  dares  receive  it  other. 

As  we  shall  make  our  griefs  and  clamour  roar 
Upon  his  death  t 

Macb.  I  am  settled,  and  bend  up 

Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  feat. 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  fairest  show : 
False  face  must  hide  what  the  false  heart  doth  know. 

[Exeunt. 


ScBDB  I.     Invameu,    Court  o/Macbeth's  cattle. 
Untar  BAiTQtio,  preceded  by  Flbancb  with  a  tarth.(^') 

Ban,  How  goes  the  night,  boy  ? 

Fie,  The  moon  is  down ;  I  have  not  heard  the  clock. 

Ban.  And  she  goes  down  at  twelve. 

Fie.  I  take 't,  'tis  later,  sir. 

Ban.  Hold,  take  my  sword : — there's  husbandry  in  heaven, 
Their  candles  are  all  out : — take  thee  that  too, — 
A  heavy  summons  lies  like  lead  upon  me, 
And  yet  I  would  not  sleep : — merciful  powers. 
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Restrain  io  me  the  cursed  thoughts  that  uatuie 
Gives  way  to  in  repose  1 — Give  me  my  sword. — 
Who  'a  there  ? 

Enier  Uaobeth,  and  a  Servant  mlh  a  ioreh, 

Macb.  A  friend. 

Ban.  What,  sir,  not  yet  at  rest  ?     The  king's  a-hcd : 
He  hath  been  in  unusual  pleasure,  and 
Sent  forth  great  largess  to  your  officers:  (") 
This  diamond  he  greets  your  wife  withal, 
By  the  name  of  most  kind  hostess ;  and  shut  up 
In  measureless  content. 

Macb.  Being  unprepai'd, 

Our  will  became  the  servant  to  defect ; 
Which  else  should  free  have  wrought. 

San.  All's  well.— 

I  dreamt  last  night  of  the  three  weird  sisters : 
To  you  they  have  show'd  some  truth. 

Macb.  I  think  not  of  diem  r 

Yet,  when  we  can  entreat  an  hour  to  serve. 
We  would  spend  it  in  some  words  upon  that  hunness, 
If  you  would  grant  the  time. 

San.  At  your  kind'st  leisure. 

Macb.  If  you  shall  cleave  to  my  consent, — when  'tis, 
It  shall  make  honour  for  you. 

jBan.  So  I  lose  none 

In  seeking  to  augment  it,  but  still  keep 
My  bosom  franchis'd,  and  allegiance  clear, 
I  shall  be  counsell'd. 

Macb,  Good  repose  the  while! 

San.  Thanks,  sir :  the  like  to  you ! 

[Exeunt  Banquo  and  Fleance. 

Macb.  Go  bid  thy  mistress,  'when  my  drink  is  ready. 
She  strike  upon  the  bell.     Get  thee  to  bed.      [Exit  Servant. 
Is  this  a  dagger  which  I  see  before  me. 
The  handle  toward  my  hand  ?     Come,  let  me  clutch  thee : — 
I  have  thee  not,  and  yet  I  see  thee  still. 
Art  thou  not,  fatal  vision,  sensible 
To  feeling  as  to  sight  ?  or  art  thou  but 
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A  dagger  of  the  mind,  a  false  creation, 

Proceeding  from  the  heat-oppressed  braiu  7 

I  see  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable 

As  this  which  now  I  draw. 

Thou  marshall'st  me  the  way  that  I  was  going ; 

And  such  an  instrument  I  was  to  use. 

Mine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'  the  other  senses, 

Or  else  worth  all  the  rest :  I  see  thee  still ; 

And  on  thy  blade  and  dudgeon  gouts  of  blood, 

Which  was  not  so  before. — There's  no  such  thing: 

It  is  the  bloody  business  which  informs 

Thus  to  mine  eyes. — Now  o'er  the  one-half  world 

Nature  seems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abuse 

The  curtain'd  sleep ;  witchcraft  celebrates  («•) 

Pale  Hecate's  offerings ;  and  withet'd  murder, 

Alarum'd  by  his  sentinel,  the  wolf, 

"Whose  howl 's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  stealthy  pace, 

"With  Tarquin's  ravishing  strides,(*')  towards  his  design 

Moves  like  a  ghost.^-Thou  sure  and  firm-set  earth, 

Hear  not  my  steps,  which  way  tbey  walk,  for  fear 

Thy  very  stones  prate  of  my  whereabout. 

And  take  the  present  horror  from  the  time, 

Which  now  suits  with  it. — Whiles  I  threat,  he  lives : 

Words  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives. 

\_A  bell  rings. 
I  go,  and  it  is  done ;  the  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan  j  for  it  is  a  tnell 
That  summons  thee  to  heaven  or  to  hell.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 
Lady  M.  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk  hath  made 
me  bold ; 
What  hath  quench'd  them  hath  given  me  fire. — Hark! —  Peace ! 
It  was  the  owl  that  shriek'd,  the  fatal  bellman. 
Which  gives  the  stern'st  good-night — He  is  about  it; 
The  doors  are  open  ;  and  the  surfeited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  snores :  I  have  drugg'd  their  possets, 
That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them, 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 
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Macb.  \yiith%n'\  Wlio's  there?  what,  ho! 

Lady  M,  Alack,  I  am  afraid  they  have  awak'd, 
And  'tis  cot  done : — the  attempt,  and  not  the  deed. 
Confounds  us.{") — Hark ! — I  laid  their  daggers  ready ; 
He  could  not  mias  'em. — Had  he  not  resembled 
My  father  aa  he  slept,  I  had  done 't. — My  husband  1 

Jie-etUer  MIacbeth. 

Macb.  I  have  done  the  deed.— Didst  thou  not  hear  a 
noise  ? 

Lady  M.  I  heard  the  owl  scream  and  the  crickets  cry. 
Did  not  you  speak  ? 

Macb.  "When  ? 

Lady  M.  Now. 

Macb.  As  I  descended  ? 

Lady  M.  Ay, 

Macb.  Hark!— 
Who  lies  i'  the  second  chamber  t 

Lady  M.  Donalbain. 

Macb.  This  is  a  sorry  sight,  [Looking  on  hit  handi. 

Lady  M.  A  foolish  thought,  to  say  a  sorry  sight, 

Macb.  There's  one  did  laugh  in's  sleep,  and  one  cried 
"Murder!" 
That  they  did  wake  each  other:  I  stood  and  heard  them : 
But  they  did  say  their  prayers,  and  address'd  them 
Again  to  sleep. 

Lady  M.       There  are  two  lodg'd  together, 

Macb.  One  cried, "  God  bless  us!"  and  "  Amen,"  the  other; 
As  they  had  seen  me  with  these  hangman's  hands. 
Listening  their  fear,  I  could  not  say,  "  Amen," 
When  they  did  say,  "  God  bless  us." 

Lady  M.  Consider  it  not  so  deeply. 

Macb.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce  "Amen"  ? 
I  had  most  need  of  blessing,  and  "  Amen" 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 

Lady  M.  These  deeds  must  not  be  thought 

After  these  ways ;  so,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb.  Methought  I  heard  a  voice  cry,  "  Sleep  no  more! 
Macbeth  does  murder  aleep," — the  innocent  sleep. 
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Sleep  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  sleave  of  care. 
The  death  of  each  da^'s  life,  sore  labour's  bath, 
Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature's  second  course, 
Chief  nourisher  in  life's  feast, — 

Lady  M.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Macb.  Stilt  it  cried,  "  Sleep  no  more !"  to  all  the  bouse : 
"  QIamis  hath  murder'd  sleep,  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  sleep  no  more, — Macbeth  shall  sleep  no  more  I" 

Lady  M.  Who  was  it  that  thus  cried  ?    Why,  worthy 
thane, 
You  do  unbend  your  noble  strength,  to  think 
So  brainsickly  of  things. — Go  get  some  water, 
■And  wash  this  filthy  witness  from  your  hand. — 
Why  did  you  bring  these  daggers  from  the  place  ? 
They  must  lie  there :  go  carry  them ;  and  smeai 
The  sleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Macb.  I'll  go  no  more  ; 

I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done ; 
Look  on't  again  I  dare  not. 

Lady  M.  Infirm  of  purpose ! 

Give  me  the  daggers :  the  sleeping  and  the  dead 
Are  but  as  pictures :  'tis  the  eye  of  childhood 
That  fears  a  painted  devil.     If  he  do  bleed, 
I'll  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal ; 
For  it  must  seem  their  guilt.  [Exit.    Knocking  within. 

Macb.  Whence  is  that  knocking  ? 

How  is't  with  me,  when  every  noise  appals  me  ? 
What  hands  are  here  ?  ha!  they  pluck  out  mine  eyes ! 
Will  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  wash  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  hand  ?     No ;  this  my  hand  will  rather 
The  multitudinous  seas  incamardine, 
Making  the  green  one  red. 

He-enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Ladtf  M.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour ;  but  I  shame 

To  wear  a  heart  so  white.     [Knocking  within.^     1  hear  a 

knocking 
At  the  south  entry : — retire  we  to  our  chamber : 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed : 


Uigilizecoy  Google 


■CEKM  I.]  MACBETH.  401 

How  easy  is  it,  then !     Your  constancy 

Hath  left  you  unattended.  —  [Knocking  Kitkin.']     Hark ! 

more  knocking : 
Q-et  on  your  nightgown,  lest  occasion  call  us, 
And  show  us  to  be  watchers : — be  not  lost 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 

Macb,  To  know  mj  deed,  'twere  best  not  know  myself. 

[Knocking  within. 
Wake  Duncan  with  thy  knocking !     I  would  thou  couldst ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  a  Porter.  Knoddng  toiihm. 
Porter.  Here's  a  knocking  indeed !  If  a  man  were  porter 
of  hell-gate,  he  should  have  old  turning  the  key.  [Knocking 
toithin.^  Knock,  knock,  knock !  Who's  tliere,  i'  the  name  of 
Beelzebub?  Here's  a  farmer,  that  hanged  himself  on  the  ex- 
pectation of  plenty  :  come  in  time ;  have  napkins  enow  about 
you;  here  you'll  sweat  for't. — [Knocking  within.']  Knock, 
knock!  Who's  there,  in  the  other  devil's  name?  Faith, 
here's  an  equivocator,  that  could  swear  in  both  the  scales 
against  either  scale;  who  committed  treason  enough  for 
God's  sake,  yet  could  not  equivocate  to  heaven:  O,  come 
in,  equivocator. — [Knocking  within.l  Knock,  knock,  knock! 
Who's  there?  Faith,  here's  an  English  tailor  come  hither, 
for  stealing  out  of  a  French  hose :  come  in,  tailor ;  here  you 
may  roast  your  goose. — [Knocking  toi(Ain.]  Knock,  knock; 
never  at  qtiiet !  What  are  you  ? — But  this  place  is  too  cold 
for  hell.  I'll  devil-porter  it  no  further :  I  had  thought  to 
have  let  in  some  of  all  professions,  that  go  the  primrose  way 
to  the  everlasting  bonfire.  [Knocking  within.']  Anon,  anon  ! 
I  pray  you,  remember  the  porter.  [Opens  the  gate. 

Enter  MACDore  (md  Lennox. 

Macd.  Was  it  so  late,  friend,  ere  you  went  to  bed, 
That  you  do  lie  so  late  ? 

Port.  Faith,  sir,  we  were  carousing  till  the  second  cock : 
and  drink,  sir,  is  a  great  provoker  of  three  things. 

Macd.  What  three  things  does  drink  especially  provoke  ? 

Port,  Marry,  sir,  nose- pain  ting,  steep,  and  urine.  Lechery, 

VOL.  V.  D  D 


U,y,l,.e..yG00g[c 


409  MACBETH.  [act  u. 

dr,  it  provokes,  and  unprovokes ;  it  proTokes  the  desire,  but 
it  takes  avaj  the  performance ;  therefore,  much  drink  may 
be  said  to  be  an  eguivocator  with  lechery ;  it  makes  him,  and 
it  mars  him ;  it  sets  him  od,  and  it  takes  him  o£f ;  it  persuades 
him,  and  disheartens  him ;  makes  him  stand  to,  and  not  stand 
to;  in  conclusion,  equivocates  him  in  a  sleep,  and,  giving 
him  the  lie,  leaves  him. 

Macd.  I  believe  drink  gave  thee  the  lie  last  night. 
Port.  That  it  did,  sir,  i'  the  very  throat  on  me:  but  I 
requited  him  for  bis  lie ;  and,  I  think,  being  too  strong  for 
him,  though  he  took  up  my  legs  sometime,  yet  I  made  a  shift 
to  cast  him. 

Macd.  la  thy  master  stirring  ? — 
Out  knocking  has  awak'd  him ;  here  he  comes. 

£«-mler  Macbeth. 

Len.  Good  morrow,  noble  sir. 

Macb,  Good  morrow,  both. 

Macd.  Is  the  king  stirring,  worthy  tbane  t 

Macb.  Not  yet. 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him : 
I  have  almost  slipp'd  the  hour. 

Macb.  I'll  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd.  I  know  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you ; 
But  yet  'tis  one. 

Macb.  The  labour  we  delight  in  physics  pain. 
This  is  the  door. 

Macd.  Ill  make  so  bold  to  call. 

For  'tis  my  limited  service.  [Exit. 

Len.  Goes  the  king  hence  to-day  t 

Macb.  He  does :  he  did  appoint  so. 

Len.  The  night  has  been  unruly  :  where  we  lay, 
Our  chimneys  were  blown  down ;  and,  as  they  say, 
Lamentings  beard  i'  the  air ;  strange  screams  of  death  j 
And  prophesying,  vrith  accents  terrible, 
Of  dire  combustion  and  confus'd  events 
Kew  hatch'd  to  the  woeful  time :  the  obscure  bird 
Clamour'd  the  livelong  night :  some  say,  the  earth 
Was  feverous  and  did  shake.  ' 
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Macb.  'Twas  a  rough  night. 

Len.  My  young  lemembraDce  cannot  parallel 


Re-etder  Hacdutf. 

Macd.  O  horror,  horror,  horror !     Tongue  nor  heart 
Cannot  conceive  nor  name  thee  1 

Macb.  Len.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Macd.  Confuaion  now  hath  made  hia  masterpiece ! 
Most  sacrilegious  murder  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  stole  thence 
The  life  o'  the  building! 

Macb,  What  is't  jou  say  f  the  h'fe  ? 

Len.  Mean  you  his  majes^? 

Macd.  Approach  the  chamber,  and  destroy  your  sight 
With  a  new  Gorgon ; — do  not  bid  me  speak ; 
See,  and  then  speak  yourselves.        [Exettnt  Macb.  and  Len. 

Awake,  awake ! — 
King  the  alarum-bell : — murder  and  treason ! — 
Banquo  and  Donalbain !  Malcolm  1  awake ! 
Shake  off  this  downj  sleep,  death's  counterfeit. 
And  look  on  death  itself!  up,  up,  and  see 
The  great  doom's  image !  Malcolm !  Banquo ! 
As  from  your  graves  rise  up,  and  walk  like  sprites, 
To  countenance  this  horror  I  (^)  [Alarum-heii  ringi. 

Sa-enter  Lady  Uaobitb. 

Lad]/  M.  What 's  the  business, 

That  such  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  sleepers  of  the  house  ?  speak,  speak ! 

Macd.  O  gentle  lady, 

'Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  speak : 
The  repetition,  in  a  woman's  ear. 
Would  murder  as  it  fell. 

Ee-aOer  Buriiua 

O  Banquo,  Banquo, 
Our  royal  master 's  murder'd ! 

Ladg  M.  Woe,  alas  t 
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What,  in  oar  honse  ? 

Ban.  Too  cmel  any  where. — 

Dear  Duff,  I  prithee,  contradict  thjself. 
And  say  it  is  not  so. 

Ee-etUer  Macbstb  and  Lxssoi.ij''} 
Macb.  Had  I  but  died  an  hour  before  this  chance, 
I  had  liv'd  a  blessed  time ;  for,  from  this  instant. 
There's  nothing  serious  in  mortality : 
All  b  but  toys :  renown  and  grace  is  dead ; 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  KaijCOLX  and  Doxalbais. 

Don.  What  is  amiss  t 

Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  hnow  't : 

The  spring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  yoox  blood 
Is  stopp'd, — the  very  source  of  it  is  stopp'd. 

Macd.  Your  royal  father 's  murder'd. 

Mat,  O,  by  whom  f 

Len.  Those  of  his  chamber,  as  it  seem'd,  had  done 't : 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  badg'd  with  blood  ; 
So  were  their  daggers,  which,  unwip'd,  we  found 
Upon  their  pillows : 

They  star'd,  and  were  distracted ;  no  man's  life 
Was  to  be  trusted  with  them. 

Jfocfr.  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury. 
That  I  did  kill  them. 

Mdcd.  Wherefore  did  you  so  ? 

Macb.  Who  can  be  wise,  amaji'd,  temperate,  and  fu- 
rioos, 
Ijoyal  and  neutral,  in  a  moment  ?     No  man : 
The  expedition  of  my  riolent  love 
Outrun  the  pauser  reason.     Here  lay  Duncan, 
His  silver  skin  lac'd  with  his  golden  blood ; 
And  his  gash'd  stabs  look'd  like  a  breach  in  nature 
For  ruin's  wasteful  entrance :  there,  the  murd«rers, 
Steep'd  in  the  coionis  of  their  trade,  their  daggos 
Unmanneriy  breech'd  with  gue :  who  could  reJTun, 
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That  had  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 
Courage  to  make  'a  love  ktiowti  ? 

Ladff  M.  Help  me  heDce,  ho ! 

Macd.  Look  to  the  lady. 

Mai.  Why  do  we  hold  our  tongues, 

That  most  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  ? 

Don.  What  should  be  spoken  .here,  where  our  fate, 
Hid  in  an  auger-hole,  may  rush,  and  seize  us  ? 
Let's  away ; 
Our  tears  are  not  yet  brew'd. 

Mai.  Nor  our  strong  sorrow 

Upon  the  foot  of  motion. 

Btm.  Look  to  the  lady : — 

[Lady  Macbeth  it  carried  out. 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties  hid, 
That  suffer  in  exposure,  let  us  meet, 
And  question  this  most  bloody  piece  of  work, 
To  know  it  further.     Fears  and  scruples  shake  us : 
In  the  great  hand  of  God  I  stand ;  and  thence 
Against  the  undivulg'd  pretence  I  fight 
Of  treasonous  malice. 

Macd.  And  so  do  L 

Jll.  So  all. 

Macb.  Let's  briefly  put  on  manly  readiness. 
And  meet  i'  the  hall  together. 

JU.  Well  contented. 

[Exeunt  aU  except  Malcolm  and 
Donalbain, 

Mai.  What  will  you  do  ?     Let's  not  consort  with  them : 
To  show  an  unfelt  sorrow  is  an  office 
Which  the  false  man  does  easy.     I'll  to  England. 

Don.  To  Ireland,  I ;  our  separated  fortune 
Shall  keep  us  both  the  safer :  where  we  are. 
There's  da^ers  in  men's  smiles :  the  near  in  blood. 
The  nearer  bloody. 

Mai,  This  murderous  shaft  that's  shot 

Hath  not  yet  lighted ;  and  our  safest  way 
Is  to  avoid  the  aim.  Therefore,  to  horse ; 
And  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leaTe>taking, 
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But  shift  away :  there's  warrant  in  that  theft 

Which  steals  itself,  when  there's  no  mercy  left.  [Exeunt, 


Scene  II.     The  lame.    Without  the  cattle. 
Enter  Ross  and  on  old  Man. 

Old  M.  Threescore  and  ten  I  can  remember  well : 
"Within  the  volume  of  which  time  I  have  seen 
Hours  dreadful  and  things  strange  ;  but  this  sore  night 
Hath  trifled  former  knowings. 

Rost.  Ah,  good  father, 

Thou  seest,  the  heavens,  as  troubled  with  man's  act. 
Threaten  his  bloodj  stage:  by  the  clock,  'tis  day, 
And  yet  dark  night  strangles  the  travellingC)  lamp : 
Is't  night's  predominance,  or  the  day's  shame. 
That  darkness  does  the  face  of  earth  entomb, 
When  living  light  should  kiss  it  ? 

Old  M.  "Sis  unnatural, 

Even  like  the  deed  that's  done.     On  Tuesday  last, 
A  falcon,  towering  in  het  pride  of  place. 
Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk'd  at  and  kill'd, 

Jiots.  And  Duncan's  horses  (a  thing  most  strange  and 
certain), 
Beauteous  and  swift,  the  minions  of  their  race, 
Tum'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  stalls,  flung  out. 
Contending  'gainst  obedience,  as  they  would  make 
War  with  mankind. 

Old  M.  'Tis  said  they  eat  each  other. 

Rott.  They  did  so, — to  the  amazement  of  mine  eyes, 
That  look'd  upon't, — Here  comes  the  good  MacduC 

Bitter  Macduft. 
How  goes  the  world,  sir,  now  ? 

Macd.  Why,  see  you  not? 

Roes.  Is't  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody  deed  ? 

Macd.  Those  that  Macbeth  hath  slain. 

B^u.  Alas,  the  day ! 

What  good  could  they  pretend  I 
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Macd.  They  were  suboro'd : 

Malcolm  and  Donalbain,  the  king's  two  sona, 
Are  stol'ii  away  and  fled ;  which  puts  upon  them 
Suspicion  of  the  deed. 

Rott.  'Gainst  nature  still : 

Thriftless  ambition,  that  wilt  ravin  up 
Thine  own  life's  means ! — Then  'tis  most  like 
The  sovereigtity  will  fall  upon  Macbeth. 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam'd ;  and  gone  to  Scone 
To  be  invested. 

Rost,  Where  is  Duncan's  body  } 

Macd.  Carried  to  Colme-kill, 
The  sacred  storehouse  of  his  predecessors. 
And  guardian  of  their  bones. 

Rott,  Will  you  to  Scone  ? 

Macd.  No,  cousin,  111  to  Fife. 

Rott.  Well,  r  will  thither. 

Macd.  Well,  may  you  see  tilings  well  done  there, — 
adieu, — 
Lest  our  old  robes  sit  easier  than  our  new  1 

Rott.  Farewell,  father. 

Old  M.  God's  benison  go  with  you ;  and  with  those 
That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  friends  of  foes!  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 


Scene  I.     Forret.    A  room  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Banquo. 
Ban.  Thou  hast  it  now, — kit^,  Cawdor,  Glatnis,  all, 
As  the  weird  women  promis'd ;  and,  I  fear, 
Thou  play'dat  most  foully  for't:  yet  it  was  said 
It  should  not  stand  in  thy  posteri^ ; 
But  that  myself  should  be  the  root  and  father 
Of  many  kings.     If  there  come  truth  from  them 
(As  upon  thee,  Macbeth,  theii  speeches  shine), 
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Why,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good. 

May  they  not  be  my  oracles  as  well, 

And  set  me  up  in  hope  ?     But,  hush ;  no  more. 

Sennet  sounded.     Enter  Macbeth,  as  Hng ;   Lady  Maobets,  at 
quieen  ;  Lennox,  Boas,  Lords,  Ladies,  and  Attendants. 

Macb.  Here's  our  chief  guest. 

Ladif  M.  If  he  had  been  forgotten. 

It  bad  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  feast. 
And  all-thing  unbecoming. 

Macb.  To-night  we  hold  a  solemn  supper,  sir. 
And  I'll  request  your  presence. 

Ban.  LetC*)  your  highness 

Command  upon  me ;  to  the  which  my  duties 
Are  with  a  moat  indissoluble  tie 
For  ever  knit. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  afternoon  ? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  We  should  have  else  desir'd  your  good  advice 
(Which  still  hath  been  both  grave  and  prosperous) 
In  this  day's  council ;  but  we'll  take  to-morrow. 
Is't  far  you  ride  ? 

Ban.  An  far,  my  lord,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
'Twixt  this  and  supper :  go  not  my  horse  the  better, 
I  must  become  a  borrower  of  the  night 
For  a  dark  hour  or  twain. 

Macb.        *  Fail  not  our  feast. 

Ban.  My  lord,  I  will  not. 

Macb.  We  hear,  our  bloody  cousins  are  bestow'd 
In  England  and  in  Ireland ;  not  confessing 
Their  cruel  parricide,  filling  their  hearers 
With  strange  invention :  but  of  that  to-morrow ; 
When  therewithal  we  shall  have  cause  of  state 
Craving  us  jointly.     Hie  you  to  horse :  adieu, 
Till  you  return  at  night.     Goes  Fleance  with  you  t 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  our  time  does  call  upon 's. 

Macb.  I  wish  your  horses  swift  and  sure  of  foot; 
And  so  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 
Farewell.  [Exit  Banquo. 
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Let  every  man  be  maatei  of  his  time 

Till  seven  at  night ;  to  make  society 

The  sweeter  welcome,  we  will  keep  ouraelf 

Till  supper-time  alone :  while  then,  God  be  with  you  !(**) 

[Exeunt  Lady  Macbeth,  Lords,  Ladiet,  ^c. 
Sirrah,  a  word  with  you :  attend  those  men 
Our  pleasure  ? 

Atten,  They  are,  my  lord,  without  the  palace-gate. 

Macb.  Bring  them  before  ns.  [Exit  Attendant. 

To  be  thus  is  nothing ; 
But  to  be  safely  thus : — our  feara  in  Banquo 
Stick  deep ;  and  in  his  royalty  of  nature 
Reigns  that  which  would  be  fear'd :  'tis  much  he  dares; 
And,  to  that  dauntless  temper  of  his  mind, 
He  hath  a  wisdom  that  doth  guide  his  valour 
To  act  in  safety.     There  is  none  but  he 
Whose  being  I  do  fear :  and,  under  him. 
My  Genius  is  rebuk'd ;  as,  it  is  said, 
Mark  Antony's  was  by  Ctesar.     He  chid  the  sisters, 
When  first  they  put  the  name  of  king  upon  me. 
And  bade  them  speak  to  him ;  then,  prophet-like. 
They  hail'd  him  father  to  a  line  of  kings : 
Upon  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fruitless  crown. 
And  put  a  barren  sceptre  in  my  gripe. 
Thence  to  be  wrench'd  with  an  unlineal  hand. 
No  son  of  mine  succeeding.     If 't  be  so, 
For  Banquo's  issue  have  I  fil'd  my  mind ; 
For  them  the  gracious  Duncan  have  I  murder'd ; 
Put  rancours  in  the  vessel  of  my  peace 
Ooly  for  them ;  and  mine  eternal  jewel 
Given  to  the  common  enemy  of  man, 
To  make  them  kings,  the  seed^^)  of  Banquo  kings! 
Rather  than  so,  come,  fate,  into  the  list, 
And  champion  me  to  the  utterance ! — Who's  there  ?. 

Re-enter  Attendant,  viilh  two  Murderers. 
Now  go  to  the  door,  and  stay  there  till  we  call. 

[Eixit  Attendant, 
Was  it  not  yesterday  we  spoke  together  X 
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t^rtt  Mur.  It  was,  so  pleaae  your  highness. 

Macb.  Well  then,  now 

Have  you  consider'd  of  my  speeches?     Know 
That  it  was  he,  in  the  times  past,  which  held  you 
So  under  fortune;  which  you  thought  had  been 
Our  innocent  self:  this  I  made  good  to  you 
In  our  last  conference,  pass'd  in  probation  with  you, 
How  you  were  home  in  hand,  how  cross'd,  the  instronienla. 
Who  wrought  with  them,  and  all  things  else  that  might 
To  half  a  soul  and  to  a  notioa  craz'd 
Say,  "  Thus  did  Banquo." 

First  Mur.  Yon  made  it  known  to  us. 

Macb,  I  did  so ;  and  went  further,  which  is  now 
Our  point  of  second  meeting.     Do  you  find 
Your  patience  so  predominant  in  your  nature, 
That  you  can  let  this  go  J    Are  you  so  gospell'd. 
To  pray  for  this  good  man  and  for  his  issue. 
Whose  heavy  hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  grave. 
And  b^gar'd  yours  for  ever  f 

First  Mur,  We  are  men,  my  liege. 

Macb.  Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men ; 
As  bounds,  and  greyhounds,  mongrels,  spaniels,  curs, 
Shoughs,  water-rugs,  and  demi-wolves,  are  clept 
All  by  the  name  of  dogs :  the  valu'd  file 
Distinguishes  the  swift,  the  slow,  the  subtle. 
The  housekeeper,  the  hunter,  every  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteoiia  nature 
Hath  in  him  clos'd ;  whereby  he  does  receive 
Particular  addition,  from  the  bill 
That  writes  them  all  alike ;  and  so  of  men. 
Mow,  if  you  have  a  station  in  the  file. 
Not  (^)  i'  the  worst  rank  of  manhood,  say  it ; 
And  I  will  put  that  business  in  your  bosoms, 
Whose  execution  takes  your  enemy  off; 
Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  of  us. 
Who  wear  our  health  but  sickly  in  his  life. 
Which  in  his  death  were  perfect. 

Sec,  Mur.  I  am  one,  my  liege, 

Whom  the  vile  blows  and  buffets  of  the  world 
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Have  so  mcena'd,  tliat  I  ftm  reckless  what 
I  do  to  spite  the  world. 

Firgl  Mur,  And  I  another, 

So  weary  with  disasters,  tugg'd  with  fortune. 
That  I  would  set  my  life  on  any  chance. 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on't. 

Maeb.  Both  of  you 

Know  Banquo  was  your  enemy. 

Both  Mur.  True,  my  lord, 

Macb.  So  is  he  mine ;  and  in  such  bloody  dbtance. 
That  every  minute  of  his  being  thrusts 
Against  my  near'st  of  life:  and  though  I  could 
With  barefac'd  power  sweep  him  from  my  sight. 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it,  yet  I  must  not. 
For  certain  &iends  that  are  both  his  and  mine. 
Whose  loves  I  may  not  drop,  but  wail  bis  fall 
Who  I  myself  struck  down :  and  thence  it  is, 
That  I  to  youF  assistance  do  make  love ; 
Masking  the  business  from  the  common  eye 
For  sundry  we^hty  reasons. 

Sec.  Mur,  We  shall,  my  lord, 

Perform  what  you  command  us. 

Fint  Mur.  Though  our  lives — 

Maeb,  Your  spirits  shine  through  you.   Within  this  hour 
almost, 
I  will  advise  you  where  to  plant  yourselves ; 
Acquaint  you  with  the  perfect  spy  o'  the  time. 
The  moment  on't ;  for't  must  be  done  to-night. 
And  something  from  the  palace ;  always  thought 
That  I  requite  a  clearness :  and  with  him 
(To  leave  no  rubs  nor  botches  in  the  work) 
Fleance  his  son,  that  keeps  him  company, 
Whose  absence  is  no  less  material  to  me 
Than  is  his  father's,  must  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  hour.     Resolve  yourselves  apart : 
I'll  come  to  ^ou  anon. 

Bath  Mur.  We  are  resolv'd,  my  lord. 

Macb.  I'll  call  upon  you  straight :  abide  within. 

[Exeunt  Murderert. 
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It  is  concluded : — Banquo,  thy  soul's  flight, 

If  it  find  heaven,  muat  find  it  out  to-night.  \_ExU, 


Scene  II.     ITie  tame.    Another  room  in  the  palace. 
EiUer  Lady  Macbeth  and  a  Servant 

Lady  M.  Is  Banquo  gone  from  court  I 

Serv.  Ay,  madam,  but  returns  again  to-night. 

XMdy  M.  Say  to  the  king,  I  would  attend  his  leisure 
For  a  few  words. 

Serv.  Madam,  I  will.  \ExU. 

Lady  M.  Naught's  hod,  all's  spent. 

Where  our  desire  is  got  without  content : 
'Tis  safer  to  be  that  which  we  destroy, 
Than,  by  destruction,  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

EtUte  Macbeth. 
How  now,  my  lord!  why  do  you  keep  alone, 
Of  sorriest  fancies  your  companions  making ; 
Using  those  thoughts  which  should  indeed  have  died 
With  them  they  think  on  ?     Things  without  all  remedy 
Should  be  without  regard :  what's  done  is  done. 

Macb.  We  have  scotch'dC)  the  snake,  not  kill'd  it: 
She'll  close,  and  be  herself;  whilst  our  poor  malice 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 
But  let  the  frame  of  things  disjoint. 
Both  the  worlds  suffer,(>') 
Ere  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  sleep 
In  the  a£9iction  of  these  terrible  dreams 
That  shake  us  nightly :  better  be  with  the  dead. 
Whom  we,  to  gain  our  peacCiP®)  have  sent  to  peace, 
Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 
In  restless  ecstasy,     Duncan  is  in  his  grave ; 
After  life's  fitful  fever  he  sleeps  well ; 
Treason  has  done  his  worst ;  nor  steel,  nor  poison, 
Malice  domestic,  foreign  levy,  nothing. 
Can  touch  him  further. 

Lady  M.  Come  on ; 
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Gentle  my  lord,  sleek  o'er  your  rugged  looks ; 
Be  bright  and  jovial  among  your  guests  to-night. 

Macb.  So  shall  I,  love ;  and  so,  I  pray,  be  you : 
Let  your  remembrance  apply  to  Banquo ; 
Present  him  eminence,  both  with  eye  and  tongue : 
Unsafe  the  while,  that  we(^') 
Must  lave  our  honours  in  these  flattering  streams ; 
And  make  our  faces  visards  to  our  hearts, 
Bisgiiising  what  they  are. 

Lady  M.  You  must  leave  this. 

Macb.  O,  full  of  scorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife  \ 
Thou  know'st  that  Banquo,  and  his  Fleance,  lives. 

Lady  M.  But  in  them  nature's  copy's  not  eterne. 

Macb.  There 's  comfort  yet ;  they  are  assailable ; 
Then  be  thou  jocund :  ere  the  bat  hath  flown 
His  cloister'd  flight;  ere,  to  black  Hecate's  summons. 
The  shard-bome  beetle,  with  bis  drowsy  hums, 
Hath  rung  night's  yawning  peal,  there  shall  be  done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Lady  M.  What 's  to  be  done  ? 

Macb,  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  dearest  chuck, 
Till  thou  applaud  the  deed. — Come,  seeling  night. 
Scarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day ; 
And  with  thy  bloody  and  invisible  hand 
Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  bond 
Which  keeps  me  pale ! — Light  thickens ;  and  the  crow 
Makes  wing  to  the  rooky  (**')  wood : 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowse ; 
Whiles  night's  black  agents  to  their  preys  do  rouse. — ' 
Thou  marvell'st  at  my  words :  t)Ut  hold  thee  still ; 
Things  bad  begun  make  strong  themselves  by  ill : 
So,  priihee,  go  with  me.  \Exevnt. 


Scene  IIL     Tlte  same.    A  park,  with  a  gate  leading 
to  the  palace. 
Enter  three  Murderers. 
Firtt  Mur,  But  who  did  bid  thee  join  with  us? 


U,y,l,.e..yG00gk 


414  MACBETH.  [act  ui. 

Third  Mtir.  Macbeth. 

Sec.  Mttr.  He  needs  oot  our  mistrust;  since  he  delivers 
Our  offices,  and  what  we  have  to  do. 
To  the  direction  just. 

^rsi  Mur.  Then  stand  with  us. 

The  west  ;et  glimmers  with  some  streaks  of  day : 
Now  spurs  the  lated  traveller  apace 
To  gain  the  timely  inn ;  and  near  approaches 
The  subject  of  our  watch. 

2%ird  Mur.  Hark !  I  hear  horses. 

£an.  [unthin]  Give  us  a  light  there,  ho ! 

Sec.  Mur,  Then  'tis  he :  the  rest 

That  are  within  the  note  of  expectation 
Already  are  i'  the  court. 

Firtt  Mur,  His  horses  go  about. 

Third  Mur.  Almost  a  mile :  but  he  does  usually. 
So  all  men  do,  from  hence  to  the  palace-gate 
Make  it  their  walk. 

Sec.  Mur.  A  light,  a  Ii(^t ! 

Third  Mar.  'Tis  he. 

Firtt  Mur.  Stand  to 't. 

Enter  Bahquo,  and  Fleanoe  toith  a  torch.{*^) 
San.  It  will  be  run  to-night. 
Firtt  Mur.  Let  it  come  down. 

[Aetaulit  Sanqtto, 
Ban.  O,  treachery ! — Fly,  good  Fleance,  fly,  fly,  fly ! 
Thou  mayst  revenge. — O  slave  1 

[Diet.    Fleance  eecapet. 
Third  Mar.  Who  did  atn\e  out  the  light  f 
Firtt  Mur.  "Was't  not  the  way  I 

Third  Mur.  There 's  but  one  down ;  the  son  is  fled. 
Sec.  Mur,  We  have  lost 

Best  half  of  our  afTair. 

Firtt  Mur.  Well,  let's  away,  and  gay  how  much  is  done. 
[^Exeunt. 
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Scene  IV.     The  tame.   J  room  of  ttate  in  the  palace. 

A  hanquet  prepared.     MrOer  Uacbeth,  Lady  Macbeth,  Ito§S, 
Lesnoz,  Lords,  and  Atteadante. 
Jdaeh.  You  know  your  own  degrees,  sit  down :  at  first 
And  last  the  hearty  welcome. 

Lordt,  Thanks  to  youx  majesty. 

Macb.  Ourself  will  mingle  with  society, 
And  play  the  humble  host. 
Out  hostess  keeps  her  state ;  but,  in  best  time, 
We  will  require  her  welcome. 

Lady  M.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  tar,  to  all  our  friends ; 
For  my  heart  speaks  they  are  welcome. 

Macb.  See,   they  encounter  thee  with  their  hearts' 
thanks. — 
Both  sides  &re  even :  here  111  sit  i'  the  midst: 

Enter  f^st  Murderer  to  the  door. 
Be  large  in  mirth ;  anon  well  drink  a  measure 
The  table  round. — There's  blood  upon  thy  face. 

Mur.  'Tis  Banquo's,  then, 

Maeh.  'Tis  better  thee  without  than  he  within. 
la  he  dispatch'd  ? 

Mur.  My  lord,  his  throat  is  cut;  that  I  did  for  him. 

Macb.  Thou  art  the  best  o'  the  cut-throats :  yet  he's  good 
That  did  the  like  for  Fleance :  if  tliou  didst  it. 
Thou  art  the  nonpareil, 

Mur.  Most  royal  sir, 

Fleance  is  scap'd. 

Macb.  Then  comes  my  fit  again :  I  had  else  been  perfect ; 
Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock ; 
As  broad  and  general  as  the  casing  air : 
But  now  I  am  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd,  bound  in 
To  saucy  doubts  and  fears.     But  Banquo's  safe  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  safe  in  a  ditch  he  bides. 
With  twenty  trenched  gashes  on  his  head ; 
The  least  a  death  to  nature. 

Macb.  Thanks  for  that : 
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416  MACBETH.  [act  iil 

There  the  grown  serpent  lies ;  the  worm,  that's  fled, 
Hath  nature  that  in  time  will  venoin  breed, 
No  teeth  for  the  present. — Get  thee  gone :  to-morrow 
We'll  hear,  ourselves,  again.  [_Exit  Murderer, 

Lady  M.  My  royal  lord, 

You  do  not  give  the  cheer :  the  feast  is  sold 
That  is  not  often  vouch'd,  while  'tis  a-making, 
'Tis  given  with  welcome :  to  feed  were  best  at  home ; 
From  thence  the  sauce  to  meat  is  ceremony ; 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it. 

Much,  Sweet  remembrancer ! — 

Now,  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite. 
And  health  on  both ! 

Len.  May't  please  your  highness  sit. 

\Tke  Ghost  of  Banquo  rises,  and  sits  in  Macbeth's 
place. 

Macb.  Here  had  we  now  our  country's  honour  roof'd. 
Were  the  grac'd  person  of  our  Banquo  present ; 
Who  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindness 
Than  pity  for  mischance ! 

Rom.  His  absence,  sir, 

Lays  blame  upon  his  promise.     Please 't  your  highness 
To  grace  us  with  your  royal  company. 

Macb.  The  table 's  full. 

Len.  Here  is  a  place  reserv'd,  air. 

Macb.  Where? 

Len.  Here,  my  good  lord.     What  is  *t  that  moves  your 
highness  ? 

Macb.  Which  of  you  have  done  this  ? 

Lords.  What,  my  good  lord  ? 

Macb.  Thou  canst  not  say  I  did  it :  never  shake 
Thy  gory  locks  at  me. 

£oss.  Gentlemen,  rise ;  his  highness  is  not  well. 

Lady  M.  Sit,  worthy  friends: — my  lord  is  often  thus, 
And  hath  been  from  his  youth:  pray  you,  keep  seat; 
The  flt  is  momentary ;  upon  a  thought 
He  will  again  be  well :  if  much  you  note  him. 
You  shall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  passion : 
Feed,  and  regard  him  not. — Are  you  a  man  f 
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Macb,  Aj,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appal  the  devil. 

Ladj/  M.  O  proper  stuff! 

This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear ; 
This  is  the  air-drawn  dagger  which,  you  said, 
Led  you  to  Duncan,     O,  these  flaws  and  starts 
(Impostors  to  true  fear)  would  well  become 
A  woman's  story  at  a  winter's  fire, 
Authoriz'd  by  her  grandam.     Shame  itself! 
Why  do  ;^ou  make  such  faces?     When  all's  done. 
You  look  but  on  a  stool. 

Macb.  Prithee,  see  there  I  behold !  look !  lo !  how  say 
you? — 
Why,  what  care  I  ?     If  ihou  canst  nod,  speak  too. — 
If  charnel-houses  and  our  graves  must  send 
Those  that  we  bury  back,  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites.  [Ghott  duappeart. 

Lady  M.  What,  quite  unmann'd  in  folly  ? 

Macb.  If  I  stand  here,  I  saw  him. 

Lady  M.  Fie,  for  shame ! 

Macb.  Blood  hath  been  shed  ere  now,  i'  the  olden  time. 
Ere  human  statute  pur^'d  the  gentle  weal ; 
Ay,  and  since  too,  murders  have  been  perform'd 
Too  terrible  for  the  ear :  the  times  have  been, 
That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die. 
And  there  an  end;  but  now  they  rise  again, 
With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns. 
And  push  us  from  our  stools:  this  is  more  strange 
Than  such  a  murder  is. 

Lady  M.  My  worthy  lord. 

Your  noble  fiiends  do  lack  you, 

Macb.  I  do  forget ; — 

Do  not  muse  at  me,  my  most  worthy  fiiends ; 
I  have  a  strange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  those  that  know  me.     Come,  love  and  health  to  all ; 
Then  I'll  sit  down. — Give  me  some  wine,  fill  full. — 
I  drink  to  the  general  joy  o'  the  whole  table. 
And  to  our  dear  friend  Banquo,  whom  we  miss ; 
Would  he  were  here !  to  all,  and  him,  we  thirst. 
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And  all  to  all. 

Lordt.         Our  duties,  and  the  pledge, 

QboHt  riset  again. 

Macb.  Avaunt !  and  quit  my  sight !  let  the  earth  hide 
theel 
Thy  bones  are  marrowless,  thy  blood  is  cold ; 
Thou  hast  no  speculation  in  those  eyes 
Which  thou  dost  glare  with ! 

Jjodff  M.  Think  of  this,  good  peers, 

But  as  a  thing  of  custom :  'tis  no  other ; 
Only  it  spoils  the  pleasure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  What  man  dare,  I  dare : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Russian  bear, 
The  arm'd  rhinoceros,  or  the  Hyrcan  tiger ; 
Take  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
Shall  never  tremble :  or  be  alive  again. 
And  dare  me  to  the  desert  with  thy  sword ; 
If  trembling  I  inhabit  then,(*^  protest  me 
The  baby  of  a  girl.     Heace,  horrible  shadov ! 
Unreal  mockery,  hence  1  [Ghott  diiappean. 

Why,  so  J — being  gone, 
I  am  a  man  again. — Fray  you,  sit  still. 

Zady  M.  You  have  displac'd  the  mirth,  broke  the  good 
meeting. 
With  most  admii'd  disorder. 

Macb.  '  Can  such  things  be. 

And  overcome  us  like  a  summer's  cloud. 
Without  our  special  wonder  ?    You  make  me  strange 
Even  to  the  disposition  that  I  owe. 
When  now  I  think  you  can  behold  such  ughts, 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheeks, 
When  mine  are(")  blanch'd  with  fear. 

Rosi.  What  sights,  my  lord  ? 

Lady  M.  I  pray  you,  speak  not ;  he  grows  worse  and 
worse; 
Question  enrages  him :  at  once,  good  night : — 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going, 
But  go  at  once. 
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Len.  Good  night ;  and  better  health 

Attend  his  majesty ! 

Ladt/  M.  A  kind  good  night  to  all ! 

[^Exeunt  all  except  Macbeth  and  Lady  M. 

Macb.  It  will  have  blood;  they  saj,  blood  will  have  blood : 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to  speak ; 
Augurs,  and  understood  relations,  have 
By  magot-pies,  and  choughs,  and  rooka,  brought  forth 
The  secret'st  man  of  blood. — What  is  the  n^ht  ? 

Ladi/  M.  Almost  at  odds  with  morning,  which  is  which. 

Macb.  How  say'st  thou,  that  Macduff  denies  his  person  . 
At  our  great  bidding  ? 

Lady  M.  Did  you  send  to  him,  sir  ? 

Macb.  I  hear  it  by  the  way ;  but  I  will  send : 
There's  not  a  one  of  them  but  in  his  house 
I  keep  a  servant  fee'd.     I  will  to-morrow 
(And  betimes  I  will)  to  the  weird  sisters : 
More  shall  they  speak ;  for  now  I  am  bent  to  know, 
By  the  worst  means,  tbe  worst.    For  mine  own  good. 
All  causes  shall  give  way :  I  am  in  blood 
Stepp'd  in  so  far,  that,  should  I  wade  no  more. 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'er : 
Strange  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand ; 
Which  must  be  acted  ere  they  may  be  scann'd. 

Lady  M.  You  lack  the  season  of  all  natures,  sleep. 

Macb.  Come,  we'll  to  sleep.     My  strange  and  self-abuse 
Is  tbe  initiate  fear,  that  wants  hard  use: — 
We  are  yet  but  young  in  deed.  [Exeunt, 


Scene  V,     The  heath, 
Thwnder.     £ntw  the  three  Witches,  meeting  Heoatb. 
First  Witch.  Why,  how  now,  Hecate !  you  look  angerly. 
Hec.  Have  I  not  reason,  beldams  as  you  are, 
Saucy  and  overbold?     How  did  you  dare 
To  trade  and  traffic  with  Macbeth 
In  riddles  and  afiairs  of  death ; 
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490  HACBETH.  t«T  •"■ 

And  I,  the  mistress  of  your  charms, 

The  close  contriver  of  all  harms. 

Was  never  callM  to  bear  my  part, 

Or  show  the  glory  of  our  art  ? 

And,  which  is  worse,  all  you  have  done 

Hath  been  but  for  a  wayward  son, 

Spiteful  and  wrathful ;  who,  as  others  do, 

Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 

But  make  amends  now :  get  you  gone. 

And  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 

Meet  me  i'  the  morning :  thither  he 

Will  come  to  know  his  destiny : 

Your  vessels  and  your  spells  provide, 

Your  charms,  and  every  thing  beside. 

I  am  for  the  air;  this  night  I'll  spend 

Unto  a  dismal  and  a  fatal  end : 

Great  business  must  be  wrought  ere  noon : 

Upon  the  corner  of  the  moon 

There  bangs  a  vaporous  drop  profound ; 

I'll  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground: 

And  that,  distill'd  by  magic  sleights. 

Shall  raise  such  artificial  sprites, 

As,  by  the  strength  of  their  illusion, 

Shall  draw  him  on  to  his  confusion : 

He  shall  spurn  fate,  scorn  death,  and  bear 

His  hopes  'bove  wisdom,  grace,  and  fear : 

And  you  all  know  security 

Is  mortals'  chiefest  enemy. 

[Miuic  and  tong  within,  "  Come  away,  come  away,"  &c.(") 
Hark !  I  am  call'd ;  my  little  spirit,  see, 
Sits  in  a  foggy  cloud,  and  stays  for  me.  [Exit. 

First  Witch.  Come,  let's  make  haste ;  she'll  soon  be  back 
again,  [^Exeunt. 


Scene  YI,     Forret.    A  room  in  the  palace. 

Enter  Lennox  and  another  Lord.(^) 

Len,  My  former  speeches  have  but  hit  your  thoughts. 
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Scene  vi.]  MACBETH.  4 

Which  can  interpret  further :  only,  I  say, 

Things  have  been  stiangely  borne.    The  gracions  Duncan 

Was  pitied  of  Macbeth : — marry,  he  waa  dead ; — 

And(''')  the  right-valiant  Banquo  walk'd  too  late ; 

Whom,  you  may  say,  if 't  please  you,  Fleance  kill'd, 

For  Fleance  fled:  men  must  not  walk  too  late. 

Who  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monstrous 

It  was  for  Malcolm  and  for  Donalhain 

To  kill  their  gracious  father  ?  damned  fact ! 

How  it  did  grieve  Macbeth !  did  he  not  straight. 

In  pious  rage,  the  two  delinquents  tear. 

That  were  the  slaves  of  drink  and  thralls  of  sleep? 

Was  not  that  nobly  done  ?     Ay,  and  wisely  too ; 

For  'twould  hare  anger'd  any  heart  alive 

To  hear  the  men  deny 't.     So  that,  I  say, 

He  has  borne  all  things  well :  and  I  do  think, 

That,  had  he  Duncan's  sons  under  his  key 

(As,  an't  please  beaven,  he  shall  not),  they  should  find 

What  'twere  to  kill  a  father ;  so  should  Fleance. 

But,  peace ! — for  from  broad  words,  and  'cause  he  fail'd 

His  presence  at  the  tyrant's  feast,  I  hear, 

Macduff  lives  in  disgrace :  sir,  can  y  ou  tell 

Where  he  bestows  himself  ? 

Lord.  The  8on(*')  of  Duncan, 

From  whom  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  birth, 
Lives  in  the  English  court ;  and  is  receiv'd 
Of  the  most  pious  Edward  with  such  grace. 
That  the  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 
Takes  from  bb  high  respect :  thither  Macduff 
Is  gone  to  pray  the  holy  king,  upon  his  aid 
To  wake  Northumberland  aad  warlike  Siward : 
That,  by  the  help  of  these  (with  Him  above 
To  ratify  the  work),  we  may  again 
Give  to  our  tables  meat,  sleep  to  our  nights ; 
Free  from  our  feasts  and  banquets  bloody  knives; 
Do  faithful  homage,  and  receive  free  honours ; — 
All  which  we  pine  for  now :  and  this  report 
Hath  so  exasperate  tbe(*^  ting,  that  he 
Prepares  for  some  attempt  of  war. 
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Len.  Sent  lie  to  Macduff? 

Lord.  He  did :  and  with  an  absolute,  "  Sir,  not  I," 
The  cloudy  messei^r  turns  me  his  back, 
And  hums,  as  who  should  say,  "  You'll  me  the  time 
That  clogs  me  with  this  answer." 

Len.  And  that  well  might 

Advise  Mm  to  a  caution,  to  hold  what  distance 
His  wisdom  can  provide.     Some  holy  angel 
Fly  to  the  court  of  England,  and  unfold 
His  message  ere  be  come ;  that  a  swift  blessing 
May  soon  return  to  this  our  suffering  country 
Under  a  hand  accurs'd  t 

Lord.  I'll  send  my  prayers  with  him. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  IV, 

ScEHB  I.     A  dark  cave.    In  the  middle,  a  caldron  boiUng. 

Thunder.    Enter  the  three  Witghes. 

First  Witch.  Thrice  the  bnnded  cat  hath  mew'd. 

■Sec.  Witch.  Thrice ;  and  once  the  hedge-pig  wMn'd. 

Third  Witch.  Harpier(*9)  cries:-— 'tis  time,  'tis  time. 

First  Witch.  Kound  about  the  caldron  go ; 
In  the  poison'd  entrails  throw. — 
Toad,  that  under  cold(^  stone 
Days  and  nights  hast  thirty-one 
Swelter'd  venom  sleeping  got, 
Boil  thou  first  i'  the  charmed  pot. 

AU.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble ; 
Fire,  bum ;  and,  caldron,  bubble. 

Sec.  Witch.  Fillet  of  a  fenny  snake. 
In  the  caldron  boil  and  bake ; 
Eye  of  newt,  and  toe  of  frog, 
Wool  of  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog, 
Adder's  fork,  and  blind-worm's  sting, 
Lizard's  leg,  and  faowlet's  wing, — 


Uigilizecoy  Google 


■oua  I.]  MACBETH.  4S3 

For  a  charm  of  powerful  trouble. 
Like  ft  hell-bro^  boil  and  bubble. 

jiU.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble ; 
Fire,  buiD ;  and,  caldron,  bubble. 

I^rd  Witeh.  Scale  of  dragon ;  tooth  of  wolf; 
Witches'  mammy ;  maw  and  gulf 
Of  the  ravin'd  salt-sea  shark ; 
Hoot  of  hemlock  digg'd  i'  the  dark ; 
Liver  of  blaspheming  Jew ; 
Gall  of  goat ;  and  slips  of  jew 
Sliver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipse ; 
Nose  of  Turk,  and  Tartar's  lips; 
Finger  of  birth-strangled  babe 
Ditch-deliver' d  by  a  drab,— 
Make  the  gruel  thick  and  slab : 
Add  thereto  a  t^r's  chaudron. 
For  the  ingredients  of  our  caldron. 

AU.  Double,  double  toil  and  trouble ; 
Fire,  bum ;  and,  caldron,  bubble. 

Sec.  Witch.  Cool  it  with  a  baboon's  blood, 
Then  the  charm  ia  firm  and  good. 

EiOer  Hecatk.(") 
Hec.  O,  well  done !  I  commend  your  pains ; 
And  every  one  shall  share  i'  the  gains : 
And  now  about  the  caldron  aing. 
Like  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ring. 
Enchanting  all  that  you  put  in. 

{Music  and  song,  "  Black  spirits,"  &c.('^) 
[_Exit  ffecate. 
Sec,  Witch.  By  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs. 
Something  wicked  this  way  comes : — 
Open,  locks, 
Whoever  knocks ! 

Ei»ieT  Hacbsfh.  * 

Mach.  How  now,  you  secret,  black,  and  midnight  hags  I 
What  is't  you  do  ? 

AU,  A  deed  without  a  name. 

Mach.  I  c6njure  you,  by  that  which  you  profess 
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(Howe'er  you  come  to  know  it),  answer  me : 

Thougli  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 

Against  the  churches ;  though  the  yesty  waves 

Confound  and  swallow  navigation  up ; 

Thoi^h  bladed{")   com   be  lodg'd,   and  trees  blown 

Though  casties  topple  on  their  warders'  heads ; 

Though  palaces  and  pyramids  do  slope 

Their  heads  to  their  foundations ;  though  the  treasure 

Of  nature's  germins(")  tumble  all  together, 

£ven  till  destruction  sicken, — answer  me 

To  what  I  ask  you. 

First  Witch.       Speak. 
Sec.  Witch,  Demand. 

Third  Witch.  We'll  answer. 

Firtt  Witch.  Say,  if  thou'dst  rather  hear  it  from  our 
mouths. 
Or  from  our  masters  ? 

Macb.  Call  'em,  let  me  see  'em. 

First  Witch.  Four  in  sow's  blood,  that  hath  eaten 
Her  nine  farrow;  grease  that's  sweaten 
From  the  murderer's  gibbet  tiurow 
Into  the  flame. 

AU.  Come,  high  or  low ; 

Thyself  and  o£Bce  deftiy  show ! 

Tkwndar.     An  Apparition  of  an  armed  Head  rises. 

Macb.  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  power, — 

First  Witch.  He  knows  thy  thought : 

Hear  his  speech,  but  say  thou  naughL 

Jpp.  Macbeth !  Macbeth !  Macbeth !  beware  Macduff; 
Beware  the  thane  of  Fife. — Dismiss  me : — enough. 

{Detcends. 

Much.  Whate'er  tiiou  art,  for  thy  good  caution,  thanks ; 
Thou  hast  harp'd  my  fear  aright : — ^but  one  word  more, — 

First  Witch.    He  will  not  be  commanded:   here's  ano- 
ther, 
More  potent  than  the  first. 


itizecoy  Google 


.L] 


Thunder.     An  Apparition  of  a  hloody  ChUd  rises. 

App.  Macbeth !  Macbeth  !  Macbeth ! — 

Macb.  Had  I  three  ears,  I'd  hear  thee. 

App.  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  resolute ;  laugh  to  scom 
The  power  of  man,  for  none  of  woman  born 
Shall  harm  Macbeth.  [^Detcendi., 

Macb.  Then  live,  Macdu£F:  what  need  I  fear  of  thee  ? 
But  yet  I'll  make  assurance  double  sure. 
And  take  a  bond  of  fate :  thou  shalt  not  live ; 
That  I  may  tell  pale-hearted  fear  it  lies. 
And  sleep  in  spite  of  thunder. — What  is  this, 

Thmder.     An  Apparition  of  a  ChUd  eroamed,  wilA  a  U-ee  m  his 
lumd,  rises. 
That  rises  like  the  issue  of  a  king, 
And  wears  upon  his  baby-brow  the  round 
And  top  of  sovereignty  ? 

All.  Listen,  but  speak  not  to 't. 

App.  Be  lion-mettled,  proud ;  and  take  no  care 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  conspirers  are : 
Macbeth  shall  never  vanquish'd  be,  until 
Great  Bimam  wood  to  high  Dunsinane  hill 
Shall  come  against  him.  [Descends. 

Macb.  That  will  never  be : 

Who  can  impress  the  forest ;  bid  the  tree 
Unfix  hb  earth-bound  root  t    Sweet  bodements !  good  1 
Kebellion's  head,(**)  rise  never,  till  the  wood 
Of  Bimam  rise,  and  our  high-plac'd  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  lease  of  nature,  pay  his  breath 
To  time  and  mortal  custom. — Yet  my  heart 
Throbs  to  know  one  thing :  tell  me  (if  your  art 
Can  tell  so  much),  shall  Banquo's  issue  ever 
Reign  in  this  kingdom  ? 

All.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

Macb.  I  will  be  satisfied :  deny  me  this, 
And  an  eternal  curse  fall  on  you '.     Let  me  know ; — ■ 
Why  sinks  that  caldron  ?  and  what  noise  is  this  ? 

[JIaatbojfs, 
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Fir$t  Witch.  Show ! 
Sec.  Witch.  Show! 
Third  Witch.  Show! 
All.  Show  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart; 
Come  like  shadows,  so  depart! 

Bight  Kings  a[^>ear,  and  pcaa  aver  in  order,  the  latt  vtUA  a  gtaaa 
in  his  hand;  BAS<iVOfollomng. 

Macb.  Thou  art  too  like  the  spirit  of  Banquo ;  dowD  ! 
Thy  crowD  does  sear  mine  eye~balls : — and  thy  hair,('*) 
Thou  other  gold-bound  brow,  is  like  the  first : — 
A  third  is  like  the  former, — Filthy  hags ! 
Why  do  you  show  me  this  ? — A  fourth  ? — Start,  eyes ! — 
What,  will  the  line  stretch  out  to  the  crack  of  doom ! — 
Another  yet  ? — A  seventh  ? — I'll  see  no  more : — 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  glass 
Which  shows  me  many  more ;  and  some  I  see 
That  two-fold  balls  and  treble  sceptres  carry : 
Horrible  sight! — Now,  I  see,  'tia  true; 
For  the  blood-bolter'd  Banquo  smiles  upon  me, 
And  points  at  them  for  his, — What,  is  this  so  ? 

First  Witch.  Ay,  sir,  all  this  is  so : — but  why 
Standi  Macbeth  thus  amazedly  ? — 
Come,  sisters,  cheer  we  up  his  sprites. 
And  show  the  best  of  our  delights : 
I'll  charm  the  air  to  give  a  sound. 
While  you  perform  your  antic  round  | 
That  this  great  king  may  kindly  say, 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay. 

[Music.     The  Witches  dance,  and  then  vanish. 

Macb,  Where  are  they  f    Gone  ? — Let  this  pernicious 
hour 
Stand  aye  accursed  in  the  calendar ! — 
Come  in,  without  there ! 

Enter  Lsuntox. 

Jjen,  What 's  your  grace's  will  f 

Macb.  Saw  you  the  weird  sisters  ? 

Len.  No,  my  lord. 

Macb.  Came  they  not  by  you  f 
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Zen.  No,  indeed,  my  lord. 

Macb.  Infected  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride ; 
And  damn'd  all  those  that  trust  them  < — I  did  hear 
The  galloping  of  hotse :  who  was't  came  by  ? 

Len.  'Tis  two  or  three,  my  lord,  that  bring  you  word 
Macduff  is  fled  to  England. 

Macb.  Fled  to  England! 

Len.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Macb.  Time,  thou  anticipat'st  my  dread  exploits : 
The  flighty  purpose  never  is  o'ertook 
Unless  the  deed  go  with  it:  from  this  moment 
The  yery  firstlings  of  my  heart  shall  be 
The  firstlings  of  my  hand.     And  even  now, 
To  crown  my  thoughts  with  acts,  be  it  thought  and  done : 
The  castle  of  Macduff  I  will  surprise ; 
Seize  upon  Fife ;  give  to  die  edge  o'  the  sword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  souls 
That  trace  bim  in  his  line.     No  boasting  like  a  fool ; 
This  deed  I'll  do  before  this  purpose  cool : 
But  no  more  sights !  (s') — "Where  are  these  gentlemen  i 
Come,  bring  me  where  they  are.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  IL    Fife.    A  room  in  Macduff's  castle. 
Enter  Iddy  Macduit,  her  Son,  amd  Ross. 

L.  Macd.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  him  fly  the  land  ? 

Rou.  You  must  have  patience,  madam. 

L.Macd.  He  had  none: 

His  flight  was  madness :  when  our  actions  do  not, 
Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 

Rou.  You  know  not 

Whether  it  was  his  wisdom  or  his  fear. 

£,  Macd.  Wisdom  I  to  leave  bis  wife,  to  leave  his  babes. 
His  mansion,  and  his  titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himself  does  fly  ?     He  loves  us  not; 
He  wants  the  natural  touch :  for  the  poor  wren, 
The  most  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight, 
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Her  young  ones  in  her  nest,  against  the  owl. 
All  is  the  fear,  and  nothing  is  the  love ; 
As  little  is  the  wisdom,  where  the  flight 
So  runs  against  all  reason. 

Ron.  My  dearest  coz, 

I  pray  you,  school  yourself:  but,  for  your  husband, 
He  is  noble,  wise,  judicious,  and  best  knows 
The  fits  o'  the  season.     1  dare  not  speak  much  further : 
But  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors. 
And  do  not  know  ourselves ;  when  we  hold  rumour 
From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear. 
But  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  sea 
Each  way  and  move. — I  take  my  leave  of  you : 
Shall  not  be  long  but  I'll  be  here  again  : 
Things  at  the  worst  will  cease,  or  else  climb  upward 
To  what  they  were  before. — My  pretty  cousin, 
Blessing  upon  you ! 

L.  Macd.  Father'd  he  is,  and  yet  he 's  fatherless. 

Jtois.  I  am  so  much  a  fool,  should  I  stay  longer. 
It  would  be  my  disgrace  and  your  discomfort : 
I  take  my  leave  at  once.  [Exit. 

L.  Macd.  Sirrah,  your  father 's  dead : 

And  what  will  you  do  now  ?     How  will  you  live  ? 

Son.  As  birds  do,  mother. 

L.  Macd.  What,  with  worms  and  flies  ? 

Son.  With  what  I  get,  I  mean ;  and  so  do  they. 

L.  Macd.  Poor  bird !  thou'dst  never  fear  the  net  nor  lime. 
The  pitfall  nor  the  gin. 

Son.  Why  should  I,  mother  ?     Poor  birds  they  are  not 
set  for. 
My  father  is  not  dead,  for  all  your  saying. 

L.  Macd,  Yes,  he  is  dead :  how  wilt  thou  do  for  a  fatherf 

Son.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  husband? 

L.  Macd.  Why,  I  can  buy  me  twenty  at  any  market. 

Son,  Then  you'll  buy  'em  to  sell  again. 

L.  Macd.  Thou  speak'st  with  all  thy  wit ;  and  yet,  i'  faith^ 
With  wit  enough  for  thee. 

Son.  Was  my  father  a  traitor,  mother  ? 

L.  Macd.  Ay,  that  he  was. 
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Son.  What  is  a  trMtor  t 

L.  Maed.  Why,  one  that  swears  and  lies. 

Son.  And  be  all  traitors  that  do  so  ? 

X.  Macd.  Every  one  that  does  so  is  a  traitor,  and  must 
be  hanged. 

Son,  And  must  they  all  be  hanged  that  swear  and  lie  ? 

L.  Macd.  Every  one. 

iS'on.  Who  must  hang  them  ? 

X.  Maed,  Why,  the  honest  men. 

Son.  Then  the  liars  and  swearers  are  fools ;  for  there  are 
liars  and  sweaters  enow  to  beat  the  honest  men,  and  hang 
up  them. 

L.  Macd.  Now,  God  help  thee,  poor  monkey !  But  how 
wilt  thou  do  for  a  father  ? 

iS'on.  If  he  were  dead,  you'd  weep  for  him :  if  you  would 
not,  it  were  a  good  sign  that  I  should  quickly  have  a  new 
father. 

L.  Maed,  Poor  prattler,  how  thou  talk'st  1 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Meti.  Bless  you,  fair  dame !  I  am  not  to  you  known, 
Though  in  your  state  of  honour  I  am  perfect 
I  doubt  some  danger  does  approach  you  nearly : 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  man's  advice, 
Be  not  found  here ;  hence,  with  your  little  ones. 
To  fright  you  thus,  methinks,  I  am  too  savage ; 
To  do  worse  to  you  were  fell  cruelty, 
Which  is  too  nigh  your  person.     Heaven  preserve  you ! 
I  dare  abide  no  longer.  [Exit. 

L.  Macd.  Whither  should  Ifly ? 

I  have  done  no  harm.     But  I  remember  now 
I  am  in  this  earthly  world ;  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable ;  to  do  good,  somedme 
Accounted  dangerous  folly :  why  then,  alas. 
Do  I  put  up  that  womanly  defence. 
To  say  I  have  done  no  harm  ? — What  are  these  faces  ? 

Enter  Murderers. 
Firat  Mur.  Where  is  your  husband  ? 
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L.  Macd.  I  hope,  in  no  place  so  unsanctified 
Wbere  such  as  thou  mayst  find  him. 

Firtt  Mur.  He  '3  a  traitor. 

Son.  Thou  liest,  thou  shag-hwr'dC^)  villain ! 
First  Mur.  What,  you  egg ! 

[Stabbittff  Aim. 
Young  fry  of  treachery ! 

Son.  He  has  kill'd  me,  mother : 

Bun  away,  I  pray  you !  [Dies. 

{Exit  Lady  Macduff",  crying  "  Murder !"  and 
pursued  by  the  Murderers. 


Scene  III.     England.   Before  the  King's  palace. 
Enter  Malcolk  and  Macduff. 

Mai.  Let  us  seek  out  some  desolate  shade,  and  there 
Weep  our  sad  bosoms  empty. 

Macd.  Let  us  rather 

Hold  fast  the  mortal  sword ;  and,  like  good  men, 
Bestride  our  down-fall'n  (^s)  birthdom:  each  new  mom 
New  widows  howl ;  new  orphans  cry ;  new  sorrows 
Strike  heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  resounds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland,  and  yell'd  out 
Like  syllable  of  dolour. 

Mai.  What  I  believe,  111  wail ; 

What  know,  believe ;  and  what  I  can  redress, 
As  I  shall  find  the  time  to  friend,  I  will. 
What  you  have  spoke,  it  may  be  so  perchance. 
This  tyrant,  whose  sole  name  blisters  out  tongues. 
Was  once  thought  honest :  yon  have  lov'd  him  well ; 
He  hath  not  touch'd  you  yet.     I  am  young ;  hut  something 
You  may  deserve  (*")  of  him  through  me;  and  wisdom 
To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor,  innocent  lamb 
To  appease  an  angry  god. 

Macd.  I  am  not  treacherous. 

Mai.  But  Macbeth  is. 

A  good  and  virtuous  nature  may  recoil 
In  an  imperial  charge.     But  I  shall  crave  your  pardon ; 
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Tliat  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  transpose : 
Angela  are  hright  still,  though  the  brightest  fell : 
Though  all  things  foul  would  wear  the  brows  of  grace. 
Yet  grace  must  still  look  so. 

Macd,  I  have  lost  my  hopes, 

Mai.  Perchance  even  there  where  I  did  find  my  doubts. 
Why  in  that  rawness  left  you  wife  and  child 
(Those  precious  motives,  those  strong  knots  of  love) 
Without  leave-taking  ? — I  pray  you. 
Let  not  my  jealousies  be  your  dishonours, 
But  mine  own  safeties : — you  may  be  rightly  just, 
Whatever  I  shall  think. 

Macd.  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  country ! 

Great  tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  basis  sure. 
For  goodness  dare  not  check  thee !  wear  thou  thy  wrongs, 
Thy(")  title  is  afifeer'd ! — Fare  thee  well,  lord : 
I  would  not  be  the  villain  that  thou  think'st 
For  the  whole  space  that's  in  the  tyrant's  grasp, 
And  the  rich  East  to  boot. 

Mai.  Be  not  ofiended : 

I  speak  not  as  in  absolute  fear  of  you. 
I  think  our  country  sinks  beneath  the  yoke ; 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds;  and  each  new  day  a  gash 
Is  added  to  her  wounds:  I  think,  withal, 
There  would  be  hands  uplifted  in  my  right ; 
And  here,  from  gracious  England,  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thousands :  but,  for  all  this. 
When  I  shall  tread  upon  the  tyrant's  head. 
Or  wear  it  on  my  sword,  yet  my  poor  country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before ; 
More  suffer,  and  more  sundry  ways  than  ever, 
By  him  that  shall  succeed. 

Macd.  What  should  he  be  ? 

Mai.  It  is  myself  I  mean :  in  whom  I  know 
All  the  particulars  of  vice  so  grafted. 
That,  when  they  shall  be  open'd,  black  Macbeth 
Will  seem  as  pure  as  snow ;  and  the  poor  state 
Esteem  hii^  as  a  lamb,  being  compar'd 
With  my  confineless  harms. 
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Of  horrid  hell  can  come  a  devil  more  damn'd 
In  evils  to  top  Macbeth. 

Mai.  I  grant  him  bloody, 

Luxurious,  aTaricious,  false,  deceitful, 
Sudden,  malicious,  smacking  of  every  sin 
That  ha^  a  name :  but  there's  no  bottom,  none, 
In  my  voluptuousness :  your  wives,  your  daughters, 
Your  matrons,  and  youi  maids,  could  not  fill  up 
The  cistern  of  my  lust;  and  my  desire 
All  continent  impediments  would  o'erbear, 
That  did  oppose  my  will :  better  Macbeth 
Than  such  an  one  to  reign. 

Macd.  Boundless  intemperance 

In  nature  is  a  tyranny ;  it  hath  been 
The  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  throne, 
And  fall  of  many  kings.     But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  yours :  you  may 
Convey  your  pleasures  in  a  spacious  plenty, 
And  yet  seem  cold,  the  time  you  may  so  hoodwink. 
We  have  willing  dames  enough ;  there  cannot  be 
That  vulture  in  you,  to  devour  so  many 
As  wiU  to  greatness  dedicate  themselves, 
Finding  it  so  inclin'd. 

Mai.  With  this,  there  grows. 

In  my  most  ill-compos'd  affection,  such 
A  stanchless  avarice,  that,  were  I  king, 
I  should  cut  off  the  nobles  for  theii  lands; 
Desire  his  jewels,  and  this  other's  house : 
And  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  sauce 
To  make  me  hunger  more ;  that  I  should  foige 
Quarrels  unjust  against  the  good  and  loyal, 
Destroying  them  for  wealth. 

Macd.  This  avarice 

Sticks  deeper;  grows  with  more  pernicious  toot 
Than  summer-seeming  lust ;  and  it  hath  been 
The  sword  of  our  slain  kings :  yet  do  not  fear ; 
Scotland  hath  foysons  to  fill  up  your  will. 
Of  your  mere  own :  all  these  are  portable. 
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With  other  graces  weigh'd. 

Mai.  But  I  have  none :  the  king-becoming  graces, 
As  justice,  verity,  temperance,  stableness, 
Bounty,  perseverance,  mercy,  lowliness, 
Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude, 
I  have  DO  relish  of  them;  but  abound 
In  the  division  of  each  several  crime, 
Acting  it  many  ways.     Nay,  had  I  power,  I  should 
Pour  the  sweet  milk  of  concord  into  hell, 
Uproar  the  universal  peace,  confound 
All  unity  on  earth. 

Macd.  O  Scotland,  Scotland ! 

Mai.  If  such  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  speak : 
I  am  as  I  have  spoken. 

Macd.  Fit  to  govern  ! 

No,  not  to  live. — O  nation  miserable. 
With  an  untitled  tyrant  bloody -scepter'd, 
When  shalt  thou  see  thy  wholesome  days  again, 
Since  that  the  truest  issue  of  thy  throne 
By  his  own  interdiction  stands  accurs'd, 
And  does  blaspheme  his  breed  ? — Thy  royal  father 
Was  a  moat  sainted  king :  the  queen  that  bore  thee, 
Oftener  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet. 
Died  every  day  she  liv'd.(^^     Fare  thee  well ! 
These  evils  thou  repeat'st  upon  thyself 
Have  banish'd  me  from  Scotland. — O  my  breast. 
Thy  hope  ends  here ! 

Mai.  Macduff,  this  noble  passion, 

Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  soul 
Wip'd  the  black  scruples,  reconcil'd  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.     Devilish  Macbeth 
By  many  of  these  trains  hath  sought  to  win  me 
Into  his  power ;  and  modest  wisdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  haste :  but  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me !  for  even  now 
I  put  myself  to  thy  direction,  and 
Unspeak  mine  own  detraction ;  here  abjure 
The  taints  and  blames  I  laid  upon  myself, 
For  strangers  to  my  nature.     I  am  yet 
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Unknown  to  woman ;  neret  was  forewom ; 

Scarcely  hare  coveted  what  was  mine  own ; 

At  no  time  broke  my  faith ;  would  not  betray 

The  devil  to  his  fellow ;  and  delight 

No  less  in  truth  than  life :  my  first  false  speaking 

Was  this  upon  myself: — what  1  am  truly, 

Is  thine,  and  my  poor  country's,  to  command : 

Whither,  indeed,  before  thy  here-approach,(*^) 

Old  Siwaid,  with  ten  thousand  warlike  men, 

Already(**)  at  a  point,  waa  setting  forth : 

Now  we'll  together ;  and  the  chance  of  goodness 

Bo  like  our  warranted  quarrel !     Why  are  you  silent  ? 

Macd.  Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  things  at  once 
'Tis  hard  to  reconcile. 

Enter  a  Doctor. 

Mai.  Well ;  more  anon. — Comes  the  king  forth,  I  pray 
yoaf 

Doot,  Ay,  sir ;  there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  souls 
That  stay  his  cure  :  their  malady  convinces 
The  great  assay  of  art ;  but,  at  his  touch, 
Such  sanctity  hath  heaven  given  his  hand, 
They  presently  amend. 

Mai.  I  thank  you,  doctor.        [Exit  Doctor, 

Macd.  What's  the  disease  he  means  ? 

Mai.  'Tia  call'd  the  evil : 

A  most  miraculous  work  in  this  good  king ; 
Which  often,  since  my  here-remain  in  England, 
I  have  seen  him  do.     How  he  solicits  heaven, 
Himself  best  knows:  but  strangely-visited  people, 
All  swoln  and  ulcerous,  pitiful  to  the  eye. 
The  mere  despair  of  surgery,  he  cures ; 
Hanging  a  golden  stamp  about  their  necks, 
Put  on  with  holy  prayers:  and  'tis  spoken. 
To  the  succeeding  royalty  he  leaves 
The  healing  benediction.     With  this  strange  virtue, 
He  bath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy ; 
And  sundry  blessings  hang  about  his  throne, 
That  speak  him  full  of  grace. 
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Macd.  See,  who  comes  here  ? 

Mai,  Mj  countryman ;  but  yet  I  know  him  not. 

ErOer'BasB. 

Macd.  My  ever-gentle  cousin,  welcome  hither. 

Mai.  I  know  him  now : — good  God,  betimes  remove 
The  means  that  makes  us  strangers ! 

R(at.  Sir,  amen. 

Macd.  Stands  Scotland  where  it  did  ? 

Rosi.  Alaa,  poor  country, — 

Almost  afraid  to  know  itself!     It  cannot 
Be  cali'd  our  mother,  but  oar  grave :  where  nothing, 
But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  seen  to  smile ; 
Where  sighs,  and  groans,  and  shrieks  that  rent  the  air. 
Are  made,  not  mark'd ;  where  violent  sorrow  seems 
A  modem  ecstasy :  the  dead  man's  knell 
Is  there  scarce  ask'd  for  who ;  and  good  men's  lives 
Expire  before  the  Bowers  in  their  caps. 
Dying  or  ere  they  sicken. 

Macd.  O,  relation 

Too  nice,  and  yet  too  true ! 

MaL  What 's  the  newest  grief? 

Rati.  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hiss  the  speaker ; 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Macd.  How  does  my  wife  ? 

Rom.  Why,  well. 

Macd.  And  all  my  children  ? 

Ross.  Well  too. 

Macd.  The  tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace  ? 

Rost.  No ;  they  were  well  at  peace  when  1  did  leave  'em, 

Macd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  speech :  how  goes  't  ? 

Rots.  When  I  came  hither  to  transport  the  tidings, 
Which  I  have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a  rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out ; 
Which  was  to  my  belief  witness'd  the  rather. 
For  that  I  saw  the  tyrant's  power  a-foot : 
Now  is  the  time  of  help ;  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  soldiers,  make  our  women  fight. 
To  doff  their  dire  distresses. 
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Mai.  Be 't  their  comfort 

We  are  coming  thither :  gracioua  England  bath 
Lent  ua  good  Siward  and  ten  thousand  men  j 
An  older  and  a  better  soldier  none 
That  Christendom  gives  out. 

Rotx.  Would  I  could  answer 

This  comfort  with  the  like !     But  I  have  words 
That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  desert  air. 
Where  hearing  should  not  latch  them. 

Macd.  What  concern  they  ? 

The  general  cause  ?  or  is  it  a  fee-grief 
Due  to  some  single  breast  ? 

Roti.  No  mind  that 's  honest 

But  in  it  shares  some  woe ;  though  the  main  part 
Pertains  to  you  alone. 

Macd,  If  it  he  mine. 

Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it. 

Roii^  Let  not  your  ears  despise  my  tongue  for  ever. 
Which  shall  possess  them  with  the  heaviest  sound 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Macd.  Hum !  I  guess  at  it. 

Rou,  Your  castle  is  surpris'd ;  your  wife  and  babes 
Savagely  slaughter'd :  to  relate  the  manner, 
Were,  on  the  quarry  of  these  murder'd  deer. 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Mai.  Merciful  heaven ! — 

What,  man !  ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows ; 
Give  sorrow  words :  the  grief  that  does  not  speak 
Whispers  the  o'er-fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd.  My  children  too  ? 

Rett.  Wife,  children,  servants,  all 

That  could  be  found. 

Macd.  And  I  must  be  from  thence ! — 

My  wife  kill'd  too  ? 

Rom.  I  have  said. 

Mai.  Be  comforted : 

Iict  's  make  us  medicines  of  our  great  revenge. 
To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

Macd.  He  has  no  children, — All  my  pretty  ones  ? 
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Did  you  say  all  ?— O  hell-kite !— All  ? 
What,  all  my  pretty  chickens  and  their  dam 
At  one  fell  swoop  ? 

Mai.  Dispute  it  like  a  man. 

Macd.  I  shall  do  so.; 

But  I  must  also  feel  it  as  a  man ; 
I  cannot  but  remember  such  things  were, 
That  were  most  precious  to  me. — Did  heaven  look  on, 
And  would  not  take  their  part  ?    Sinful  Macduif, 
They  were  all  struck  for  thee !  naught  that  I  am, 
Not  for  their  own  demerits,  but  for  mine. 
Fell  slaughter  on  their  souls :  heaven  rest  them  now ! 

Mai.  Be  this  the  whetstone  of  your  sword :  let  grief 
Convert  to  anger ;  blunt  not  the  heart,  enrage  it. 

Macd.  O,  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes, 
And  braggart  .with  my  tongue! — But,  gentle  heavens. 
Cut  short  all  intermission ;  front  to  front 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland  and  myself; 
Within  my  sword's  length  set  him ;  if  he  scape. 
Heaven  forgive  him  too ! 

Mai.  This  tune(**)  goes  manly. 

Come,  go  we  to  the  king ;  our  power  is  ready ; 
Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave :  Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  shaking,  and  the  powers  above 
Put  on  their  instruments.     Receive  what  cheer  you  may ; 
The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day.  \Exetmt, 


ACT  V. 
Scene  I.     Dutuinane.   A  room  in  the  cattle. 
Enter  a  Doctor  of  Ph^io  and  a  Wuting-Oeutlewoman. 
Docl.  1  have  two  nights  watched  with  you,  hut  can  per- 
ceive no  truth  in  your  report.     When  was  it  she  last  walked  ? 
Gent.  Since  his  majesty  went  into  the  field,  I  have  seen 
her  rise  from  her  bed,  throw  her  nightgown  upon  her,  unlock 
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her  closet,  take  forth  paper,  fold  it,  write  upon 't,  read  it, 
afterwards  seal  it,  and  again  return  to  bed ;  yet  all  ^lis  while 
in  a  most  fast  sleep. 

£>oct.  A  great  perturbation  in  nature, — to  receive  at  once 
the  benefit  of  sleep,  and  do  the  effects  of  watching ! — In  this 
slumbery  agitation,  besides  her  walking  and  other  actual  per- 
formances, what,  at  any  time,  have  you  heard  her  say  ? 

Geni,  That,  sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

Doct,  You  may  to  me ;  and  'tis  most  meet  you  should. 

Gent.  Neither  to  you  nor  any  one ;  having  no  witness  to 
confirm  my  speech. — Lo  you,  here  she  comes  1 

£jUer  Lady  Macbeth,  with  a  taper. 
This  is  her  very  guise ;  and,  upon  my  life,  fast  asleep.     Ob- 
serve her ;  stand  close. 

Doct.  How  came  she  by  that  light  ? 

Gent.  Why,  it  stood  by  her :  she  has  light  by  her  con- 
tinually ;  'tis  her  command. 

Doct.  You  see,  her  eyes  are  open. 

Gent.  Ay,  but  their  sense'  are  shut. 

Doct.  What  is  it  she  does  now  ?  Look,  how  she  rubs 
her  hands. 

Gent.  It  is  an  accustomed  action  with  her,  to  seem  thus 
washing  her  hands :  I  have  known  her  continue  in  this  a 
quarter  of  an  hour. 

Dadf/  M.  Yet  here's  a  spot. 

Doct.  Ilark !  she  speaks :  I  will  set  down  what  comes 
from  her,  to  satisfy  my  remembrance  the  more  strongly. 

Lady  M.  Out,  damned  spot!  out,  I  say! — One,  two; 
why,  then  'tis  time  to  do 't. — Hell  is  murky ! — Fie,  my  lord, 
fie  1  a  soldier,  and  afeard  ?  What  need  we  fear  who  knows 
it,  when  none  can  call  our  power  to  account  t — Yet  who 
would  have  thought  the  old  man  to  have  had  so  much  blood 
in  him? 

Doct.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Lady  M.  The  thane  of  Fife  had  a  wife ;  where  is  she 
now  ? — What,  will  these  hands  ne'er  be  clean  ? — No  more  o' 
that,  my  lord,  no  more  o'  that :  you  mar  all  with  this  start- 
ing. 
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Doet.  Go  to,  go  to ;  you  have  knOTm  what  ;ou  should 
not. 

Gent.  She  has  spoke  what  she  should  not,  I  am  sure  of 
that :  heaven  knows  what  she  has  known. 

Lady  M.  Here's  the  smell  of  the  hlood  still :  all  the  per- 
fumes of  Axahia  will  not  sweeten  this  little  hand.  Oh,  oh, 
obi 

Doct.  What  a  aigh  is  there !    The  heart  ia  aotel  j  charged. 

Qent.  I  would  not  have  such  a  heart  in  mj  hosom  for 
the  dignity  of  the  whole  hody. 

Doct.  Well,  weU,  well.— 

Gent.  Pray  God  it  he,  sir. 

Doct.  This  disease  is  heyond  my  practice:  yet  I  have 
known  those  which  have  walked  in  their  sleep  who  have 
died  holily  in  their  beds. 

Lady  M.  Wash  your  hands,  put  on  your  nightgown; 
look  not  so  pale: — I  tell  you  yet  again,  Banguo's  buried; 
he  cannot  come  out  on 's  grave. 

Doct.  Even  BO? 

Lady  M,  To  bed,  to  bed ;  there's  knocking  at  the  gate : 
come,  come,  come,  come,  give  me  your  hand:  what's  done 
cannot  be  undone:  to  bed,  to  bed,  to  bed.  [Exit. 

Doct.  Will  she  go  now  to  bed  ? 

Oent.  Directly. 

Doct.  Foul  whisperings  are  abroad :  unnatural  deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  troubles :  infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets : 
More  needs  she  the  divine  than  the  physician : — 
God,  God  forgive  us  all  1 — Look  after  her  j 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance, 
And  still  keep  eyes  upon  her : — so,  good  night : 
My  mind  she  has  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  sight : 
I  think,  but  dare  not  speak. 

Gent.  Good  night,  good  doctor. 

\Exeuat. 
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Scene  II.     7%e  country  near  Dunsinane. 

Enter,  vnJh  drum  and  eolowrs,  Menteith,  Caithness,  Ahgu^ 
Lennox,  and  Soldiers. 

Meat.  The  English  power  b  near,  led  on  by  Malcolm, 
His  uncle  Siwaxd,  and  the  good  Macduff; 
Revenges  burn  in  them ;  for  their  dear  causes 
Would  to  the  bleeding  and  the  grim  alarm 
Excite  the  mortified  man. 

jinff.  Near  Birnam  wood 

Shall  we  well  meet  them  ;  that  way  are  they  coming. 

Caith,  Who  knows  if  Donalbain  be  with  his  brother  ? 

Zen.  For  certain,  sir,  he  is  not:  I  have  a  file 
Of  all  the  gentry :  there  is  Siward's  son. 
And  many  unrough  youths,  that  even  now 
Protest  their  first  of  manhood. 

Merit.  What  does  the  tyrant? 

Caith.  Great  Dunsinane  he  strongly  fortifies : 
Some  say  he's  mad ;  others,  that  lesser  hate  him, 
Do  call  it  valiant  fury :  but,  for  certain. 
He  cannot  buckle  his  distemper'd  course^) 
Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

Ang.  Now  does  he  feel 

His  secret  murders  sticking  on  bis  hands ; 
Now  minutely  revolts  upbraid  his  faith-breach ; 
Those  he  commands  move  only  in  command. 
Nothing  in  love :  now  does  he  feel  his  title 
Hang  loose  about  him,  like  a  giant's  robe 
Upon  a  dwarfish  thief, 

Ment.  Who,  then,  shall  blame 

His  pester'd  senses  to  recoil  and  start, 
When  all  that  is  within  him  does  condemn 
Itself  for  being  there  ? 

Caith.  Well,  march  we  on. 

To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd : 
Meet  we  the  medicine  of  the  sickly  weal ; 
And  with  him  pour  we,  in  our  country's  purge, 
Each  drop  of  us. 
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Len.  Or  so  much  as  it  Deeds, 

To  dew  the  sovereign  flower,  and  drown  the  weeds. 
Make  we  our  march  towards  Bimam.        \Exeunt,  marching. 


Scene  III.     Dunsinane.    A  room  in  the  cattle. 
Bnier  Macbeth,  Doctor,  and  Attendsnta. 
Macb.  Bring  me  no  more  reports ;  let  them  fly  all : 
Till  Biroam  wood  remove  to  Dunsinane, 
I  cannot  taint  with  fear.     What's  the  boy  Malcolm  ? 
Was  he  not  bom  of  woman  ?     The  spirits  that  know 
Alt  mortal  consequences  have  pronounc'd  me  thus, — 
"  Fear  not,  Macbeth ;  no  man  that's  bom  of  woman 
Shall  e'er  have  power  upon  thee." — Then  fly,  false  thanes. 
And  mingle  with  the  English  epicures : 
The  mind  I  sway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear. 
Shall  never  sag  with  doubt  nor  shake  vrith  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-fiac'd  loon ! 
Where  gott'st  thou  that  goose  look  ? 

Sere.  There  is  ten  thousand — 

Macb.  Geese,  villain  ? 

Serv.  Soldiers,  sir. 

Macb.  Go  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear. 
Thou  lily-liver'd  boy.     What  soldiers,  patch  f 
Death  of  thy  soul !  those  linen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counsellors  to  fear.     What  soldiers,  whey-face  ? 

Serv.  The  English  force,  so  please  you. 

Macb,  Take  thy  face  hence.  [Exit  Servant. 

Seyton ! — I  am  sick  at  heart, 
When  I  behold — Seyton,  I  say  t — This  push 
Will  chairC^  me  ever,  or  disseat  me  now. 
I  have  liv'd  long  enough :  my  way  (**)  of  life 
Is  fall'n  into  the  sear,  the  yellow  leaf; 
And  that  which  should  accompany  old  age, 
As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 
I  must  not  look  to  have ;  but,  in  their  stead. 
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Curses,  not  loud  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath, 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  noL — 
Seyton ! 

Enter  Settow. 

Sey.  What  is  your  gracious  pleasure  ? 

Mach.  What  news  more  ? 

Sey.  All  is  confitm'd,  my  lord,  which  was  reported. 

Macb.  I'll  fight,  till  from  my  bones  my  flesh  be  hack'd. 
Give  me  my  armour, 

Sey.  'Tis  not  needed  yet. 

Mach.  Ill  put  it  on. — 
Send  out  more  horses,  skirr  the  country  round ; 
Hang  those  that  talk  of  fear. — Give  me  mine  armour. — 
How  does  your  patient,  doctor  f 

Doct.  Not  so  sick,  my  lord, 

As  she  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fancies, 
That  keep  her  from  her  rest. 

Macb.  Cure  her (■«)  of  that: 

Canst  thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  diseas'd ; 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  sorrow ; 
Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain ; 
And  with  some  sweet  oblivious  antidote 
Cleanse  the  stufi"d  bosom  of  that  perilous  stufF(™) 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heart  ? 

Doct,  Therein  the  patient 

Must  minister  to  himself. 

Macb.  Throw  physic  to  the  dogs, — I'll  none  of  it. — 
Come,  put  mine  armour  on ;  give  me  my  staff: — 
Seyton,  send  out. — Doctor,  the  thanes  fly  from  me. — 
Come,  sir,  dispatch. — If  thou  couldst,  doctor,  cast 
The  water  of  my  land,  And  her  disease. 
And  purge  it  to  a  sound  and  pristine  health, 
I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo, 
That  should  applaud  again. — Full't  off,  I  say. — 
What  rhubarb,  senna, (")  or  what  pui^tive  drug. 
Would  scour  these  English  hence  ?     Hear'st  thou  of  them  ? 

Doct.  Ay,  my  good  lord;  your  royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  something. 

Macb.  Bring  it  after  me. — 
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I  will  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane, 
Till  Birnam  forest  come  to  Bunainane. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Doctor. 
Doci.  Were  I  fiom  Dunainane  awa;  and  clear, 
Profit  again  should  hardly  draw  me  here.  [Exit. 


Scene  IY.     Country  near  Dutisinane:  a  wood  in  view. 
Enter,  with  drum  and  eoltnirt,  Ualooui,  oid  Siwasd  <Mtd  his  Son, 
Macduff,  Menteith,  Caithhkss,  Ajiqus,  Lsmox,  Bobs,  and 
Soldiera,  marching. 

Mai.  Cousins,  I  hope  the  days  are  near  at  hand 
That  chambers  will  be  safe. 

Ment.  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Siw.  What  wood  is  this  before  us  ? 

Ment.  The  wood  of  Bimam. 

Mai.  Let  every  soldier  hew  him  down  a  bough. 
And  bear't  before  him :  thereby  shall  we  shadow 
The  numbers  of  our  host,  and  make  discovery 
Err  in  report  of  us. 

Soldiers.  It  shall  he  done. 

Siw.  We  learn  no  other  but  the  confident  tyrant 
Keeps  still  in  Dunsinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  setting  down  before 't. 

Mai,  'Tis  his  main  hope : 

For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  giTen,(")  . 
Both  more  and  less  have  given  him  the  revolt ; 
And  none  serve  with  him  but  constrained  things. 
Whose  hearts  are  absent  too. 

Macd.  Let  our  just  censures 

Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Industrious  soldiership. 

Siw.  The  time  approaches. 

That  will  with  due  decision  make  us  know 
What  we  shall  say  we  have,  and  what  we  owe. 
Thoughts  speculative  their  unsure  hopes  relate ; 
But  certain  issue  strokes  must  arbitrate : 
Towards  which  advance  the  war.  [Exeunt,  marching. 
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Scene  V-     Duminane.    Within  the  cattle. 
Enter,  imth  drum  and  eotoitrs,  Macbeth,  Setton,  and  Soldien. 

Macb,  Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward  walls ; 
The  cry  is  still,  "  They  come :"  our  castle's  strength 
Will  laugh  a  siege  to  scorn :  here  let  them  lie 
Till  famine  and  the  ague  eat  them  up : 
Were  they  not  forc'd  (")  with  those  that  should  be  ours. 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,  beard  to  beard. 
And  beat  them  backward  home.  [^  cry  of  women  toithin. 

What  is  that  noise  f 

Sey.  It  is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  lord.         [Exit.(J*} 

Macb.  I  have  almost  forgot  the  taste  of  fears : 
The  time  Ras  been,  my  senses  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  night-shriek ;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  dismal  treatise  rouse  and  stir 
As  life  were  in 't :  I  have  supp'd  full  with  horrors ; 
Direness,  familiar  to  my  slaughterous  thoughts, 
Cannot  once  start  me, 

Ee-enter  Setton. 
Wherefore  was  that  cry  ? 

Sey.  The  queen,  my  lord,  is  dead. 

Macb.  She  should  have  died  hereafter ; 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  such  a  word. — 
To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow, 
Creeps  in  this  petty  pace  from  day  to  day. 
To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time ; 
And  all  our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dusty  death.     Out,  out,  brief  candle ! 
Life's  but  a  walking  shadow ;  a  poor  player. 
That  struts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  stage. 
And  then  is  heard  no  more :  it  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  sound  and  fury, 
Signifying  nothing. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Thou  com'st  to  use  thy  tongue ;  thy  story  quickly. 

MeM.  Gracious  my  lord, 
I  should  report  that  which  I  say  I  saw, 
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But  know  not  how  to  do  it. 

Macb,  Well,  say,  sir. 

Mess.  As  I  did  stand  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 
I  look'd  toward  Birnam,  and  anon,  methought. 
The  wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Liar  and  slave ! 

Meet.  Iiet  me  endure  your  wrath,  if 't  be  not  so : 
Within  this  three  mile  may  you  see  it  coming; 
I  say,  a  moving  grove. 

Macb,  If  thou  apeak'st  false, 

Upon  the  next  tree  shalt  thou  hang  alive, 
Till  famine  cling  thee :  if  thy  speech  be  sooth, 
I  care  not  if  thou  dost  for  me  as  much. — 
I  pull  in  resolution ;  and  begin  * 

To  doubt  the  equivocation  of  the  fiend. 
That  lies  like  truth :  "  Fear  not,  till  Bimam  wood 
Do  come  to  Bunsinane ;" — and  now  a  wood 
Comes  toward  Dunsinane. — Arm,  arm,  and  out ! 
If  this  which  he  avouches  does  appear. 
There  is  nor  flying  hence  nor  tarrying  here. 
I  gin  to  be  a-weary  of  the  sun. 

And  wish  the  estate  o'  the  world  were  now  undone. — 
Ring  the  alarum-bell ! — Blow,  wind !  come,  wrack ! 
At  least  we'll  die  with  harness  on  our  hack.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  VI.     The  lame.    A  plain  be/ore  ike  cattle. 
Enter,  with  drum  and  coloura,  Malcolm,  old  Siward,  Macduff, 
Ac,  and  their  Army  with  hovghe. 
Mai.  Now  near  enough ;  your  leafy  screens  throw  down, 
And  show  like  those  you  are. — Youj  worthy  uncle, 
Shall,  with  ray  cousin,  your  right-noble  son, 
Lead  our  first  battle :  worthy  Macduff  and  we 
Shall  take  upon 's  what  else  remains  to  do, 
According  to  our  order. 

Siw.  Fare  you  well. — 

Do  we  but  find  the  tyrant's  power  to>night, 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight. 
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Macd.   Make  all  our  trumpets  speak;  give  them  all 
breath, 

Those  clamorous  harbtngera  of  blood  and  death.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  VII.     The  same.    Another  part  of  tke  plain. 
ACaruma.    Ehiter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  The;  have  tied  me  to  a  stake ;  I  cannot  fly, 
But,  bear-like,  I  must  fight  the  course. — What's  he 
That  was  not  bom  of  woman  ?     Such  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  yaujig  SiwjUU). 

Yo.  Siw.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Macb.  Thou'lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 

Yo.  Siw.  No ;  though  thou  call'st  thjself  a  hotter  name 
Than  any  is  in  hell. 

Macb.  My  name's  Macbeth. 

Yo,  Siu>.  The  deril  himself  could  not  pronounce  a  title 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear. 

Macb.  No,  nor  more  fearful, 

Yo.  Siw.  Thou  liest,  abhorred  tyrant ;  with  my  sword 
III  prove  the  lie  thou  speak'st. 

[They  fight,  and  young  Siuiard  m  tlain. 

Macb.  Thou  wast  bom  of  woman. — 

But  swords  I  smile  at,  weapons  laugh  to  scorn, 
Brandish'd  by  man  that's  of  a  woman  born.  [£xil. 

Alarums.   Enter  MAcovrr. 
Macd.  That  way  the  noise  is. — Tyrant,  show  thy  face ! 
If  thou  be'st  slain  and  with  no  stroke  of  mine, 
My  wife  and  children's  ghosts  will  haunt  me  stilt. 
I  cannot  strike  at  wretched  kerns,  whose  arms 
Are  hir'd  to  bear  their  staves :  either  thou,  Macbeth, 
Or  else  my  sword,  with  an  unbatter'd  edge, 
I  sheathe  again  undeeded.     There  thou  shouldst  be ; 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greatest  note 
Seems  bruited : — let  me  find  him,  fortune ! 
And  more  I  beg  not.  [Exit.    Alarums. 
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fnfar  Ualcouc  and  old  Siwabd. 

Sim.  This  way,  my  lord ; — the  castle's  gently  rendei'd : 
The  tyrant's  people  on  both  sides  do  fight ; 
The  noble  thanes  do  bravely  in  the  wai ; 
The  day  almost  itself  professes  yours. 
And  little  is  to  do. 

Mai.  We  have  met  with  foes 

That  strike  beside  us. 

Sivf.  Enter,  sir,  the  castle. 

[^Exeunt.    Alarums. 


ScehbTIII.     The  tame.    Another  part  of  the  plain. 
Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Why  should  I  play  the  Roman  fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  sword  ?  whiles  I  see  lives,  the  gashes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  Turn,  hell-hound,  turn  1 

Macb,  Of  all  men  else  I  have  avoided  thee: 
But  get  thee  back ;  my  soul  is  too  much  charg'd 
With  blood  of  thine  already, 

Macd.  I  have  no  words, — 

My  voice  is  in  my  sword ;  thou  bloodier  villain 
Than  terms  can  ^ve  thee  out !  \_2^eyfyht, 

Macb.  Thou  losest  labour : 

As  easy  mayst  thou  the  intrenchant  air 
With  thy  keen  sword  impress,  as  make  me  bleed : 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crests ; 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  must  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  bom. 

Macd.  Despair  thy  charm ; 

And  let  tbe  angel  whom  thou  still  hast  serv'd 
Tell  thee,  Macduff  was  from  his  mother's  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Macb.  Accursed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  so, 
For  it  hath  cow'd  my  better  part  of  man  I 
And  be  these  ju^ling  fiends  no  more  believ'd, 


Uigilizecoy  Google 


««  MACBETH.  [iCtv. 

That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  sense ; 

That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  our  ear. 

And  break  it  to  our  hope ! — I'll  not  fight  with  thee. 

Macd.  Then  yield  thee,  coward, 
And  live  to  be  the  show  and  gaze  o'  the  time : 
We'll  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monsters  are, 
Fainted  upon  a  pole,  and  underwrit, 
"  Here  may  you  see  the  tyrant." 

Macb.  I  will  not  yield. 

To  kiss  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm's  feet. 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curse. 
Though  Birnam  wood  be  come  to  Dunsinane, 
And  thou  oppos'd,  being  of  no  woman  born, 
Yet  I  will  try  the  last: — ^before  my  body 
I  throw  my  warlike  shield :  lay  on,  Macduff; 
And  damn'd  he  him  that  first  cries,  "  Hold,  enough !" 

[Exeunt,  fghting.f^^) 

Retreai.  Flourish.  Ento",  with  drum  and  txHoure,  Malcolu,  old 
SiwARD,  Boss,  Lennox,  Angus,  Caithees,  llENTErrH,  and 
Soldiers. 

Mai.  I  would  the  friends  we  miss  were  safe  arriv'd. 

Siw.  Some  must  go  off:  and  yet,  by  these  I  see, 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

Mai.  Macduffis  missing,  and  your  noble  son. 

Roti.  Your  son,  laj  lord,  has  paid  a  soldier's  debt: 
He  only  liv'd  but  till  he  was  a  man; 
The  which  no  sooner  had  his  prowess  confirm 'd 
In  the  unshrinking  station  where  he  fought. 
But  like  a  man  he  died. 

Siw.  Then  he  is  dead  ? 

Ross,  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  field :  your  cause  of  sor- 
row 
Must  not  he  measur'd  by  his  worth,  for  then 
It  hath  no  end. 

Siw.  Had  be  his  hurts  before  ? 

Bou.  Ay,  on  the  front. 

Siw.  Why  then,  God's  soldier  be  be ! 

Had  I  as  many  sons  as  I  have  hairs. 
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I  would  not  wish  them  to  a  fairer  death : 
And  so,  bis  knell  is  knoU'd. 

Mai.  He's  worth  more  sorrow. 

And  that  I'll  spend  for  him. 

Siw,  He's  worth  no  more : 

They  saj  he  parted  well,  and  paid  bis  score : 
And  80,  God  he  with  him  !('•)— Here  comes  newer  comfort. 

He-enter  MAcniiFF,  imth  Uacbeth'b  head. 

JUacd.  Hail,  king!  for  so  thou  art :  behold,  where  stands 
The  usurper's  cursed  head:  the  time  is  ^ee  : 
I  see  thee  compass'd  with  thy  kingdom's  pearl, 
That  speak  my  salutation  in  their  minds ; 
Whose  voices  I  desire  aloud  with  mine, — 
Hail,  King  of  Scotland ! 

JU.  Hail,  King  of  Scotland!      [Flourith. 

Mai.  We  shall  not  spend  a  large  expense  of  time 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  several  loves, 
And  make  us  even  with  you.     My  thanes  and  kinsmen, 
Henceforth  be  earls, — the  first  that  ever  Scotland 
In  such  an  honour  nam'd.     What's  more  to  do, 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time, — 
As  calling  home  our  exil'd  friends  abroad, 
That  fled  the  snares  of  watchful  tyranny ; 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  ministers 
Of  this  dead  butcher,  and  his  flend-Jike  queen, — 
Who,  as  'tis  thought,  by  self  and  violent  hands 
Took  off  her  life; — this,  and  what  needful  else 
That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  grace  of  Grace, 
We  will  perform  in  measure,  time,  and  place: 
So,  thanks  to  all  at  once  and  to  each  one, 
Whom  we  invite  to  see  us  crown'd  at  Scone. 

IFlouriih.    Exeunt. 
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p.  381.  0)       "Fint  Witch.  leamt,  OragmulAUt 
AU.  PaddoeAeaam—aMHl— 
Fair  ajbul,  tmdfoul  ujair,"  &0. 
hM  been  distribnted  tbiu ) 

"Firit  Wilch.  I  come,  Grmymalkin  1 
Sec.  Wileh.  Paddock  c&lla  :— Anon. 
AIL  Fair  U  ronl,  and  foul  ia  fair,"  be,— 
and  indeed  it  laemfl  probable  (hat  the  author  intended  only  (he  concluding 
couplet  to  be  ipoken  in  chorus. 

F.  383.  (>)  "gaOov^atta"  ha. 

So  the  senond  tblio. — The  fint  folio  baa  "  Gi)JZiwKTOue&,*  &c. 

P.  382.  (*)     "Aidjbrtune,  on  his  Jamaid  qtiarrd  imiimg, 
S/tovi'd  OAe  a  rebeTt  wAore,"  &c 

The  folio  hu  " on  hU  daniTieil  Qaarry  tmiiitig"  Ice. ;  bat,  long  before 

Ur.  Collier's  H«.  Corrector  was  heard  ot,  moiC  of  the  editors  had  agreed  that 
"quarrd"  is  the  geoaine  reading.^" The  word  guarrd,"  obserrea   Malone, 
"occurs  in  Holinshed'a  relation  of  this  very  IhcC,  and  maj  be  regarded  as  a 
sufficient  proof  of  Its  having  been  tbe  term  here  employed  hy  Shakespeare: 
*0n(  of  the  westeme  lies  there  came  into  bim  [Makdowald]  a  great  multitude 
of  people,  offering  themaeluea  Co  aaaiit  him  in  that  rebellioui  quaretV   SitU 
qfScoliaHd,  p.  365,  ed.  1808.    .    .    .    Again  in  this  plajt  [p.  494], 
'and  tbe  chance  of  goodness 
Be  like  our  warranted  qaarreU' 
Here  we  have  tcarratittd  quaml,  the  exact  opposite  of  daaaitd  gvarrd." 

On  this  passage  Boawell  hat  a  note,  which  would  almost  aeem  to  have 
been  written  in  ridicule  of  the  commentators:  he  suggests  that  here  "quarry" 
may  mean  "arrow,"  and  that  there  may  be  no  more  objection  to  the  eipres- 
aion,  "Fortune  uniling  on  a  warrior's  quarry  [i.e.  arrow],"  than  to  "Fortune 
smiling  on  a  warrior's  npordL" — Mr.  Enigbt,  who  retains  "quarry"  in  tbe  sense 
of  prey,  saya;  "  the  '  damned  qnany'  ia  the  doomed  army  of  kemcs  and  gal- 
lowglosaea,  who,  although  fortune  deceitfully  smiled  on  tbem,  fled  before  tbe 
sword  of  Macbeth,  and  became  hia  fiuirr)i— his  prey."  How,  on  earth,  could 
"  jtii"  mean  Macbelk't  f  surely,  it  must  have  escaped  Mr.  Knight  that  tie 
name  of  Macbeth  hat  not  yet  bemmmlumtd  in  Ait  teeml — Mr.  Singer  (.Sbub- 
apcorc  Vindicated,  &o.  p.  350)  ia  also  a  defender  of  the  old  lection;  "The 
ejuthet '  datuud'  is  inapplicable  to  qaairtl  in  the  aense  which  it  here  l>earB  of 
condemned  [which  aenae  I  am  convinced  it  does  not  bear  here].  Mr.  Collier 
himself  says  (bat  qaarrTf  '  gives  an  obvious  and  striking  meaning  much  more 
forcible  than  qmareL' "  The  note  by  Mr.  Collier  ad  I  to  which  Mr.  Singer 
approvingly  rofers  ia ;  ■■  Bit  danuied  quarry,  Le.  His  army  doomed,  or  damned, 
to  become  tbe  'qnany'  or  prtf  of  hia  enemies," — as  forced  in  explanation 
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[    <«!     ] 
ma  well  otn  be ;  for  "  Aii  ipuirrjr"  could  oolj  lignify — bis  omr  quarry  or  i>r(||r. 
(Indeed,  a  defence  of  "  qaury"  ia  nothing  new :  ucording  to  Heath,  in  tiie 
Beiiual,  1T65,  here  "it  means  the  slaughter  and  depredations  made  bj  the 
re1)eL    Thdb  in  the  same  play  [p.  436], 

'  to  relate  the  manner, 

Were,  on  the  quarry  of  these  mnrder'd  deer, 

To  add  the  death  of  joil'  " 
Now,  jf  the  two  pamaget  an  to  be  anuidertd  am  pandltl,  and  "his  qmarrjf 
means  "  the  slaoghlar  and  depredations  made  by  the  rebel,"  most  we  not 
understand  "  the  quarry  of  th«se  mnrder'd  deer"  to  mean  "  tlie  quany  nude 
bj  these  murder'd  deer"?) 


F.  383.  (•)  "  Which  ne'er  (iooA  luouU,"  &U. 

Here,  if  "  Wkich"  be .  right,  it  is  equiralent  to  **  Who"  (Ia  Macbeth).— Ilia 
hai  been  altered  to  "  Who  »e'er,"  Sui.,  and  to  "  And  Tu'tr,"  fbc. 


P.  383.  (•)  "  thaiidert  brtak,"  &o. 

So  Pope. — In  the  folio  both  the  sense  and  meM  are  imperfect, — the  line  end- 
ing with  the  word  ■■  Aundert." — The  editor  of  the  second  folio  printed  "  Iktm- 
dert  bre*king,"  Sm. 

P.  3S3.  (•)  "  ITtat  *eem  U  tptah  tkmgi  ttnage." 

Johnson  would  aller  ^  $eemt"  to  "  teems ;"  and  Mr.  Collier's  Ml.  Corrector 
reads  "comes:"  but  the  old  text  certoioly  admit*  of  Heath's  interpretation — 
"  That  appears  to  be  upoo  the  point  of  speaking  things  strange." 

P.  383.  (0  "  Enter  Boas." 

The  folio  haa  "  Enter  Bosae  and  Angut,"— by  mistake,  it  would  appear. 

P.  383,  O      "And/an  our  people  cold. 

lioneag  himm^f,  u>Uh  lerribk  numbert, 

Anitled  hy  that  not!  didoyal  traitor 

TXe  thane  of  Caudor,  began  a  dimal  conflict,''  &0. 
Sidney  Walker  (Shaheepear^i  Vert\ficatioii,  &c  p.  13S]  would  arrange, — 
"And  fan  our  people  cold.    Norwaj  himself. 

With  terrible  numbers, 

Agisted  by,"  tec — 
In  the  last  line  the  modem  editors  usually  alter  "began"  to  "'gani"  but  tee 
p.  376,  note  (■*). 

P.  9S4.  (*)  "Ttie  Mpman't  card." 

To  this  line  Mr.  Collier'a  Ua.  Corrector  adds,  for  the  sake  of  a  rhyme, 
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"to  ahowt"  vid  Hr.  Collier  calls  it  "in  emendation  which,  we  can  icanxljr 
doubt,  giTOB  the  words  of  the  poet," — forgetting,  I  presQme,  thU  in  other  four 
places  of  this  scene  we  h«Te  llneg  without  any  rhjme ; 

"  ru  do,  m  do,  and  ITJ  do." 

"  Look  what  I  have. 
See.  Witch,  Show  me,  show  me." 

"  Thiu  do  go  about,  about." 

"  Peace  ! — the  charm's  wound  np." 

P.  885.  ('*)  "  to  Forretf' 

The  folio  has  "to  Saris  ?" 

P.  386.  (")  "  At  Aick  at  haU 

Came  pott  vith  pott,"  &c 
The  folio  has, 

"  at  thick  at  Tale 
Can  pctt  with  pott,"  it, — 
and  "Tale"  has  not  wanted  seTeral  defendera.  The  latest  of  them,  Hr. 
Sing«r,  remarks  (^Shaictptare  Viadicaled,  Sec  p.  SSI);  "Rowe  was  right  in 
correcting  the  obvious  misprint  can  to  eame,  but  wrong  in  disturbing  the  old 
undoubted  ward  tale :  '  aa  thick  as  tale'  is  as  quick  u  they  could  he  told  or 
numbered.  Shakespeare  [as  Steevens  had  already  observed]  has  the  word 
thick  for  qnick  twice,  and  BoreC  in  t.  *  Crebritas  literarum,  the  often  sending, 
or  Ihieie  coming  of  letters.'  "  But  was  such  an  expreasioo  as  "  thick  at  tale" 
ever  employed  by  any  irrlter  whatsoever?  I  more  than  doubt  it.  Kow, 
"  thick  at  hair  is  of  the  ccnntnoueBt  occurrence  i 

"Out  of  the  towne  came  quarries  thick  at  haile." 

DrnylOD's  BattaiU  o/A^incoart,  p.  30,  ed.  1697. 
"  Cnrse,  ban,  and  breath  out  damned  orisons. 
At  ihickt  at  kaUe-ttimu  for[e]  the  springs  approach." 

Firtt  Part  qfAe  Trotibltiome  BaigHt  of  Kiitg  John, 
sig.  7  «,  ed.  1632. 
"  The  English  archers  shoot  at  Ihitk  ai  kaile." 

Harington's  Orlando  Furioio,  b.  svL  st.  G  I. 
"  Bayning  down  bullets  from  a  stormy  cloud. 
At  Ihitk  at  hail,  upon  their  armies  proud." 

Sylvester's  Da  Bartai,— Fourth  Day  of  the  Firtt  Week, 
p.  38,  ed.  1611. 
"More  thick  they  &U  then  haile,"  && 

A  Berringt  Tat/le,  Sea.  IG98,  sig.  Cs. 
"  Darts  Aick  at  haile  their  bocks  behiade  did  smite." 

Niccols's  King  Arthur,— A  Winter  Nightt  Vimnt,  &c. 
(Contin.  of  .^  Mir.  for  Mag.),  1610,  p.  BBS. 
(Mr.  Collier  informs  as  that  his  Ma.  Corrector,  though  he  changes  "Can"  to 
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"  C^mt,"  Itvne  "  Mtr"  MMiterei.  And  what  then  F  Thii  Ii  not  lli«  only  c«r- 
mpted  word  in  Macbtth  which  he  has  passed  OTer.'  we  are  told  that,  in  act  iL 
sc.  I,  "no  change  ia  made  {hy  the  Me.  Corrector]  in  'Tarqnin's  lanslung 
lidt*,'  (U  if  that  expratiim  tctrt  not  objectioHol/U."') 


P.  388.  (")  "  Are  aot,"  &V. 

a  the  second  folio. — The  first  folio  has  "  Or  no 


P.39I.  ("^  "  Come,  ymt  ipiritt,"  Sec 

Sir  W.  DaTenant  (in  bis  alteration  of  Macbeth')  printed  "  Camt,  all  yoa  wpaili^ 
&c.  1  Steerens,  "  Come,  come,  j/ou  ipiriu"  &c. 

P.  392.  (") 

"  Not  htaeen  peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  dark,"  &o. 
Hr.  Collier's  Mb.  Comctor  snbstitates  "- —  ihe  blanliness  qflhe  dart,"  Ac; 
nor  is  he-  the  only  one  who  has  nnnecessarilj  meddled  with  the  passage ;  tbr 

Colerid^  proposed  " the  blank  height  qfth«  dark,"  &c., — a  eonjectore 

which  ^>prared  in  the  first  ed.ofiiis  Toik-ToU  (il  996),  bnt  which,  on  mj 
nrgiog  its  absordity  to  the  editor,  was  omitted  in  the  second  edition  of  that 
ralQable  miBcellany.—Tbe  old  reading,  "blanAel,"  i*  tboronghtj  confirmed  bj 
the  qnotations  in  the  notes  to  the  Varior.  Shahapeare. 

F.  393.  (")     "  This  ignorant  preetnt,  and  Ifeel  now,"  &c 
On  the  modem  alteration,  "  Tkie  igtairant  pretext  time,  and  I  fad  » 
Sleerens  remarks;  "The  aense  does  not  require  tl 
tnie, — "  uid  it  is  too  much  for  the  m 

P.  398.C>«)  'marOet,"  iK. 

The  (blio  hu  "Boriet,"  &c 

P.  39S.  C")  »  When  thtf  nod  breed,"  . 

The  folio  has  "  Whtre  Aeg  miut  brttd,"  &o. 


P.  894.  ('•)  "  and  ihoai  of  tine,"  ic 

So  Theobald— The  foUo  has  "and  Schoole  ifftiat,"  &c. 

P.  39*.  ("0  "thie  eaat-handedjutHee,"  &c 

Mason  woold  read  "thns  eeen-handed,"  Sk.;  and  w>  Hr.  Collier's  Hs.  Conec- 
tor;  bnt  see  toL  It,  p.  632,  note  ("). 
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p.  394.  <*•)  'And/aUt  o.  tU  otier." 

Buuner  printed  "AndJiillM  or  ik'  oOia  side,"— Serenl  editon  hare  pren  the 
words  u  X  broken  aenteoce,  "Jitd/aEt  on  the  oAtr — " 

P.  395.  (")  "  Who  dara  do  more  it  rumt." 

The  folio  hu  "  Who  darei'tu)  more,"  &c~Mr.  Hnnter  (JVew  lOiuL  o/Siaif 
tpean,iL  179)  would  retain  "no,"  and  traiufer  theae  word*  to  Ladj  Macbeth: 
which  I  cannot  bat  think  as  improper  as  the  other  alterations  proposed  hj 
Hr.  Ennter  in  the  distribution  of  the  dialogne  throughout  this  scene. 


P.  39fl.  («)  «  Whal  beatt  tcat't,  that,"  &a 

Hr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  substitutes  "  What  boast  mu't,  tkat,"  &o.|  which, 
howerer  I  maj  regard  it  as  a  rery  doubtful  reading,  1  would  not,  with  Hr. 
Singer  iShaAt^/eare  Vtudleated,  &c  p.  aS3),  cbaracteriie  as  an  "absurd 
change." — On  this  alteration  see  my  Fete  Nottt,  be.  p.  134,  and  Bhakuooit 
Magaxint  fbr  OoL  18SS,  p.  459. 

P.  89S.  (»)  "  Wtfaai 

BiKt  KTOB  jmcr  emirage  to  tht  itickii^piace, 
Andw^Unol/iia." 
Here  the  ponotnalioii  of  the  folio  is  "  We  /aiU  t"  which  Mr.  Collier  retains, 
observing  that  "  perhaps  we  majr  talce  it  as  some  endence  of  the  ancient 
mode  of  deliTering  these  two  words  interrogatirely."  But  he  forgets  that  in 
the  folio  the  interrogation-point  is  frequently  equiTalent  to  an  exclamation- 
point. — Mr.  Eni^t  pjte  the  painting  which  Steepens  had  invested, "  Wt 
JaS."  He  remarks  "the  qniet  self-possesuon  of  tbe  punctuation  we  have 
adopted  appears  preferable  to  tbe  original  'We  ^?'"  Now,  any  kind  qf 
admtmm  on  tbe  part  of  Lady  Macbeth  that  the  attempt  might  prore  unauc- 
oessfiil,  is  surely  quite  Inconsistent  with  all  that  she  has  prerioiuly  sajd,  and 
all  that  she  afterwards  says,  in  the  present  scene.  Her  contemptuous  ezola- 
mation  "  We  fail  l"  is  designed  to  check  the  very  idea  of  fUlnre  as  it  rises  in 
her  busband^s  mind. 

P.  896.  C") 

"  £nter  BAKQno,  preceded  by  Flbasob  with  a  torch." 
The  wording  of  the  folio  is  "  Enter  Banqno,  and  Fleanoe,  with  a  Torch  before 
himg"  and  though,  in  the  stage-directions  of  old  j^ays,  "a  Torch"  sometimes 
means  a  torck-beartr  (as  "a  Trumpet"  means  a  Imnqttter),  I  agree  with  Mr. 
Collier  that  the  usual  modem  alteration  here,  "Enter  Banqno  and  Fleance, 
md  a  Servanl,  mth  a  torth  brfvre  them,"  ought  to  be  rgected.  Mr.  Collier 
observes,  "Fleance  carded  the  torch  before  his  &ther.  .  .  .  When  Mac- 
beth [presently]  enters  with  a  servant,  the  *  servant  with  a  torch'  is  ex- 
pressly mentioned  in  the  stage-direction  of  the  folios,  and  Macbeth  has  to  send 
a  necessuy  message  by  him  to  Lady  Macbeth — 'Go,  bid  thy  m 
And  see  note  (*'). 
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P.SB7.  (»)    "Sent  forth  great  largt**Ui  roar  qgktrt: 
Thit  diamimd  Ac  grtelt  your  w\fe  mAai, 
Bg  the  name  of  mat  kiad  hotUtt  i  anddintup 
In  meatitrdeu  cimtenl." 

The  folio  hM  " to  your  offices,"  Sus.,  k  iheer  misprint  (im  Halone'a 

noM  ad  L),  though  defended  by  SteeTeni,  Mr.  Knight,  ind  Mr.  CoUier,   (Hera 

the  second  folio  has  " and  jAmI  it  tip,"  &u.', — which,  to  mj  surprise, 

Mr.  Hnnter  (JVnv  JllutL  (ff  Shakesptart,  ii.  183)  brings  forward  w  llu  tme 
lection,  understanding  "  ihul  it  vp"  to  mean — shut  np  tlie  diamond  in  its  case.) 


P.  39a  (")    "  Tht  carlam'd  rieep  i  wilehentft  edebratee,"  Sec. 
A  manifestly  imperfect  line. — Darenant  (in  hi*  alteration  of  Macbetk')  printed 
"The  curtain'd  tleepi   now  tntckcrafl  celebralei,"  ka.  —  Steevens  proposed 
"  7^  eurtain'd  sleeperi  mteher^fl  cd^ratet,"  &c.;  and  ■□  reads  Ur.  Collier's 
Mb.  Correotor. 

P.  3B8.  (") 

"  With  Targuin'e  raeithing  itridei,  tomardM  hU  daig* 
Monet  lihe  a  ghoeL — Thoit  nri  tmdfirm-iel  earth. 
Hear  not  mg  ilepi,  which  teai)  the)  lealh,  for  fear,"  Sec. 
The  folio  has, 

"  With  Tarquiiu  roKuAinj  sides,  toiaard*  hit  deeigM 
Moaee  hie  a  Chott.     THou  sowre  <atdfirae-*et  Earth 
Btart  not  mg  ittpe,  which  they  nut;  Koike,  for  f tan,"  &«. 
Here  the  correatioD"«(rH{c^' (which  is  no  doubt  the  genuine  reading)  wa4 

P.  399.  CO  "the  atUn^,  atidnot&e  deed, 

Confimadt «." 
"This,"  says  Mr.  Hnnter  (JWne  IBiul.  of  Shahetpeare,  iL  182),  "is  nsnally 
printed  with  a  comma  after  ■  attempt'  This  is  wrong.  An  unsnccesaM 
Bttonpt  would  produce  to  them  infinite  mischief— «n  attempt  without  the 
deed."— To  me  at  least  it  is  plun,  that  here  "  the  attempt"  it  put  in  strong 
oi^MMition  to  "  Me  deed,"  and  Utat  "  dmfotmde"  has  no  reference  to  future 
mischief,  but  solely  to  the  perplexity  and  canslernation  of  the  momenL 


P.  403.  (")  "  To  comtttnaiKt  (Ati  honor  I  [Alarum- 

Be-euter  Lady  Haobeth. 
I^y  H,  Whaf$  tie  iuweu,"  &c. 

The  folio  ha«, 

"  To  eountemaxce  Ihii  horror.    Ring  the  BelL 
Bdl  ringt.    Enter  Lady. 
Lady.  What'*  the  Biuinettt?"  Uc. 
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But  Theolwld  nw  that  the  words  "Hing  the  bell"  are  a  stege-dircctioii ; 
"  ia  proof  of  thU,"  he  tdis,  "  we  may  observe  that  the  hemiittch  ending 
UaodofiTs  speech,  and  that  begioaing  Lady  Macbeth's,  make  np  a  complete 
Terae." — The  players,  as  Malone  remarks,  having  mistaken  "  King  the  Bell" 
fbr  a  portion  of  Macduff's  speech,  inserted  the  stage-directioo  "BtUringt." 


F.  404  (**)  "Be-enter  MACBBTHand  Lennox." 

Here  iSi.  Collier  observes;  "The  folio  adds  'and  Bosse'  Co  this  stage-direc- 
tion;  bat  Bosse  has  not  beeo  on  the  stage  in  this  act,  and  he  is  employed  in 
the  next  •cene." — There  seems  an  impropidety  in  his  absence  (as  well  as  in 
that  of  Angus, — see  p.  392)  on  the  present  occasion:  but  I  do  not  see  by  what 
arrangement  he  can  be  introduced  in  this  scene  early  enough  to  accoiupany 
Uacheth  and  Lennox  to  the  chamber  of  the  king. 

P.  406.  (") 

"Andytt  dark  night  ttrangla  the  &avcUijig  tamp,"  &c. 
Here  Mr.  Collier  was  Aisled  by  a  correspondent  to  retain  the  old  spelling 

" (As  tranailing  Lampe,"  ftc.    See  my  Rtmarki  on  Mr.  CoUitr'i  and  Mr. 

Knigif*  tdt.  of  ShaJuipeare,  p.  19S  (where  I  might  have  cited, 
"  The  traviSing  ma  sees  gladly  from  on  high,"  &c. 

Cowley's  DavideU,  b.  iL,—  Worlu,  i.  349,  ed.  1707). 


F.  408.  C)  •'Let your  higlnuu 

Command  upoa  mt;  lo  lAe  which,"  &c. 
Has  been  altered  to  "lAy  your  highnai,"  Stc, — Mason  proposes  "Set  jmiir 
kiglaa^",&e.    (He  adds,  "unlau  'eommamiT  is  used  as  a  noun,  (here  is  no- 
thing to  which  the  following  words, '  to  the  which,'  can  possibly  refer,"— a 
nmark  which  oug^t  not  to  have  come  from  one  familiar  with  our  early 

P.409.  (»)  "God  be  Kith  your 

Here,  if  the  author  did  not  write  "  God  h'  wi'  you,"  he  at  least  intended  the 
aboTC  words  to  be  so  pronounced.    See  Sidney  Walker's  Shaketptare'i  Verti- 


P.  409.  (*<)  "  the  teed  qfSamqtio,"  tec 

The  folio  has  "  the  Seizes  qf  Banguo,"  &c. ;  which  I  do  not  vcnturo  to  retain 
on  the  strength  of  a  somewhat  doubtful  reading  in  the  Sec  Part  of  Marlowe's 
Tambtirlaine,  "  And  live  in  all  your  eetdi  immortaUy"  (  Worlu,  L  333,  ed.  Dyce), 
since  it  [s  a  frequent  error  of  the  folio  to  put  Che  plural  of  substantives  instead 
of  the  singnlar  (see  an  instance  in  this  plar,  note  ('<')  ),  and  since  it  is  unlikely 
that  Shakespeare  (who  in  TroUta  and  Crettida,  a<:l  iv.  sc  S,  has. 
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"  ThOD  art,  fTMt  lord,  m j  Other's  iUt«r*i  ton, 
A  coorin-germui  to  greftt  Priaia's  teed^  &c) 
would  so  deviate  here  from  common  phnseology  u  to  term  &  man's  istne  his 
tttdi.    (Mr.  Collier  in  the  first  ed.  of  b[s  Shakeipeart,  printed  "  Ae  seed*  tf 
Banqm,"  &c.i  bat  in  his  one-volume  ed.  he  has  given,  at  thv  bidding  of  bis 
Ms.  Corrector,  *>  the  teed  o/Banquo,"  &c.) 

P.  410.  C)  "Not  C  the  KorttroHA,"  &c 

This  halting  line  has  been  amended  to  "  And  notintht  aorit  raiJi,"  &c 

P.  4la,  (*)  "  Wt  kavt  Moleh'd,"  4c 

The  folio  has  "  We  hone  scorch'd,"  &c. 


P.  412.  {")        "But  Ut  the  frame  oflhinga  dujoinl. 

Both  the  vorhk  nffer. 

Ere  tue,"  &c. 
This  is  the  arruigemeDt  of  the  folio. — Qj.  ought  we  to  print  m  one  line, 
"Butlet&e/rameo/thingiduioint,bothlhevorliUeiiffer"}     Or  is  the  passsgt 
mutilated  7     Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  perfects  the  measure  of  the  first  line 
bj  reading  "But  let  the  eteruai  Jrame,"  Sus. 


P.  411  (") 

"  Whom  at,  to  gain  our  peace,  have  tent  to  peace,"  &e. 
Was  altered  b;  the  editor  of  the  second  fulio  to  "  Whom  wi,  to  gat/He  oar  place, 
haveKnl  to  peace,"  &c.;  which  has  been  usually  adopted  by  the  modem  editors. 
But  the  old  lectioQ  is  not  to  be  hastily  discarded,  when  we  consider  what 
a  fondness  Shakespeare  has  for  the  repetition  of  words. 

P.  413.  (•■)  "  Uiui^e  the  ahUe,  that  wt,"  &c. 

Steeveos  has,  I  think,  rightly  explained  this  passage;  and  I  also  think  that 
be  is  right  in  supposing  it  to  be  mutilated, — some  words  having  dropped  ont, 
which  originally  rendered  tbe  senlimeut  less  obscure. 


P.  413.  (*^  "Light  (Uciens;  atid  Ae  crov 

Makea  to  the  rooh/  •mxJ,"  &o. 
"  On  this  passage  Steevette  has  all  the  annolation  to  himself  and  so  he  oriti- 
eises  bis  own  criticisms,  and  corrects  his  own  emendations.     1st,  rookg  is 
reeky  or  damp;  Sdly,  it  is  a  rookery;  Sdly,  to  rook,  or  to  rvck,  is  to  roost; 
Uierefore  the  Une  is  to  stand, 

'  Makes  Wing  to  rooh  C  fA'  wood:' 
and  he  calls  this  reforming _  the  passage,  which,  like  some  other  reforms  in 
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Chtmh  BBd  SUte,  lekTe  thingB  rnnoh  wonft  Oaa  they  wer*  before.  Bat  tt 
mnit  mrelj  be  known  to  the  geoenl  raader,  that  the  'crow'  is  the  common 
appellation  of  the '  rook,'  the  latter  word  being  ased  only  when  ire  would  speak 
Willi  precision,  and  nerer  hy  the  country  people,  aa  the  word  *  crow-keeper' 
will  serre  to  show,  which  meaiu  the  boy  who  keeps  the  rvolu  (not  carrion 
crows)  off  the  leed-com.  The  carrion  crow,  which  is  the  crow  proper,  being 
almost  extinct,  the  neoesaity  of  distinguishing  it  from  the  mck  has  passed 
away  in  common  usage.  The  passage  therefore  simply  means,  'tiie  rook 
hastens  its  evening  flight  to  the  wood  where  its  fellows  are  already  assem- 
bled;* and  to  OUT  mind  the  term  'rooky  wood'  is  a  lively  and  natoral  pictnre; 
the  generic  term  'crow'  is  used  for  the  tpecijie  'rook.'"  The  preceding  re- 
marks (which  decisively  estahlish,  and  satisfoclorily  explain,  the  reading 
"nwi^,")  are  hy  the  Bct.  J.  Mitford  (Genfbiwui'i  Magaiim  for  August  1814, 
p.  129). 


F.414.  (")    "Enter  RiXQDO,  and  Flkuccb  with  a  torch." 
"Here  agwn  [we  note  (**)]  Fleance  carries  the  larch  to  light  his  fhtherj  and 
in  the  old  stage-direction  nothing  is  said  abont  a  eervatd,  who  would  obviously 
be  in  the  way  when  his  master  was  to  be  murdered.    The  etrvant  is  a  merely 
modem  iDterpoIation."    CoLuxn. 

P.4I8.  (,")  "  if  trembling  J  inkabil  then,  proU*tmt 
Tlie  babg  of  a  girL" 
This  is  the  reading  of  the  folio;  and,  though  Henley,  Home  Tooke,  and  Mr. 
Singer  have  proaonnced  it  to  be  right,  I  nevertheless  consider  it  as  very 
donhtful; — and  so,  I  find,  does  Dr.  Richardson, 2>icL  sub  "Inhabit."  (See  the 
notes  ad  I.  in  the  Variar.  SkaAapeart,  my  Remarkt  on  Mr.  CoUier's  and  Mr. 
Knighti  edi.  iff  SJutiapeare,  p.  199,  and  Mr.  Singer's  Shatetpeart  Vindicated, 
&C.  p.  355.) — He  editor  of  the  second  folio  changed  the  punctuation  of  the 
line  thus, 

"  l^f  trembling  I  inhabit,  then  proUMt  me,"  Sec — 
The  modem  alterations  are, 

"^IWiKWuiy /inhibit  Ask, profM/Mw,"  4e. 

"  Jf  trtnUing  I  inhibit  thee,  protett  me,"  &o. 
(The  alleraiion  of  Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  is  almost  too  ridiculous  to  be 

"fftrmbling  I  exhibit,  then  proteet  su,"  &c} 


P.IIS.CO    "Atid  keep  the  tuitaralrvbyttf  your  chedu. 
When  nine  are  blaneh'd  with/txtr." 
"  The  old  copy  reads  ■  it  blaneh'd.'    Sir  T.  Hanmer  corrected  this  passage  in 
the  wrong  place,  by  reading  'cheek;'  in  which  he  has  been  followed  by  the 
subsequent  editors.    His  correction  gives,  peritaps,  a  more  el^ant  text,  but 
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not  th«  text  of  SbtJtespeare.  The  Rlteration  now  nuid«  U  onlj  thkt  wfaich 
ererj  editor  hu  been  obliged  to  make  in  slffloat  efvtj  page  of  these  plajn. — 
In  thU  Terj  scene  the  old  copy  has  '  the  timei  hat  been,'  &c  Periiipi  it 
may  be  uid  that  'mtiu'  lefere  to  'mty,'  and  that  therefore  no  change  is  neoea- 
■arf.  But  this  aeems  very  hajsh."  M11.OKB. — AsBuredlj  "mint"  does  not 
refer  to  " nibs" 


P.  4a0.  (*•)        ["  Music  and  aong  within, '  Com  away,  com  amtf,'  lie" 
Compare,  in  MiddleEon's  WiU:h,  act  iii.  ac  3,^WotIu,  iii  SOS,  ed.  Dyce; 
"Song  above. 
Come  away,  come  away, 
Hecate,  Hecate,  come  away  t 
Hec,  I  come,  I  come,  I  come,  I  come. 
With  all  the  speed  I  may,"  &c.— 
On  the  question  whether  Shakespeare  borrowed  from  Middleton,  or  Middle- 
Ion  from  Shakespeare,  see  the  "  Account  of  Middleton"  prefixed  to  bis  WorlU, 
LLaqq^and  Malone's  Ljfe  0/  SAaJu^tart,  p.  4S0  sqq.  ed.  1831. 

P.  420.  ('•)         "  Enter  Lbkitoi  and  another  Lord." 
Here,  in  my  copy  of  tlie  folio,  **  another  Lord"  is  altered,  in  old  handwriting, 
to  "Rou," — and  rightly  perhaps. 

P.  «1.  («) 

"And  the  righl-vatiaitt  Banqiio  laaHi'd  too  late; 

Wiom,  you  nay  lay,  if  I  pleate  you,  Fleanct  luB'd, 

For  FUancefied :  men  miul  just  leaik  loo  late. 

Who  caanot  want  the  tiuntghl,  how  nuaulroui 

It  icasjbr  MaJaiitn  and  for  Donaibain 

To  an  their  gracioai  falhttf" 
Mr.  Grant  White  observes:  "It  is  to  Banquo  that  Lennox,  in  hla  iivnical 
rein,  applies  tlie  second  time,  as  well  as  the  first,  the  phrase  *  walk'd  too  late.' 
Now,  Macbeth  seiied  the  opportanity  of  Banquo's  late  walking,  to  put  him 
ont  of  the  way,  chiefly  because  Banquo  more  tlian  suspected  who  was  the  real 
perpetrator  of  the  crime,  which  Lennox,  ironically  conforming  to  general 
report,  ascribes  to  Malcolm  and  Donalbain.  This  suspicion  was  obviously 
the  reason  for  the  murder  of  Banquo  by  the  order  of  Macbeth.  May  we  not 
then  remove  the  point  after  the  last  'late,'  and  nad  thus,  making  the  passage 
declarative  instead  of  interrogative? 

'And  the  right- valiant  Banquo  walk'd  too  late; 

Whom  you  may  say,  if't  please  you,  Fteance  kill'd; 

For  Pleance  fled.    Men  must  not  walk  too  late 

Who  cannot  want  ^e  tiion^^t,  how  monstroni 

It  was  for  Malcolm  and  for  Donalbun 

To  kill  their  gracious  father.' 
That  Ib, — '  Men,  who  will  think  that  the  alleged  murder  of  Duncan  by  bis  sons 
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it  a  cHme  too  monatroiu  for  belief,  must  be  careful  not  to  wttk  too  l&te.' " 
Sliaiespeart't  Schoiar,  Jto.  p.  403,— My  kind  friend,  Mr,  Grant  White,  must 
allow  me  to  aay  that  I  tbink  his  ch&nge  of  the  panctuation  in  this  pEus^e 
quite  wrong,  and  bis  explanation  over-subtle : — surely,  Macbeth'a  chl^rtaaon 
forgetting  rid  ofBanquo  wu, — nof'becaase  Banquo  more  than  suspected 
who  was  the  real  perpetrator  of  the  crime  [of  Duncan's  murder],"  but, — be- 
came the  Witches  had  declared  that  Banquo  was  to  be  "  hther  to  a  line  of 
kings;"  hence  Macbelh's  injunction  to  the  Murderers  (p.  411); 
"  and  with  him 

(To  leare  no  luba  nor  botches  in  the  work) 

Fleance  his  son,  that  keeps  him  company, 

Whote  ahtertce  U  no  Im  material  to  me 

Tkati  it  hitfather't,  must  embrace  the  ikte 

Of  that  dark  hour." 
(Compare  Holinsbed:  "The  woords  also  of  the  three  weird  sisters  would  not 
oat  of  his  mind,  which  as  they  promised  him  the  kiugdome,  so  likewise  did 
they  promise  it  at  the  same  time  mto  the  posteritie  of  Baoquho.  Be  willed 
tkertfon  the  same  Baoquho,  with  his  soDne  named  Fleance,  to  come  to  a 
supper  that  he  had  prepared  for  them,  which  was  indeed,  as  he  had  denised, 
present  death  at  the  hands  of  certeine  murderers,"  &c.  ifuf.  a/  Satlltmd, 
p.  371,  ed.  1808.) 

On  the  line  "  Who  aanol  vonl  the  thought,"  &c  Malone  remarks;  "Tha 
sense  requires,  'Who  com  want  the  thought,'  &c.  Yet,  I  beliere,  the  text 
is  not  corrupt.    Shakespeare  is  sometimes  incorrect  in  these  nnufue." 


P.  421.  (^  "  Tht  am  o/Bimcan,"  &c. 

Hie  folio  has  "  7^  aonnea  of,"  Ice. 

P.  421.  (*■)  "  Oie  king,"  Ssc. 

The  fulio  has  "their  King,"  &c 

P.  422.  (•)  ^■Harpitr,"  Sc. 

Has  been  altered  to  "  Harper,"— whether  rightly  or  wrongly,  I  am  not  de- 
monolo^t  enough  to  determine. 

P.  422,  (»)  "  Toad,  that  under  edd  itont,"  Sco. 

A.  defectiTe  line.    Shakespeare,  in  all  probability,  wrote  " vnder  the  cold 

ftoiw,"  &c, — Pope's  emendation. 

P.  423.  (*')  "Enter  Hbkitb." 

Here  the  st^e-direetion  of  the  folio  is  "  Enter  Hecat,  and  the  other  three 
Witches:"  hot,  beyond  all  doubt,  it  means  nothing  more  than  that  Hecate 
joins  the  three  Witches  already  on  the  stage.^Varions  dramas,  written  long 
after  Macbtlh,  aSbrd  examples  of  stage-directions  trorded  in  the  same  unintel- 
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Hgible  atyh,  ^g.  Cowley's  CMtter  of  CoUman  S&M  opeu  with  k  Boliloqny  by 
Tnuman  Jatior:  hU  &ther  preseully  joiia  An,  and  the  Etage-directicm  ia, 
"  Enter  Trueman  Senior,  amd  Tritbiuk  Juh."  Again,  the  uoond  act  of  that 
pUy  commence*  with  »  solUoqa;  by  AvtHa;  ind,  when  Jane  j'oiu  Act,  wa 
find,  "fnJcr  ArsKLU,  Jnne." 


P.  «8.  C)  "  [Muaio  and  aoag,  •Block  ipiriU,'  Sm." 

This  long  is  found  entire  in  UiddleCon's  Wilch,  act  t.  sc.  2,~-Warlu,  iiL  398, 
ed.  Pyce.  The  two  first  lines  of  il  (and  whether  or  not  more  wu  introduced 
into  Macbeth  on  our  old  stage  ia  oncertain)  are, 

"  Black  spirits  and  white,  red  spirits  and  gray, 
Min^e,  mingle,  mingle,  yoa  that  mingle  may]" — 
According  to  Steerens, "  the  song  was,  in  all  probability,  a  tradi^onal  onei" 
and  tHz,  Collier,  more  confidently,  says,  "  Doubtlass,  it  docA  not  belong  to 
Middleton  more  than  to  Shakespeare ;  bat  it  wm  inserted  in  both  diwnaa 
because  it  wai  appropriate  to  the  occasion:"  but  qy  ? — See  note  (**). 

P.  424.  (*>)  "  TKough  bladed  com,"  &c. 

b  changed  by  Mr.  Collier's  Mb.  Corrector  to  "  Thom/h  bleadsd  eom,"  fcc; 
Tery  improperly:  see  Mr.  Singer's  ^aiaptare  Vindicate  $ce,  p.  SSS. 

P.  424.  (•*)  "  0/Hat»rt't  germiiu,"  &c 

So  Theobald.— The  folio  hu  "O/Naltira  Gi 


P.  43S.  C*)  "BebdUim'i  head,  rite  never,"  &c. 

The  folio  has  "Rebellious  dead,  rUe  never,"  &c.— Theobald  printed  "Bebel- 
lions  head,"  Sec;  "ie."  he  says,  "let  Rebellion  never  mahe  head  agunst  me 
tin,"  &C. — But  lUomei's  reading,  " RebtUion'e  head,"  gca,  (which  Hr.  Collier's 
Hs.  Corrector  also  gives),  is  evidently  the  right  one;  though  Capell  (JVbfra, 
&c  vol.  iL  33)  gravely  aesores  ua  that  it  "impairs  harmony,  and  ruins  poe- 
try," &&  <In  Richard  II.  act  iii.  ec.  8,  th#  old  eds.,  with  the  exoeptioD  of  the 
two  earliest  quartos,  have  Uie  misprint,  "  ShaJl  falur  inujsr  foide  icbelliona 

P.  426.  (")  " muf  thy  hair,"  &C. 

Has  been  altered  to  "and  lAy  air,"  &C., — wrongly,  I  believe. 

P.4S7.  (")  "Butnomorttighur 

Here  the  two  Ms.  Correctors, — Mr.  Collier's  and  Mr.  Singer's,— alter  "tighte" 
to  "flights;"  and  Che  same  alteration  ocenrred  to  Mr.  Grant  White  (^Shahe- 
tpean^e  SeMar,  Sm.  p.  105).—"  The  Ma.  Corrector  piopoaes  JliffhU;  and  not 
without  some  show  of  reason,     Uacbetb  has  just  been  informed  that  Macduff 
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bu  fl«d  to  Rnghmi,  Hid  the  eM«p»  hu  evidentlj  dlsooiqpoMd  him,  m  pbcing 
befond  hU  nteh  bit  moat  de>dlj  enemj.  Accordinglj  he  ii  lapposed  hj  the 
Ml.  Correotor  to  exclaim,  'No  more  fliglital  I  must  ttke  cue  thftt  no  more  of 
that  partjr  escape  me.'  Bat,  od  the  other  hand,  Hwbeth,  a  minute  before,  hat 
been  inreighing  against  the  wilchet.    He  says: 

*  Infected  l>e  the  air  whereon  they  ride. 
And  daou'd  all  those  that  trust  them  1' 
So  that  '  Bat  no  more  sight*'  maj  mean,  I  will  have  no  mare  dealings  with 
these  infernal  liags  [who  hare  jnst  Iwen  showing  him  a  succession  of  tigkU, — 
apparitions;  Che  last  of  which  drew  from  him  the  exclamation,  "Hairible 
ri^r^.  The  word  '  But'  seems  to  be  oat  of  place  in  connection  wilh '  flights' 
—and  therefore  we  pronounce  in  &Tour  of  the  old  reading."  Blaeheoott 
Magaxma  tar  Oct.  1833,  p.  461.  In  mj  opinion,  the  word  "Bml"  makes 
not  a  little  against  the  new  lection. 


P.  430.  (*■)  "Oou  thag-hair'd  viBain ."' 

The  Iblio  lias  "  Aou  Jutggt-eax'd  Villaiiu"  (*'  ear'd"  being  a  corruption  of 
"  hear'd,"  which  is  an  old  Bpelling  of  "  kair'd"). 

P.  430.  (•)  •'our  domt-faffn  birtAJom." 

The  folio  has  "oar  downfall  Bir&domt." 

P.  430,  (•)  •'YoKima/  deMrot  of  hat,"  tee, 

8o  ^nieobald. — ^e  Iblio  has  "  You  mag  disceme  of  him,"  ftc. 

P.  431.  (")  •'T^lilUit  affetr'dr 

TTie  folio  has  "  The  (»((«,"  &o. ;  but  aUone's  alteration  of  "  The"  to  "  Tk^  is 
hardly  to  be  doubted.  (Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  makes  the  same  change; 
see  Hr.  Collier's  one-volume  SftoAciprare.] 

P.4a3.  (*)        ••  DM totry dag tR« Uv'd.    Furs IAm nwSr 
In  this  line  the  "liu'if  of  ^e  folio  is  usually  altered  to  "lived."  —  Sidney 
Walker  (_Shaittptare't  Veriijkalion,  &c.  p.  139),  who  considers  (and  r^htly, 
I  briiere)  ■■  Far^  to  be  used  here  as  a  dissyllable,  obserrea ;  "  Certainly  not 
lulid;  Shakespeare  would  as  soon  have  made  dud  a  dissyllable." 

P.  434.  (^  -a^  Aerv-oppnoacA,"  Bos. 

The  first  folio  has  "they  httrt  approach"  &«.— Corrected  in  the  second  folio. 

P.434.(>*)  •'Alrtat^atapoim,''  tus. 

Hu  been  kltered  to  "All  ready  at,"  &e.,— wrongly:  see  Nattt  and  Queriet, 
ToL  TiU.  p.  839, 
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P.  437.  C»)  "  Tka  ftme  goa  vuady"  &0. 

Tbe  folio  haj  "  Thii  time  goti,"  &c,  wbich  i»  retained  b;  Mr.'  Knigbt : 
"  Gifford,"  ho  says,  "  has  shoirn,  in  ■  note  on  Mauinger,  that  the  two  words 
were  once  aynonymous,  in  a  musical  acceptaljon;  and  that  time  was  the  more 
ancieat  and  common  term."  Who,  except  Mr.  Knight,  will  aappose  tlist 
Gtifibrd  wonld  have  defended  the  reading  "  time"  in  such  a  passage  as  this  t 


F.  MO.  (")        "  He  cannot  biuMe  Au  dieUmper'd  amrtt 
WiHuti  the  bth  afrtatm." 
So  Sidney  Walker  (see  Preface  to  Shaketpeare't  Venification,  &e.  p.  xxL)  and 

Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector, — Tbe  folio  has  " hit  dulejHper'd  canse,"  Sec 

(A  critic  ia  BlacAacod'e  Magatine  tor  Oat.  "[ass,  ^.  461,  at.yatbt.t"^CKae'  fib 
the  place  perfect!;  well,  if  taken  for  his  afliairB  generally,  his  whole  sjstem  of 
procedure."    But  will  tbe  context  allow  us  to  take  it  ia  that  seose?) 


P.  441.  («>  "Thuptuk 

Win  chair  me  ener,  ar  diiseal  at  now." 
The  folio  has  "  W31  cheere  me  eutr,  or  dit-taU  mo  now." — That  "  cbeere"  it 
a  misuke  for  "  ehaire"  I  ahoald  hare  felt  confident,  even  if  I  had  never  known 
that  the  latter  word  was  snbstituled  both  by  Percy  and  by  Mr.  ColUer'a 
Ma.  Corrector.    (Mr.  Singer  ohserves ;"  The  second  fijUo  roads, 

'  Will  cheere  me  ever,  or  diteate  me  now.' 
In  Macbeth's  desponding  state,  the  idea  of  being  cheered  is  a  nataral  torn  of 
agreeable  anticipation,  and  therefore  cbaoge  is  onnecessary,"  &c.  Sliaie^tear» 
Vindicated,  &c.  p.  359.  Mr,  Singer,  then,  if  I  rightly  undeteland  bim,  Bgre«a 
with  tbe  earlier  modern  editors,  in  considering  the  reading  of  tbe  seeoMl 
fblio,  "  disease,"  as  the  true  one.    To  me  it  appears  decidedly  wrong.) 


P.  441.  («•)  "«,  wag 0/ life," Sio. 

Johnson  and  Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  would  read  "  ny  May  of  i\fi,"  &o. : 
but  tee  Gifford's  note  on  Masiinger,—  Work*,  iv.  SOS,  ed.  ISia 

P.  442.  (")  "  Cure  her  of  thai,"  Ac. 

8o  the  second  folio.— The  first  folio  omits  "  her." 

P.  442.  C*)        "  CUatiee  the  eluff'd  botom  of  that  periioia  etuff,"  &o. 

Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  sobstitntes  " that  perihus  grief,"  ftc    Bat 

see  M&lone's  note  ad  L  for  instances  of  similar  repetitions  in  Shakespeare, 
and  my  Few  Notei,  &c.  p.  1 28,  for  examples  of  them  in  Torious  other  writers. 
Besides,  the  Ms.  Corrector's  alteration  seems  to  introduce  an  impropriety  of 
expression — "  Clkinbb  the  bosom  of  obtef." 


,1,1.1,  Google 


[    465    ] 
P.  «a.  (")  '•tmna/'Sca. 

Ilie  folio  has  "  cjme,"  &o. 


F.  443.  C)        "For  whtre  Aert  i*  odtKoitagi  to  be  given. 

Both  viare  and  leu  have  given  Aim  the  rtBoU,"  An. 

JohoBon  proposed  " advantage  to  be  gone,"  8:0, ;  SteeTsns,  " adoait- 

tage  to  be  got,"  tee.  (Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  reads  " advaitlage  to  be 

g;otten,''&c,)jandMr.  Singer,  in  his  ed.  of  SA<i*«9i»or«,  1826," adaaiUage 

to  be  gain'd,"  So. 


P.  444.  (T*)  "  Were  Aey  wdforc'd,"  ftc 

BeTe"forc'd''xaBaaiitTengihenedi>ee  Todd's  JbAium'*  Dicf.  aab  "To  force," 
— 10th  sign,  of  the  word);  which  I  should  not  hue  thooght  it  necessarj  to 
mentioa  bnt  for  the  strange  alteration  of  Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector, — "  &rc'd" 
(k  «.  ttnffed). 

P.444.  C")  "Exit." 

The  folio  marks  neither  the  exit  DOT  the  re-entrance  of  Seyton. — On  theirords, 
"  The  queen,  my  lord,  is  dead,"  Mr.  Collier  obserres;  "  We  mnst  snj^osethat 
Seyton  has  gone  to  what  we  uow  call  '  the  wing'  of  the  stage  to  inqoire." 
But  "  going  to  the  wing,"  and  standing  there  to  glean  informatian,  was  sorelj 
aa  noususl  on  the  old  stage  as  it  is  on  the  modem ;  and  I  hkTe  no  doobt  that 
formerly  Seyton  went  oat  and  re-entered,  jnst  as  he  does  when  this  pla;  is 
performed  now-ft-daya;  — see  any  acting-copy  of  Maebelh.  (See,  too,  Mr. 
Collier's  one-Tolome  Shaieepeare,  where  Sey  ton  mahes  his  **  £ziC"  Ukd  "  Ba- 
enters" — on  the  antbority  of  the  Ma.  Comotor.) 


P.  448.  (M)  "  [Eieunt,  fighting. 

Hetreat.    Flourish,"  &c. 
I  hare  already  had  occasion  to  notice  the  absurdity  of  the  old  stage-directions 
in  this  scene  1  see  vol.  it.  p.  4SS,  note  ("). 


P.  44B.  C*)  "GodbtwitAhimr' 

eenote(»). 
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HAMLET. 
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DRAMATIS  PBRSONJB. 


Claitdidb,  king  of  DeoniMrk. 

EUmut,  Bon  to  tlie  foimer,  uid  nephsw  to  Uie  praieiit  king. 

PoLOHiua,  lord  cbamberlkin. 

HoEAXio,  friend  to  Hunlet. 

LusTEj,  son  to  Polonina. 

VOLTIMiin>,  "\ 

COBHXUDB,  I 

„  }  eoornen. 

GCILDXHBTBBV,     I 
OtMtO,  I 

A  Gentlemwa,      J 
A  PriMt. 

UUtCELLCBi    1      _ 

„  [-officers. 

BSOKAKDO,      J 

Tbuioiboo,  ft  loldier. 

BBT](ALi>a,  lerruit  to  Folonios. 

Piftjew, 

Two  Clowns,  gTBTe-digg«rt. 

FoBTiKBius,  prince  of  SoTway. 

A  CspCain. 

Engluh  Ambauadora. 

OiRTBimK,  queen  of  Denmark,  and  mother  to  HuttleL 
Ofhblia,  danghter  to  Poloniuk 

IiOrdi,  Iitdira,  Officers,  Boldien,  Sftilon,  Meueiigen,  »bA  other 

Attendant!. 

Ghort  of  Hunlet'i  Vathar. 
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HAMIiET»  PBINCE  OP  DENMAItE. 


ACT  I. 

ScBNS  I,     Eltinore.    A  platform  before  the  ctutle. 
FoAircaco  <U  hit  pott.     Enter  to  Aim  Bbbhaboo. 
Ber.  Who's  there  t 

Fran.  Nay,  answer  me :  stand,  and  unfold  yourself. 
Ser.  Long  live  the  king  t 
Fran,  Bernardo? 
Ser.  He. 

Fran.  You  come  most  carefully  upon  your  hour. 
Ser,  'Tis  now^)  struck  twelve;  get  thee  to  hed,  Fran> 

CISCO. 

Fran.  For  this  relief  much  thanks :  'tis  hitter  cold, 
And  I  am  sick  at  heart, 

Ber.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard  ? 

Fran.  Not  a  mouse  stirring. 

Ser,  Well,  good  night. 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcelliis, 
The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  haste. 

Fran,  I  think  I  hear  them. — Stand,  ho  I     Who 's  there  t 

Entor  HoBATio  and  Mabcellus. 
Sor.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mm;  And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Frtm,  Qire  you  good  night. 
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Mar,  O,  farewell,  honest  soldier : 

Who  hath  reliev'd  you  t 

Frtm.  Bernardo  has  m;  place. 

Give  you  good  night.  [Exit. 

Mar,  Holla!  Sernardo! 

Ser.  Say. 

What,  is  Horatio  there  t 

Hot.  a  piece  of  him, 

Ser,  Welcome,  Horatio : — welcome,  good  Marcellus. 

Mar.  What,  has  this  thing  appeai'd  again  to-n^ht  t 

Ser,  I  have  seen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  aays  'tis  but  our  fantasy. 
And  will  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him 
Touching  this  dreaded  sight,  twice  seen  of  us : 
Therefore  I  have  entreated  him  along 
With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  ni^t ; 
That,  if  again  this  apparition  come. 
He  may  approve  our  eyes,  and  speak  to  it. 

ffi>r.  Tush,  tush,  'twill  not  appear. 

Ser,  Sit  down  awhile ; 

And  let  us  once  again  assail  your  ears. 
That  are  so  fortified  agunst  our  story, 
What  we  two  nights  have  seen. 

ffor.  Well,  sit  we  down, 

And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  this. 

Ser,  Last  night  of  all, 
When  yond  some  star  that's  westward  from  the  pole 
Had  made  his  course  to  illaroe  that  part  of  heaven 
Where  now  it  bums,  Marcellus  and  myself, 
The  hell  then  heating  one, — 

Mar,  Peace,  break  thee  off;  look,  where  it  comes  again ! 

^nfor  Ghost 
Ser.  In  the  same  figure,  like  the  king  that's  dead. 
Mar.  Thou  art  a  scholar ;  speak  to  it,  Horatio. 
Ser.  Looks  it  not  like  the  king  f  mark  it,  Horatio. 
ffor.  Most  like :— it  harrows  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 
Ser.  It  would  be  spoke  to. 
Mar.  Question  it,  Horatio. 
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Hor.  What  art  thou,  that  usurp'st  this  time  of  night. 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form 
In  which  the  majesty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  sometimes  march  ?  hy  heaTen  I  cha^e  thee,  speak  t 

Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Ber.  See,  it  stalks  away  1 

Hor.  Staj  1  speak,  speak !  I  charge  thee,  speak  I 

\ExU  Ohoit. 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  answer, 

Ber.  How  now,  Horatio  I  you  tremble,  and  look  pale : 
Is  not  this  something  more  than  fantasy  f 
What  think  you  on't  t 

Hor.  Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe 
Without  the  sensible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mm:  Is  it  not  like  the  king  F 

Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thyself: 
Such  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on 
When  he  the  ambitious  Norway  combated ; 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when,  in  an  angry  parle. 
He  smote  the  sledded  Polacka(*)  on  the  ice. 
'Tis  strange. 

Mar.  Thus  twice  before,  and  just  at  this  dead  hour. 
With  martial  stalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

Hor.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work  I  know  not ; 
But,  in  the  gross  and  scope  of  my  opinion, 
This  bodes  some  strange  eruption  to  our  state. 

Mar.  Good  now,  sit  down,  and  tell  me,  he  that  knows. 
Why  this  same  strict  and  meat  observant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  subject  of  the  land; 
And  why  such  daily  cast  of  brazen  cannon. 
And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  wax ; 
Why  such  impress  of  shipwrights,  whose  sore  task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week ; 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  joint-labourer  with  the  day: 
Who  is't  that  can  inform  me  ? 

Hor.  That  can  I ; 

At  least,  the  whisper  goes  so.     Our  last  king, 
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Whose  image  even  but  now  appeax'd  to  us, 

Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 

Thereto  prick*)!  on  by  a  most  emulate  pride, 

Dar'd  to  the  combat ;  in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet 

(For  so  this  side  of  our  known  world  esteem'd  him) 

Did  slay  thid  Fortinbras ;  who,  by  a  aeal'd  comp&ct, 

Well  ratified  by  law  and  heraldry, 

Did  forfeit,  with  his  life,  all  those  his  lands 

Which  he  stood  seis'd  of,  to  the  conqueror : 

Against  the  which,  a  moie^  competent 

Was  gag^d  by  our  king ;  which  had  retura'd 

To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras, 

Had  he  been  vanquisher ;  aa,  by  the  same  cov'nant, 

And  carriage  of  the  article  des^'d,  (') 

His  fell  to  Hamlet.     Now,  sir,  young  Fortinbras, 

Of  unimproved  mettle  hot  and  full. 

Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there, 

Shark'd  up  a  list  of  landless  resolutes. 

For  food  and  diet,  to  some  enterprise 

That  hath  a  stomach  in't :  which  is  no  other 

(As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  state) 

But  to  recover  of  us,  by  strong  hand 

And  terms  compulsative,  those  foresaid  lands 

So  by  his  father  lost :  and  this,  I  take  it. 

Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations, 

The  source  of  this  our  watch,  and  the  chief  head 

Of  this  post-haste  and  romage  in  the  land. 

Ber.  I  think  it  be  no  other,  but  e'en  so : 
Well  may  it  sort,  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armgd  through  our  watch ;  so  like  the  king 
That  was  and  is  the  question  of  these  wars, 

Hor.  A  mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  mind's  eye. 
In  the  most  high  and  palmy  state  of  Rome, 
A  little  ere  tiie  mistiest  Julius  fell. 
The  graves  stood  tenactless,  and  the  sheeted  dead 
Did  squeak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  streets : 
As,(*)  stars  with  trtdns  of  fire,  and  dews  of  blood. 
Disasters  in  the  sun ;  and  the  moist  star. 
Upon  whose  infiuence  Neptune's  empire  stands. 
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Was  sick  almost  to  doomsday  with  eclipse : 
And  even  the  like  precurse  of  fierce  events, — 
As  harbingers  preceding  still  the  fates, 
And  prologue  to  the  omen  coming  on, — 
Have  heaven  and  earth  together  demonstrated 
Unto  OUT  climatuxes(^)  and  coimtrymen. — 
But,  soft,  behold !  lo,  where  it  comes  agun ! 

Be-enler  Ohost. 
I'll  cross  it,  though  it  blast  me. — Stay,  illusion ! 
If  thou  hast  any  sound,  or  use  of  voice, 
Speak  to  me : 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 
That  may  to  thee  do  ease,  and  grace  to  me, 
Speak  to  me : 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  country's  fiftte. 
Which,  lumpily,  foreknowing  may  avoid, 
O, speak ! 

Or  if  thou  hast  uphoarded  in  thy  life 
Extorted  treasure  in  the  womb  of  earth. 
For  which,  they  say,  you  spirits  oft  walk  in  death, 

[Cock  CTOWt, 

Speak  of  it: — stay,  and  apeak! — Stop  it,  Marcellus. 

Mar.  Shall  I  strike  at  it  with  my  partisan  ? 

Hot.  Do,  if  it  will  not  stand. 

Ber.  "Tis  here ! 

Hot.  'Tis  here! 

Mar.  'Tis  gone !  [Exit  Ghott. 

We  do  it  wrong,  being  so  majestical, 
To  offer  it  the  show  of  violence ; 
For  it  is,  as  the  air,  invulnerable. 
And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Ber.  It  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  cock  crew. 

Hot.  And  then  it  started  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  summons.     I  have  heard. 
The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  mom. 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  shrill-sounding  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day ;  and,  at  his  warning. 
Whether  in  sea  or  fiie,  in  earth  or  idr. 
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The  extravagaDt  and  erring  spirit  hies 
To  his  confine :  and  of  the  truth  herein 
This  present  object  made  probation. 

Mar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  saj,  that  ever  'gainst  that  season  coniea 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birth  is  celebrated. 
The  bird  of  dawning  singeth  all  night  long : 
And  then,  they  say,  no  spirit  can  walk  abroad ; 
The  nights  are  wholesome ;  then  no  planets  strike. 
No  fairy  takes,  nor  witch  hath  power  to  charm ; 
So  hallow'd  and  so  gracious  is  the  time. 

Hot.  So  have  I  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it. 
But,  look,  the  morn,  in  russet  mantle  clad. 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill : 
Break  we  our  watch  up :  and,  by  my  advice, 
I^et  us  impart  what  we  have  seen  to-night 
Unto  young  Hamlet ;  for,  upon  my  life, 
This  spirit,  dumb  to  us,  will  speak  to  him ; 
Do  you  consent  we  shall  acquaint  him  with  it. 
As  needful  in  our  loves,  fitting  our  du^  ? 

Mar.  Let's  do't,  I  pray ;  and  I  this  morning  know 
.Where  we  shall  find  him  most  conveniently.  \Ex* 


SCBNB  II.     The  tame.     A  room  of  Hate  in  the  tame. 

Xttttr  fAe  King,  Queen,  Kaxlet,  Polonius,  Labbtes,  Voltiuaitd, 
CoKNKLins,  Lords,  (md  Attendants. 

King.  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  brother's  death 
The  memory  be  green ;  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief,  and  our  whole  kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brow  of  woe; 
Yet  so  far  hath  discretion  fought  with  nature. 
That  we  with  wisest  sorrow  think  on  him, 
Together  with  remembrance  of  ourselves. 
Therefore  our  sometime  sister,  now  our  queen. 
The  imperial  jointress  of  this  warlike  state. 
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Have  we,  as  'twere  with  a  defeated  joy, — 

With  one  auspicious,  and  one  dropping  eye. 

With  mirth  in  funeral,  and  with  dirge  in  marriage, 

In  equal  scale  weighing  delight  and  dole,— 

Taken  to  wife :  noi  have  we  herein  barr'd 

YouT  better  wisdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 

With  this  afiair  along : — for  all,  our  thanks. 

Now  follows,  that  you  know,  young  Fortinhras, 

Holding  a  weak  supposal  of  our  worth, 

Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  brother's  death 

Our  state  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame, 

CoUeagued  with  the  dream  of  his  advantage, — 

He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pester  us  with  message. 

Importing  the  surrender  of  those  lands 

Lost  l^  his  father,  with  all  bonds  of  law. 

To  our  most  valiant  brother.     So  much  for  him. — 

Now  for  ourself,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting : 

Thus  much  the  business  is : — we  have  here  writ 

To  Norway,  uncle  of  young  Fortinbras, — 

Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  scarcely  hears 

Of  this  his  nephew's  purpose, — to  suppress 

His  further  gait  herein ;  in  that  the  levies. 

The  lists,  and  full  proportions,  are  all  made 

Out  of  his  subject : — and  we  here  dispatch 

You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you,  Voltimand, 

For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway ; 

Giving  to  you  no  further  personal  power 

To  business  with  the  king,  more  than  the  scope 

Of  these  dilated  articles  allow.  (■) 

Farewell  j  and  let  your  haste  commend  your  duty. 

Cor,  and  VoL  In  that  and  all  things  will  we  show  our 
duty. 

King.  We  doubt  it  nothing :  heartily  faxewell. 

[Exeunt  Voltimand  and  ComeUtu. 
And  now,  Laertes,  what's  the  news  with  you  ? 
You  told  us  of  some  suit ;  what  is't,  Laertes! 
You  cannot  speak  of  reason  to  the  Dane, 
And  lose  your  voice ;  what  wouldst  thou  beg,  Laertes, 
That  shall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking  f 
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The  bead  is  not  moie  native  to  the  heart, 
The  hand  more  instrumental  to  the  mouth, 
Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 
What  wouldst  thou  have,  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  Dread  m;  lord, 

Youi  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  France ; 
IVom  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Denmark, 
To  show  my  duty  in  your  coronation ; 
Yet  now,  I  must  confess,  that  duty  done. 
My  thoughts  and  wishes  hend  again  toward  France, 
And  how  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  pardon. 

King.  Have  you  your  father's  leave?  "What  says  Poloniuaf 

Pol.  He  hath,  my  lord,  wrung  from  me  my  alow  leave 
By  laboursome  petition ;  and,  at  last. 
Upon  his  will  I  seai'd  my  hard  consent : 
I  do  beseech  you,  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  hour,  Laertes ;  time  be  thine. 
And  thy  best  graces  spend  it  at  thy  will ! — • 
But  now,  my  cousin  Hamlet,  and  my  son, — 

Ham,  A  little  more  than  kin,  and  less  than  kind.  \Atide., 

King.  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  still  hang  on  you  t 

Ham.  Not  so,  my  lord ;  I  am  too  much  i'  the  sun. 

Queen.  Good  Hamlet,  cast  thy  nighted  colour  off. 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Denmark. 
Do  not  for  ever  with  thy  vailed  lids 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust: 
Thou  know'st  'tis  common, — all  Uiat  lives  must  die. 
Passing  through  nature  to  etemi^. 

Ham.  Ay,  madam,- it  is  common. 

Queen.  If  it  be, 

"Why  seems  it  so  particular  with  thee  ? 

Ham.  Seems,  madam !  nay,  it  is ;  I  know  not  seems. 
*Tis  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother. 
Nor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black. 
Nor  windy  suspiration  of  forc'd  breath. 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye, 
Nor  the  dejected  haviour  of  the  visage, 
Together  vrith  all  forms,  modea,(')  shows  of  grief, 
That  can  denote  me  truly :  these,  indeed,  seem, 
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'  For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play : 
But  I  hare  that  within  which  passeth  show ; 
Those  but  the  trappings  and  Uie  suits  of  woe. 

King.  "Tia  sweet  and  commendable  in  your  natuie,  Hamlet, 
To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  father : 
But,  you  must  know,  your  father  loat  a  father ; 
That  father  lost,  lost  his ;  and  the  survivor  bound. 
In  filial  obligation,  for  some  term 
To  do  obsequious  sorrow ;  hut  to  persever 
In  obstinate  condolement,  is  a  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness ;  'tis  \mmanly  grief: 
It  shows  a  will  most  incorrect  to  heaven; 
A  heart  unfortified,  a  mind  impatient; 
An  understanding  simple  and  unschool'd ; 
For  what  we  know  must  be,  and  is  aa  common 
As  any  the  most  vulgar  thii^  to  sense, 
Why  should  we,  in  our  peevish  opposition, 
Take  it  to  heart  t    Fie !  'tis  a  fault  to  heaven, 
A  fault  against  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature. 
To  reason  most  absurd;  whose  common  theme 
Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  stilt  hath  cried, 
From  the  first  corse  till  he  that  died  to-4ay, 
"  This  must  be  so,"     We  pray  you,  throw  to  earth 
This  unprevailing  woe ;  and  think  of  us 
As  of  a  father :  for  let  the  world  take  note, 
You  are  the  most  immediate  to  our  throne ; 
And  with  no  less  nobility  of  love 
Than  that  which  dearest  father  bears  his  son. 
Do  I  impart  toward  you.     For  your  intent 
In  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg, 
It  is  most  retrograde  to  our  desire : 
And  we  beseech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 
Here,  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye. 
Our  chiefest  courtier,  cousin,  and  our  son. 

Queen.  Let  not  thy  mother  lose  her  prayers,  Hamlet : 
I  pray  thee,  stay  with  us ;  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Ham.  I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you,  madam. 

King.  Why,  'tis  a  loving  and  a  fair  reply : 
Be  as  ourself  in  Denmark. — Madam,  come ; 
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This  gentle  and  unforc'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  smiling  to  toy  heart :  in  grace  whereof, 
No  jocund  health  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day, 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  shall  tell ; 
And  the  king's  rouse  the  heavens  shall  bruit  again. 
Re-speaking  earthly  thunder.     Come  away. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Hamlet. 
Ham.  O,  that  this  too-too  solid  flesh  would  melt. 
Thaw,  and  resolve  itself  into  a  dew ! 
Or  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fix'd 
His  canon  'gainst  self-slaughter !     O  God !  O  God  1 
How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world  \ 
Fieon't!  Ofie!  'tis  an  unweeded  garden. 
That  grows  to  seed ;  things  rank  and  gross  in  nature 
Possess  it  merely.     That  it  should  come  to  this  1 
But  two  months  dead ! — nay,  not  so  much,  not  two : 
So  excellent  a  king ;  that  was,  to  this, 
Hyperion  to  a  satyr :  so  loving  to  my  mother. 
That  he  might  not  beteem  the  winds  of  heaven 
Visit  her  face  too  roughly.     Heaven  and  earth ! 
Must  I  remember  ?  why,  she  would  hang  on  him, 
As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on :  and  yet,  within  a  month, — 
Let  me  not  thiuk  on't, — Frail^,  thy  name  is  woman! — 
A  little  month ;  or  ere  those  shoes  were  old 
With  which  she  foUow'd  my  poor  father's  body, 
Like  Niobe,  all  tears; — why  she,  even  she, — 
O  God !  a  beast,  that  wants  discourse  of  reason, 
Would  have  moum'd  longer, — married  with  mine  uncle. 
My  father's  brother ;  but  no  more  like  my  father 
Than  I  to  Hercules :  within  a  month  j 
Ere  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 
Had  left  the  flushing  in  her  galled  eyes, 
She  married : — O,  most  wicked  speed,  to  post 
With  such  dexterity  to  incestuous  sheets ! 
It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to,  good : 
But  break,  my  heart, — for  I  must  hold  my  tongue ! 
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Enter  Horatio,  Maboellub,  and  Bekhakdo. 

Hot.  Hail  to  your  lotdsMp ! 

Ham.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well : 

Horatio, — or  I  do  forget  myself. 

Hot.  The  same,  my  lord,  and  your  poor  serrant  ever. 

Bam.  Sir,  my  good  friend;  I'll  change  tluttoame  with  you: 
And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg,  Horatio  t— 
Marcellus7 

Mar.  My  good  lord, — 

Ham.  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you. — Good  even,  sir. — 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg  ? 

Hor.  A  truant  disposition,  good  my  lord. 

Ham,  I  would  not  hear  (8)  your  enemy  say  so ; 
Nor  shall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence. 
To  make  it  troster  of  your  own  report 
Against  yourself:  I  know  you  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  afioir  in  Elstnore  ? 
Well  teach  you  to  drink  deep  ere  you  depart. 

Hor,  My  lord,  I  came  to  see  your  father's  funeral. 

Ham.  I  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow-student ; 
I  think  it  was  to  see  my  mother's  wedding. 

H<yr.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  follow'd  hard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio !  the  funeral  bak'd  meats 
Did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marriage  tables. 
Would  I  had  met  my  dearest  foe  in  heaven 
Ere  I  had  ever  seen  that  day,  Horatio ! — 
My  father, — methinka  I  see  my  father. 

Hor.  O,  where,  my  lord  t 

Ham,  In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 

Hor.  I  saw  him  once ;  he  was  a  goodly  king. 

Ham.  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  »/^in. 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  think  I  saw  him  yesternight. 

Ham.  Saw  who  ? 

Hor,  My  lord,  the  king  your  father. 

Ham.  The  king  my  father ! 

Hot,  Season  your  admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attent  ear ;  till  I  may  deliver. 
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Upon  the  witness  of  these  gentlemen, 
This  marvel  to  you. 

Ham,  Fot  God's  love,  let  me  hear. 

Hor.  Two  nights  together  had  these  gentlemen, 
Marcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watch, 
In  the  dead  vast  and  middle  of  the  night, 
Been  thus  encounter'd.     A  figure  like  yout  father, 
Arm'd  at  all  points  exactly,  cap-a-pe, 
Appears  before  them,  and  with  solemn  march 
Goes  slow  and  stately  by  them :  thrice  he  walk'd 
By  their  oppress'd  and  fear-surprised  eyes, 
Within  his  truncheon's  length;  whilst  they,  distiU'dC) 
Almost  to  jelly  with  the  act  of  fear. 
Stand  dumb,  and  speak  not  to  him.     This  to  me 
In  dreadful  secrecy  impart  they  did ; 
And  I  with  tbem  the  third  night  kept  the  watch : 
Where,  as  they  had  deliver'd,  both  in  time. 
Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good. 
The  apparition  comes :  I  knew  your  father ; 
These  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham,  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar.  My  lord,  upon  the  platform  where  we  watch'd. 

Ham.  Did  you  not  speak  to  it  ? 

Hor.  My  lord,  I  did; 

But  answer  made  it  none :  yet  once  methought 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  address 
Itself  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  speak : 
But,  even  then,  the  morning  cock  crew  loud ; 
And  at  the  sound  it  shrunk  in  haste  away. 
And  vanish'd  from  our  sight. 

Ham,  'Tis  very  strange. 

Hor.  As  I  do  live,  my  honour'd  lord,  'tis  true ; 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  du^ 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham.  Indeed,  indeed,  sirs,  but  this  troubles  me. 
Hold  you  the  watch  to-night  7 

Mar,  Ber.  We  do,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Arm'd,  say  you  ? 

Mar.  Ber.  Arm'd,  my  lord. 
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HamC  From  top  to  toe  ? 

Mar.  Ber.  My  lord,  from  head  to  foot. 

Ham.  Then  saw  you  not  his  face  ? 

Hot,  O,  yes,  my  lord ;  he  wore  his  beaver  up. 

Ham.  What,  look'd  he  frowningly  ? 

Hor.  A  countenance  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger. 

Ham.  Pale  or  red  ? 

Hor.  Nay,  very  pale. 

Ham.  And  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  you  t 

Hor.  Most  constantly. 

Ham,  I  would  I  had  been  there. 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz'd  you. 

Ham.  Very  like,  very  like.     Stay'd  it  long  ? 

Hor,  While  one  with  moderate  baste  might  tell  a  hun- 
dred. 

Mar,  Ber.  Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  I  saw 't. 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grizzled, — no  ? 

Hor.  It  was,  as  I  have  seen  it  in  his  life, 
A  sable  silver'd. 

Ham.  I  will  watch  to-night ; 

Perchance  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor.  I  warrant  it  will. 

Ham,  If  it  assume  my  noble  father's  person, 
I'll  speak  to  it,  though  hell  itself  should  gape, 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.     I  pray  you  all. 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceal'd  this  sight. 
Let  it  be  tenable^")  in  your  silence  still  j 
And  whatsoever  else  shall  hap  to-night. 
Give  it  an  understanding,  but  no  tongue : 
I  will  requite  your  loves.     So,  fare  ye  well : 
Upon  the  platform,  'twutt  eleven  and  twelve, 
111  visit  you. 

jiU.  Onr  duty  to  your  honour. 

Ham.  Your  loves,  as  mine  to  you :  farewell. 

]_Exeunt  Horatio,  Marceliat,  and 
Bernardo. 
My  father's  spirit  in  arms !  all  is  not  well ; 
I  doubt  some  foul  play :  would  the  night  were  come  i 
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Till  then  sit  still,  my  soul :  foul  deeds  will  rise, 

Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhebn  them,  to  men's  eyes.     [£xtf. 


Scene  III.     A  room  in  Polonius'  houte. 
Enter  Laertes  and  Ofhglia. 

Laer.  My  necessaries  are  embark'd:  farewell: 
And,  sister,  as  the  winds  give  henefit, 
And  conroy  is  assistant,  do  not  sleep. 
But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Oph.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 

Laer.  For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour. 
Hold  it  a  fashion,  and  a  toy  in  blood ; 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  priray  nature, 
Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting, 
The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute; 
No  more. 

Oph.  No  more  but  so  ? 

Laer.  Think  it  no  more : 

For  nature,  crescent,  does  not  grow  alone 
In  thews  and  bulk ;  but,  as  this  temple  waxes, 
The  inward  service  of  the  mind  and  soul 
Grows  wide  withal.     Perhaps  he  loves  you  now ; 
And  now  no  soil  nor  cautel  doth  besmirch 
The  virtue  of  his  will :  but  you  must  fear. 
His  greatness  weigh'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own ; 
For  he  himself  is  subject  to  his  birth ; 
He  may  not,  as  uuvalu'd  persons  do, 
Carve  for  himself;  for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  safety  and  the  health  of  the  whole  state ;  i}^) 
And  therefore  must  his  choice  be  circumscrib'd 
Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body, 
Whereof  he  is  the  head.     Then  if  he  says  he  loves  you. 
It  fits  your  wisdom  so  far  to  believe  it, 
As  he  in  his  particular  act  and  place  (i^) 
Hay  give  his  saying  deed ;  which  is  no  further 
Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 
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Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honour  may  sustain. 
If  with  too  credent  ear  you  list  his  songs ; 
Ot  lose  your  heart ;  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 
To  his  unmaster'd  importunity. 
Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  sister ; 
And  keep  within  the  rear  of  your  affection, 
Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 
The  chariest  maid  is  prodigal  enough, 
If  she  unma^L  her  heauty  to  the  moon : 
Virtue  itself  scapes  not  calumnious  strokes : 
The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  spring, 
Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclos'd ; 
And  in  the  mom  and  lii^uid  dew  of  youth 
Contagious  blastments  are  most  imminent. 
Be  wary,  then ;  best  safety  lies  in  fear : 
Youth  to  itself  rebels,  though  none  else  near. 

Oph.  I  shall  the  effect  of  this  good  lesson  keep. 
As  watchman  to  my  heart.     But,  good  my  brother. 
Do  not,  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do. 
Show  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven ; 
Whilst,  like  a  puff'd  and  reckless  libertine. 
Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads. 
And  recks  not  his  own  read. 

Laer.  O,  fear  me  not. 

I  stay  too  long : — but  here  my  father  comes. 

Enter  Folonius. 
A  double  blessing  is  a  double  grace ; 
Occasion  smiles  upon  a  second  leave. 

Pol.  Yet  here,  Laertes !  aboard,  aboard,  for  shame ! 
The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulder  of  your  sail. 
And  you  are  stay'd  for.     There, — my  blessing  with  you ! 

[Laying  hit  hand  on  Laertei  head. 
And  these  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 
See  thou  character.     Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue. 
Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act. 
Be  thou  familiar,  hut  by  no  means  vulgar. 
The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried. 
Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel ; 
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But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  entcrt^iament 

Of  each  new-hatch'd,  unfledg'd  comrade.     Beware 

Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel ;  but  being  in, 

Bear't,  thai  the  opposed  may  beware  of  thee. 

Give  every  man  thine  ear,  but  few  thy  voice : 

Take  each  man's  censure,  but  reserve  thy  judgment. 

Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy, 

But  not  express'd  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy  : 

For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man ; 

And  they  in  France  of  the  best  rank  and  station 

Are  most  select  and  generous  chief  in  that-C*) 

Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  be: 

For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend ; 

And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 

This  above  all, — to  thine  ownself  be  true  ; 

And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 

Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man. 

Farewell :  my  blessing  season  this  in  thee  I 

Laer,  Most  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 

Pol,  The  time  invites  you ;  go,  your  servants  tend. 

Laer.  Farewell,  Ophelia ;  and  remember  well 
What  I  have  said  to  you. 

Oph.  'Tis  in  my  memory  lock'd. 

And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Laer.  Farewell.  [Exit. 

Pol.  What  is't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  said  to  you  ? 

Opk.  So  please  you,  something  touching  the  Lord  Hamlet 

Pol.  Marry,  well  bethought: 
'Tis  told  me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you ;  and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  free  and  bounteous : 
If  it  be  so  (as  so  'tis  put  on  me, 
And  that  in  way  of  caution),  I  must  tell  you, 
You  do  not  understand  yourself  so  clearly 
Aa  it  behoves  my  daughter  and  your  honour. 
What  is  between  you  ?  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Oph.  He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  affection  to  me. 

Pol.  Affection !  pooh !  you  speak  like  a  green  girl. 
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Unsifted  in  such  perilous  circumstance. 

Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Oph.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord,  what  I  should  think. 

Pol.  Marry,  I'll  teach  you :  think  yourself  a  baby  ; 
That  you  have  ta'ea  these  tenders  for  true  pay, 
Which  are  not  sterling.     Tender  yourself  more  dearly  ; 
Or, — not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrase, 
RimningC*)  it  thus, — you'll  tender  me  a  fool. 

Oph,  My  lord,  he  hath  imp6rtuii'd  me  with  love 
In  honourable  fashion. 

Pol,  Ay,  fashion  you  may  call  it ;  go  to,  go  to. 

Oph.  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  speech,  my  lord. 
With  almost  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 

Pol.  Aj,  springes  to  catch  woodcocks.     I  do  know. 
When  the  blood  bums,  how  prodigal  the  soul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows :  these  blazes,  daughter. 
Giving  more  light  than  heat, — extinct  in  both. 
Even  in  their  promise,  as  it  is  a-making, — 
You  must  not  take  for  fire.     From  this  time 
Be  somewhat  scanter  of  your  maiden  presence ; 
Set  your  entreatments  at  a  higher  rate 
Than  a  command  to  parley.     For  Lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  so  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young; 
And  with  a  larger  tether  may  he  walk 
Than  may  be  given  you :  in  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  vows ;  for  they  are  brokers, — ■ 
Not  of  that  dyeC")  which  their  investments  show. 
But  mere  implorators  of  unholy  suits, 
Breathing  like  sanctified  and  pious  bawds,('*J 
The  better  to  beguile.     This  is  for  all, — 
I  would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth> 
Have  you  so  slander  any  moment  leisure.C') 
Ab  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  Hamlet. 
Look  to't,  I  chaige  you :  come  your  ways. 

Oph.  I  shall  obey,  my  lord.  {Exeunt. 
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Scene  IV,     7%e  platform. 
Enter  Haulbt,  Horatio,  and  Mabcellds. 

Ham.  The  air  bites  shrewdly ;  it  is  very  cold, 

Hot.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager  air. 

Ham.  What  hour  now  ? 

Hot.  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar.  No,  it  is  struck. 

Hot.    Indeed  ?    I  beard  it  not :   then  it  draws  near  the 
season 
Wherein  the  spirit  held  his  wont  to  walk. 

[AflourUh  of  trumpets,  and  ordnance  ihot  off,  loUkin. 
What  does  this  mean,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  The  king  doth  wake  to-night,  and  takes  his  rouse, 
Keeps  wassail,  and  the  swaggering  up-spring  reels ; 
And,  as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenbh  down, 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  bray  out 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hot,  Is  it  a  custom  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  marry,  is't ; 
But  to  my  mind, — though  I  am  native  here. 
And  to  the  manner  bom, — it  is  a  custom 
More  bonour'd  in  the  breach  than  the  obseTvance. 
This  heavy-headed  revel  east  and  west 
Makes  us  traduc'd  and  tax'd  of  other  nations : 
They  clepe  us  drunkards,  and  with  swinish  phrase 
Soil  our  addition ;  and,  indeed,  it  takes 
From  OUT  achievements,  though  peiform'd  at  height. 
The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 
So,  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men. 
That,  for  some  vicious  mole  of  nature  in  them. 
As,  in  their  birth  (wherein  they  are  not  guilty, 
Since  nature  cannot  choose  his  origin), 
By  the('*)  o'ergrowth  of  some  complexion. 
Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reason ; 
Or  by  some  habit,  that  too  much  o'er-leavens 
The  form  of  plausive  manners; — that  these  men, — 
Carrying,  I  say,  the  stamp  of  one  defect. 
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Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  star, — 

Their{'*)  virtues  else  (be  they  as  pure  as  grace, 

As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo) 

Shall  in  the  general  censure  take  corruption 

From  that  particular  fault :  the  dram  of  eale  (^) 

Doth  all  the  noble  substance  of  a  doubt 

To  his  own  scandal. 

Hot,  Look,  my  lord,  it  comes  I 

Evt&r  Ghoat. 

Ham,  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defend  us ! — ■ 
Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health  or  goblin  damn'd, 
Biing  with  thee  airs  from  heaven  or  blasts  from  hell. 
Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 
Thou  com'st  in  such  a  questionable  shape. 
That  I  will  speak  to  thee :  I'll  call  thee  Hamlet, 
King,  father,  royal  Dane :  O,  answer  me ! 
Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance ;  but  tell 
Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones,  hearsed  in  death. 
Have  burst  their  cerements ;  why  the  sepulchre. 
Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  in-urn'd,(") 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws, 
To  cast  thee  up  again !     What  may  this  mean. 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again,  in  c6mplete  steel, 
Revisit'st  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon, 
Making  night  hideous ;  and  we  fools  of  nature 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  souls? 
Say,  why  is  this  ?  wherefore  ?  what  should  we  do  ? 

\Ohoit  beckon*  Hamlet, 

Hot,  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it, 
As  if  it  some  impartment  did  desire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Iiook,  with  what  courteous  action 

It  waves  (")  you  to  a  more  removed  ground : 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hot.  No,  by  no  means. 

Ham.  It  will  not  speak ;  then  will  I  follow  it. 

Hor,  Do  not,  my  lord. 


itizecoy  Google 


4SS  HAMLET.  [ad*  i. 

Ham.  Why,  what  should  be  the  fear  ! 

I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee ; 
And  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that. 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself  ? 
It  waves  me  forth  again ; — I'll  follow  it. 

Hot.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood,  my  lord. 
Or  to  the  dreadful  summit  of  the  cliff 
That  beetles  o'er  his  base  into  the  sea. 
And  there  assume  some  other  horrible  form. 
Which  might  deprive  your  sovereignty  of  reason. 
And  draw  you  into  madness  ?  think  of  it : 
The  very  place  puts  toys  of  desperation. 
Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain, 
That  looks  30  many  fathoms  to  the  sea. 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham.  It  waves  me  still. — 

Go  on  i  I'll  follow  thee. 

Mar,  You  shall  not  go,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Hold  off  your  hands. 

Hot,  Be  rul'd ;  yoo  shall  not  go. 

Ham.  My  fate  cries  out. 

And  makes  each  petty  artery(^)  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  N6mean  lion's  nerve. —  {^Ghott  beckmt. 

Still  am  I  call'd : — unhand  me,  gentlemen ; — 

[Breaking  from  thenu 
By  heaven,  I'll  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me : — 
I  say,  away ! — Go  on ;  I'll  follow  thee. 

[Exeunt  Ghost  and  Hamlet. 

Hor.  He  waxes  desperate  with  imagination. 

Mar.  Let's  follow  j  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him, 

Hor,  Have  after, — To  what  issue  will  this  come  ? 

Mar,  Something  is  rotten  in  the  state  of  Denmark. 

Hor.  Heaven  will  direct  it. 

Mar.  Nay,  let's  follow  him.         [£xeunt. 


Scene  V.     j4  more  remote  part  of  the  platform. 
HiUer  Ghost  and  Eahlet. 
Ham.  Where  wilt  thou  lead  me?  speak;  111  go  no  furtha. 


itizecoy  Google 


acnn  t.]  HAMLET.  4 

Ghott.  Mark  me. 

Ham.  I  will. 

OhoMt.  My  hour  is  almost  come. 

When  I  to  sulphurous  aud  tormenting  flames 
Must  render  up  myself. 

Ham.  Alas,  poor  ghost ! 

Ghost.  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  serious  hearing 
To  what  I  diall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak;  I  am  bound  to  hear. 

Oktat.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou  shalt  hear. 

Ham.  What? 

Ghott.  I  am  thy  father's  spirit ; 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night, 
And  for  the  day  confin'd  to  fast  in(^)  fires. 
Till  the  foul  crimes  done  in  my  days  of  nature 
Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away.     But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house, 
I  could  a  tale  unfold,  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul ;  freeze  thy  young  blood ; 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their  spheres ; 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part. 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  an  end, 
Like  quills  upon  the  &etful  porpentine  : 
But  this  eternal  blazon  must  not  be 
To  ears  of  flesh  and  blood.— List,  list,  O.  list!— (»«) 
If  thou  didst  ever  thy  dear  father  love, — 

Ham.  O  God ! 

Ghott.  Revenge  his  foul  and  most  unnatural  murder. 

Ham.  Murder  1 

Ghott.  Murder  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is ; 
But  this  most  foul,  strange,  and  unnatural. 

Ham.  Haste  me  to  know 't,  that  I,  with  wings  as  swift 
As  meditation  or  the  thoughts  of  love, 
May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Ghott.  I  find  thee  apt ; 

And  duller  shouldst  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  rotsC*)  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf, 
Wouldst  ^ou  not  stir  in  this.     Now,  Hamlet,  hear : 
'Tis  given  out  that,  sleeping  in  mine  orchard, 
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A  serpent  stung  me ;  so  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 

Is  by  a  forged  process  of  mj  death 

Kankly  abus'd :  but  know,  thou  noble  youth, 

The  serpent  that  did  sting  thy  father's  life 

Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  O  my  prophetic  soul  1 

Mine  uncle ! 

Ghost.  Ay,  that  incestuous,  that  adulterate  beast. 
With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,{w)  with  traitorous  gifts, 
(O  wicked  wit,  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
So  to  seduce !)  won  to  his  shameful  lust 
The  will  of  my  most  seeming- virtuous  queen: 

0  Hamlet,  what  a  falling-ofT  was  there  ! 
From  me,  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity. 
That  it  went  band  in  band  even  with  the  tow 

1  made  to  her  in  marriage ;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch,  whose  natural  gifts  were  poor 
To  those  of  mine ! 

But  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov'd. 
Though  lewdness  court  it  in  a  shape  of  heaven ; 
So  lust,  though  to  a  radiant  angel  link'd, 
Will  sate  itself  in  a  celestial  bed. 
And  prey  on  garbage. 

But,  soft  1  methinks  I  scent  the  morning  air ; 
Brief  let  me  be. — Sleeping  vrithin  mine  orchaxd. 
My  custom  always  in  the  afternoon. 
Upon  my  secure  hour  thy  uncle  stole. 
With  juice  of  cursed  hebenon  in  a  vial. 
And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 
The  leperous  distilment ;  whose  effect 
Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man, 
That,  swift  as  quicksilver,  it  courses  through 
The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body ; 
And,  vritb  a  sudden  vigour,  it  doth  posset 
And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk, 
The  thin  and  wholesome  blood :  so  did  it  mine ; 
And  a  most  instant  tetter  hark'd  about, 
Most  lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathsome  crust, 
All  my  smooth  body. 
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Thus  was  I,  sleeping,  by  a  brother's  hand 

Of  life,  of  crown,  of  queen,  at  once  dispatch'd : 

Cut  off  even  in  the  blossoms  of  my  ain, 

Unhousel'd,  disappointed,  unanel'd ; 

No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account 

With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head : 

O,  horrible !  O,  horrible !  most  horrible ! 

If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee,  bear  it  not ; 

Ijet  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 

A  couch  for  luxury  and  damned  incest. 

But,  howsoever  thou  pursu'st  this  act, 

Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  soul  contriTe 

Against  thy  mother  aught:  leave  her  to  heaven. 

And  to  those  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge, 

To  prick  and  ating  her.     Fare  thee  well  at  once ! 

The  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near, 

And  gina  to  pale  his  uneffectual  fire : 

Adieu,  adieu !  Hamlet,  remember  me.  {£xit. 

Ham.  O  all  you  host  of  heaven !  O  earth !  what  else  f 
And  shall  I  couple  hell  ?— O,  fie !— Hold,  my  heart ; 
And  you,  my  sinews,  grow  not  instant  old, 
But  bear  me  stiffly  up, — Remember  thee ! 
Ay,  thou  poor  ghost,  while  memory  holds  a  seat 
In  Uiis  distracted  globe.     Remember  thee  I 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
I'll  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records, 
AH  saws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressures  past, 
That  youth  and  observation  copied  there ; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  live 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 
Unmix'd  with  baser  matter :  yes,  by  heaven. — 
O  most  pernicious  woman ! 

0  villain,  villain,  smiling,  damned  villain  ! 
My  tables, — meet  it  is  I  set  it  down. 

That  one  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  vill^n ; 

At  least  I'm  sure  it  may  be  so  in  Denmark :  [  Writing. 

So,  uncle,  there  you  are.     Now  to  my  word ; 

It  is,  "  Adieu,  adieu !  remember  me :" 

1  have  sworn  't. 
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Hot.  [within]  My  lord,  my  lord, — 

Mar.  \witMn\  Lord  Hamlet, — 

Hot.  \witkin\  Heaven  secure  him ! 

Mar.  \within\  So  be  it ! 

Hor.  \v>itkin\  lUo,  ho,  ho,  my  lord ! 

Havi.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy !  come,  bird,  come. 

EtUea-  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Mar.  How  is't,  my  nohle  lord  ? 

Hor.  What  news,  my  lord  ! 

Ham.  O,  wonderful ! 

Hor.  Good  my  lord,  tell  it. 

Ham,  No ;  you'll  reveal  it. 

Hor.  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heaven. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Hata.  How  say  you,  then;  would  heart  of  man  once 
think  it  ?— 
.But  you'll  be  secret? 

Hor.  Mar.  Ay,  by  heaven,  my  lord. 

Ham.  There's  ne'er  a  villain  dwelling  in  all  Denmark 
But  he's  an  arrant  knave. 

Hot.  There  needs  no  ghost,  my  lord,  come  from  the  grave 
To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why,  right;  you  are  i'  the  right; 

And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit  that  we  shake  hands  and  part: 
You,  as  your  business  and  desire  shall  point  you, — 
For  every  man  has  business  and  desire. 
Such  as  it  is ; — and  for  mine  own  poor  part. 
Look  you,  I'll  go  pray. 

Hor.  These  are  but  wild  and  whirling  (^  words,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I'm  sorry  they  offend  you,  heartily  j 
Yes,  faith,  heartily. 

Hor,  There's  no  offence,  my  lord, 

Ham,  Yes,  by  S^nt  Patrick,  but  there  is,  Horatio, 
And  much  offence  too.     Touching  this  vision  here, — 
It  is  an  honest  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you  : 
For  your  desire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
O'ermaster  't  as  you  may.     And  now,  good  friends, 
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As  you  are  friends,  scholars,  and  soldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  request. 

Hot.  What  is 't,  my  lord  t  we  will. 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  seen  to-night. 

Hot,  Mar.  My  lord,  we  will  not. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  swear 't. 

Hot,  In  faith, 

My  lord,  not  I. 

Mar.  Not  I,  my  lord,  in  faith. 

Ham.  Upon  my  sword. 

Mar.  We  have  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 

Ham.  Indeed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 

Gkott  \beneath\.  Swear.  - 

Ham,  Ah,  ha,  boy !  say'st  thou  so  ?  art  thou  there,  true- 
penny ? — 
Come  on, — you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellarage, — 
Consent  to  swear. 

Hot.  Propose  the  oath,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  seen, 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Gkoit  [beneathl.  Swear. 

Ham.  Hie  et  ubique  ?  then  we'll  shift  our  ground.— 
Come  hither,  gentlemen, 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  sword : 
Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  heard, 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

G/iott  [beneath].  Swear. 

Ham,  Well  said,  old  mole!  canst  work  i' the  earth  so  fast? 
A  worthy  pioner ! — Once  more  remove,  good  friends. 

Hor.  O  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondrous  strange ! 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a  stranger  give  it  welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy. 
But  come  j — 

Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  you  mercy, 
How  strange  or  odd  soe'er  I  bear  myself, — 
As  I,  perchance,  hereafter  shall  think  meet 
To  put  an  antic  disposition  on, — 
That  you,  at  such  times  seeing  lue,  never  shall, 
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With  arms  encutober'd  thus,  or  this  bead-shake, 

Or  hj  pronouncing  of  some  doubtful  phrase, 

As,  "Well,  well,  we  know;" — or,  "We  could,  an  if  we 

would;" — 
Or,  "If  we  list  to  speak;"— or,  '/There  be,  an  if  tbey(*^ 

might ;" — 
Or  such  ambiguous  giving  out,  to  note 
That  ;ou  know  aught  of  me ; — this  not  to  do, 
So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  most  need  help  you, 
Swear. 

Ghoit  [beneath].  Swear. 

ffam.  Rest,  rest,  perturbed  spirit  1 — So,  gentlemen. 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend,  me  to  you ; 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love  and  friending  to  you, 
God  willing,  shall  not  lack.     Let  us  go  in  together ; 
And  still  your  fingers  on  your  lips,  I  pray. 
The  time  is  out  of  joint: — O  cursed  spite, 
That  ever  I  was  bom  to  set  it  right  1  — 
Nay,  come,  let's  go  together.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 

Scene  I.     A  room  in  Polonius'  House. 
Enter  PoLOMiOS  and  Retmaldo. 

Pol.  Give  him  this  money  and  these  notes,  Keynaldo. 

Rey.  1  will,  my  lord. 

Pol.  You  shall  do  marvell's  wisely,  good  Reynaldo, 
Before  you  vidt  him,  to  make  inquiry 
Of  his  behaviour. 

Reg.  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it. 

i%/.  Marry,  well  said ;  very  well  said.     Look  you,  sir, 
Inquire  me  first  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris ; 
And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep. 
What  company,  at  what  expense  ;  and  finding, 
By  this  encompassment  and  drift  of  question, 
That  they  do  know  my  son,  come  you  more  nearer 
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Than  jour  particular  demands  will  touch  it: 
Take  you,  as  'twere,  sOme  distant  knowledge  of  him  j 
As  thus,  "  I  know  his  father  and  his  friends. 
And  in  part  him ;" — do  you  mark  this,  Reynaldo  ? 

Rey.  Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 

Pol.  "  And  in  part  him; — but,"  you  may  say,  "  not  well : 
But,  if 't  be  he  I  mean,  he's  very  wild  ; 
Addicted  so  and  so ;" — and  there  put  on  him 
What  forgeries  you  please ;  marry,  none  so  rank 
As  may  dishonour  him ;  take  heed  of  that ; 
But,  sir,  such  wanton,  wild,  and  usual  slips 
As  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 

Mey.  As  gaming,  my  lord. 

Pol,  Ay,  or  drinking,  fencing,  swearing,  quarrelling, 
Drabbing: — ^you  may  go  so  far. 

Rey.  My  lord,  that  would  dishonour  him. 

Pol,  Faith,  no ;  as  you  may  season  it  in  the  charge. 
You  must  not  put  another  scandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  incontinency  j 

That's  not  my  meaning :  but  breathe  his  faults  so  quaintly. 
That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty; 
The  flash  and  outbreak  of  a  fiery  mind ; 
A  savageness  in  unreclaimed  blood. 
Of  general  assault. 

Rey.  But,  my  good  lord, — 

Pol,  Wherefore  should  you  do  this  ? 

Rey,  Ay,  my  lord, 

I  would  know  that. 

Pol.  Marry,  sir,  here's  my  drift ; 

And,  I  believe,  it  is  a  fetch  of  warrant : 
You  laying  these  slight  sullies  on  my  son. 
As  'twere  a  thing  a  little  soil'd  i'  the  working, 
Mark  yon, 

Your  party  in  ccrnvSrae,  him  yon  would  sound, 
Having  ever  seen  in  the  prenominate  crimes 
The  youth  you  breathe  of  guilty,  be  assur'd 
He  closes  with  you  in  this  consequence ; 
"  Good  sir,"  or  so ;  or  "  friend,"  or  "  gentleman," — 
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According  to  the  phrase,  or  the  additjon, 
Of  man  and  country. 

Ret/.  Very  good,  my  lord. 

Pol,  And  then,  air,  does  he  this, — ^he  does — 
What  was  I  about  to  say  ? — By  the  mass,  I  was 
About  to  say  something  : — where  did  I  leave  f 

Reif,  At  "  closes  in  the  consequence," 
At  "friend  or  so,"  and  "gentleman." 

Pol.  At — closes  in  the  consequence, — ay,  marry  ; 
He  closes  with  you  thus : — "  I  know  the  gentleman  ; 
I  saw  him  yesterday,  or  t'other  day, 
Or  then,  or  then ;  with  such,  or  such ;  and,  as  you  say, 
There  was  he  gaming ;  there  o'ertook  in's  rouse ; 
There  falling  out  at  tennis :"  or  perchance, 
"I  saw  him  enter  such  a  house  of  sale," — 
Videlicet,  a  brothel, — or  so  forth. — 
See  you  now ; 

Your  bait  of  falsehood  takes  this  carp  of  truth : 
And  thus  do  we  of  wisdom  and  of  reach, 
With  windlaces,  and  with  assays  of  bias, 
By  indirecdons  find  directions  out : 
So,  by  my  former  lecture  and  advice, 
Shall  you  my  son.    You  have  me,  have  you  not  f 

Hey.  My  lord,  I  have. 

Pol.  God  b'  wi'  you ;  fare  you  well. 

lUt/.  Good  my  lord  !(*) 

Pol.  Observe  his  inclination  in  yourself. 

Rey.  I  shall,  my  lord, 

Pol.  And  let  him  ply  his  music. 

Jtey.  Well,  my  lord. 

Pol.  Farewell  1  [Exit  Reynaldo. 

Enter  Opheua, 
How  now,  Ophelia!  what's  the  matter? 

Oph.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  been  so  affrighted ! 

Pol.  With  what,  i'  the  name  of  God  ? 

Oph.  My  lord,  as  I  was  sewing  in  my  chamber. 
Lord  Hamlet, — with  his  doublet  all  unbrac'd ; 
No  hat  upon  his  head ;  his  stockings  foul'd, 
Ungarter'd,  and  down-gyv^d  to  his  ancle ; 
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Pale  as  hia  shirt ;  his  knees  knocking  each  other ; 

And  with  a  look  so  piteous  in  purport 

As  if  he  had  been  loosed  out  of  hell 

To  speak  of  horrors, — he  comes  before  me. 

Pol.  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Oj)h,  My  lord,  I  do  not  know ; 

But,  truly,  I  do  fear  it. 

Pot.  What  said  he  ? 

Oph.  He  took  me  by  the  wrist,  and  held  me  hard ; 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm ; 
And,  with  his  other  hand  thus  o'er  his  brow, 
He  falls  to  such  perusal  of  my  face 
As  he  would  draw  it.     Long  stay'd  he  so ; 
'  At  last, — a  little  shaking  of  mine  arm. 
And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down, — 
He  rais'd  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound, 
That  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bulk. 
And  end  his  being :  that  done,  he  lets  me  go : 
And,  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder  turn'd, 
He  seem'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes ; 
For  out  o'  doors  he  went  without  their  help, 
And,  to  the  last,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Pol.  Come,  go  with  me :  I  will  go  seek  the  king. 
This  is  the  very  ecstasy  of  love ; 
Whose  violent  property  fordoes  itself. 
And  leads  the  will  to  desperate  undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  passion  under  heaven 
That  does  afflict  our  natures.     I  am  sorry, — 
What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late  ? 

Oph.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but,  as  you  did  command, 
I  did  repel  his  letters,  and  denied 
His  access  to  me. 

Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad. 

I  am  sorry  that  vrith  better  heed  and  judgment 
I  had  not  quoted  him :  I  fear'd  he  did  but  trifle. 
And  meant  to  wreck  thee ;  but,  beshrew  my  jealousy ! 
It  seems  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinions. 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 
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To  lack  discretion.     Come,  go  we  to  the  king : 

This  must  be  known ;  which,  being  kept  close,  nogbt  move 

More  grief  to  hide  than  hate  to  utter  love.  [^ExeiaL 


Scene  II.     A  room  in  the  cattle. 
Enter  King,  Queen,  Bosbrcrantz,  QniLDEHSTEBir,  and  Atfendanb.       i 

King.  Welcome,  dear  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstent ! 
Moreover  that  we  much  did  long  to  see  you, 
The  need  we  have  to  use  you  did  provoke 
Our  hasty  sending.     Something  have  you  heard. 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation ;  so  I  call  it, 
Since  nor  the  exterior  nor  the  inward  man 
Resembles  that  it  was.     What  it  should  be, 
More  than  his  father's  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  the  understanding  of  himself, 
I  cannot  dream  of:  I  entreat  you  both, 
That,  being  of  so  young  days  brought  up  with  him. 
And  since  so  neighhour'd  to  his  youth  and  humour. 
That  you  vouchsafe  your  rest  here  in  our  court 
Some  little  time:  so  by  your  companies 
To  draw  hitn  on  to  pleasures,  and  to  gather, 
So  much  as  from  occasion  you  may  glean. 
Whether  aught,  to  us  unknown,  afflicts  him  thus, 
That,  open'd,  lies  within  our  remedy. 

Queen.  Good  gentlemen,  he  bath  much  talk'd  of  you ; 
And  sure  I  am  two  men  there  are  not  living 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.     If  it  will  please  you 
To  show  us  so  much  gentry  and  good  will 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  us  awhile. 
For  the  supply  and  profit  of  our  hope. 
Your  visitation  shall  receive  such  thanks 
As  fits  a  king's  remembrance. 

Rot.  Both  your  majestieA 

Might,  by  the  sovereign  power  you  have  of  us. 
Put  your  dread  pleasures  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 

Gail.  We  both  obey, 

I 
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And  here  give  up  ourselves,  in  the  full  bent, 
To  lay  our  service  freely  at  your  feet. 
To  be  commanded. 

King.  Thanks,  Rosencrautz  and  gentle  Guildenstem. 

Queen.  Thanks,  Cruildenstem  and  gentle  KoBencrantz : 
And  I  beseech  you  instantly  to  visit 
My  too-much- changed  son. — Go,  some  of  you, 
Aud  bring  these  gentlemen  whete  Hamlet  is. 

Guil.  Heavens  make  our  presence  and  our  practices 
Pleasant  aud  helpful  to  him ! 

Queen.  Ay,  amen  1 

[Exeunt  Rotevcrantz,  Gwldetutem,  and  tome 
Attendantt. 

Enter  PoLONius. 

Pol.  The  ambassadors  from  Norway,  my  good  lord, 
Are  joyfully  retum'd. 

King.  Thou  still  hast  been  the  father  of  good  news. 

Pal.  Etave  I,  my  lord  ?     Assure  you,  my  good  liege, 
I  hold  my  duty,  as  I  hold  my  soul, 
Both  to  my  God,  and(^*)  to  my  gracious  king : 
And  I  do  think  (or  else  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  so  sore 
As  it  hath  us'd  to  do)  that  I  have  found 
The  very  cause  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King.  O,  speak  of  that;  that  do  I  long  to  hear. 

Pol.  Give  first  admittance  to  the  ambassadors ; 
My  news  shall  be  the  fruit(^')  to  that  great  feast. 

King.  Thyself  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in. 

[Exit  Polonius, 
He  tells  me,  my  sweet  queen,  that  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  source  of  all  your  son's  distemper. 

Queen.  I  doubt  it  is  no  other  but  the  mun, — 
His  father's  death,  and  our  o'erhasty  marriage. 

King,  Well,  we  shall  sift  him. 

Re-enter  Polonius,  to^  VoLxiHAjn)  and  Cobnelids, 

Welcome,  my  good  firiendsl 
Say,  Voltimand,  what  from  our  brother  Norway  ! 
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Volt.  Most  fair  return  of  greetings  and  desires. 
Upon  our  first,  he  sent  out  to  suppress 
His  nephew's  levies ;  which  to  him  appear'd 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainst  the  Polack; 
But,  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
It  was  against  your  highness :  whereat  griev'd, — 
That  so  his  sickness,  age,  and  impotence, 
Was  falsely  borne  in  hand, — sends  out  arrests 
On  Fortinbras  ;  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys  ; 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway ;  and,  in  fine. 
Makes  vow  before  his  uncle  never  more 
To  give  the  assay  of  arms  against  your  majesty. 
"Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy, 
Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  annual  fee ; 
And  his  commission  to  employ  Chose  soldiers. 
So  levied  as  before,  against  the  Polack  : 

With  an  entreaty,  herein  further  shown,  [Give*  a  paper. 

That  it  might  please  you  to  give  quiet  pass 
Through  your  dominions  for  this  enterprise. 
On  such  regards  of  safety  and  allowance 
As  therein  are  set  down. 

King.  It  likes  us  well ; 

And  at  our  more  consider'd  time  we'll  read, 
Answer,  and  think  upon  this  business. 
Meantime  we  thank  you  for  your  well-took  labour  : 
Go  to  your  rest;  at  night  we'll  feast  together: 
Most  welcome  home  I  \Exeunt  Vollimand  and  Comelm. 

Pol.  This  business  is  well  ended.— ~ 

My  liege,  and  madam, — to  expostulate 
What  majesty  should  be,  what  duty  is. 
Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time. 
Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  day,  and  time. 
Therefore,  since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit, 
And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  flourishes, 
I  will  be  brief: — your  noble  son  is  mad : 
Mad  call  I  it ;  for,  to  define  true  madness. 
What  ia't,  but  to  be  nothing  else  but  mad  ? 
But  let  that  go. 

Queen.  More  matter,  with  less  art. 
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Pol.  Madam,  I  swear  I  use  no  art  at  all. 
That  he  is  mad,  'tis  true :  'tis  true  'tis  pity ; 
And  pity  'tis  'tis  true:  a  foolish  figure; 
But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  use  no  art. 
Mad  let  us  graut^im,  then:  and  now  remains 
That  we  find  out  the  cause  of  this  effect, — 
Or  rather  say,  the  cause  of  this  defect, 
For  this  effect  defective  comes  by  cause: 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 
Perpend. 

I  have  a  daughter, — have  whilst  she  is  mine, — 
Who,  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark. 
Hath  given  me  this :  now  gather,  and  surmise.  llteadi. 

"  To  the  celestial,  and  my  soul's  idol,  the  most  beaatified  Ophelia," — 
That's  an  ill  phrase,  a  vile  phrase, — "beautified"  is  a  vile 
phrase :  hut  you  shall  hear.     Thus :  [Read*. 

"  In  her  excellent  white  bosom,  these,"  Ac. — 

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her  f 

Pol.  Good  madam,  stay  awhile ;  I  will  be  faithful.  [Readt, 
"  Doubt  thou  the  stars  are  fire; 

Doubt  that  the  sun  doth  move ; 
Donbt  truth  to  be  a  liar ; 
But  never  doubt  I  love. 

"O  dear  Ophelia,  I  am  ill  at  these  Dumbers;  I  have  not  art  to 
reckon  my  groans :  bat  that  I  love  thee  best,  O  most  best,  believe 
it.    Adieu. 

"  Thine  evermore,  most  dear  lady,  whilst  this 
machine  is  to  him,  Hahlet." 
This,  in  obedience,  hath  my  daughter  show'd  me : 
And  more  above,  hath  his  soUcitings, 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place. 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  she 

Receiv'd  his  love  ? 

Pol.  What  do  you  think  of  me  ? 

King.  As  of  a  man  faithful  and  honourable. 

Pol.  I  woidd  fain  prove  so.     But  what  might  you  think, 
When  I  had  seen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing 
(As  I  perceiv'd  it,  I  must  tell  you  that, 
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Before  my  daughter  told  me), — what  might  you. 

Or  my  dear  majes^  your  queen  here,  think. 

If  I  had  play'd  the  desk  or  table-book ; 

Or  given  my  heart  a  winking,  mute  and  dumb ; 

Or  look'd  upon  this  love  with  idle  sight ; — 

What  might  you  think  ?     No,  I  went  round  to  work. 

And  my  young  mistress  thus  I  did  bespeak : 

"  Lord  Hamlet  is  a  prince,  out  of  thy  star ;  p*) 

This  must  not  be ;"  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her, 

That  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort, 

Admit  no  messengers,  receive  no  tokens. 

Which  done,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice ; 

And  he,  repulsed  (a  short  tale  to  make). 

Fell  into  a  sadness ;  then  into  a  fast ; 

Thence  to  a  watch ;  thence  into  a  weakness ; 

Thence  to  a  lightness ;  and,  by  this  declen^on. 

Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves. 

And  aU  we  wail  for. 

King,  Do  you  think  'tis  this  ? 

Queen.  It  may  be,  very  likely. 

Pol.  Hath  there  been  such  a  time  (I'd  fain  know  that). 
That  I  have  positively  said,  "  'Tis  so," 
When  it  prov'd  otherwise  t 

King.  Not  that  I  know. 

Pol,  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwise ; 

[Pointing  to  his  head  and  ihoulder. 
If  drcnmstances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further  ? 

Pol.  You  know,  sometimes  he  walks  four  hours  together 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

Queen.  So  he  does,(^)  indeed. 

Pol.  At  such  a  time  I'll  loose  my  daughter  to  him : 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  arras  then ; 
Mark  the  encounter :  if  he  love  her  not. 
And  be  not  from  his  reason  fail'n  thereon. 
Let  me  be  no  assistant  for  a  state, 
But  keep  a  farm  and  carters. 
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King.  We  will  try  it. 

Queen.  But,  look,  Tvhere  sadly  the  poor  wretch   conies 

reading. 
PoL  Away,  I  do  beseech  you,  both  away ; 
I'll  board  him  presently : — 0,  give  me  leave. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  AUendantt. 

E-nter  Hamlet,  rtadmQ. 
How  does  my  good  Lord  Hamlet  ? 

Ham.  Well,  God-a-mercy. 

Pol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  Excellent,  flxcellent  well ;  you're  a  fishmonger. 

Pol.  Not  I,  n>y  lord. 

Ham.  Then  I  would  you  were  so  honest  a  man. 

Pol.  Honest,  my  lord ! 

Ham.  Ay,  sir ;  to  be  honest,  as  this  W(n:ld  goes,  is  to  be 
one  man  picked  out  of  ten  thousand. 

Pol.  That's  very  true,  my  lord. 

Ham.  For  if  the  sun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead  dog,  being 
a  god  kissing  carrion, (^) — Have  you  a  daughter  ? 

Pol.  I  have,  my  lord. 

Hiaa.  Iiet  her  not  walk  i'  the  sun :  conception  is  a  bless- 
ing; but  not  as  your  daughter  may  conceive: — friend,  look 
to't. 

Pol.  How  say  you  by  that  ? — [Atide']  Still  harping  on  my 
daughter : — yet  he  knew  me  not  at  first ;  he  said  I  was  a  fish- 
monger :  he  is  far  gone,  far  gone ;  and  truly  in  my  youth  I 
suffered  much  extremity  for  love ;  very  near  this.  I'll  speak 
to  him  again. — What  do  you  read,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 

Pol.  Wliat  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Between  who  ? 

Pol.  I  mean,  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Slanders,  sir :  for  the  satirical  slave  says  here,  that 
old  men  have  grey  beards ;  that  their  faces  are  wrinkled ; 
their  eyes  purging  thick  amber  and  plum-tree  gum;  and 
that  they  have  a  plentiful  lack  of  wit,  tt^ther  with  most 
weak  hams :  all  which,  sir,  though  I  most  powerfully  and 
potently  believe,  yet  I  hold  it  not  honesty  to  have  it  thus  set 
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down ;  for  you  yourself,  sir,  sliould  be  old  as  I  am,  if,  like  a 
crab,  you  could  go  backward. 

Pol.  \aside\  Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there  is  method 
in't. — Will  you  walk  out  of  the  air,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Into  my  grave  ? 

Pol.  Indeed,  that  is  out  o'  the  air. — [Aside]  How  pregnant 
sometimes  his  replies  are !  a  happiness  that  often  madness  hits 
on,  which  reason  and  sanity  could  not  so  prosperously  be  de- 
livered of.  I  will  leave  him,  and  suddenly  contrive  the  means 
of  meeting  between  him  and  my  daughter. — My  honourable 
lord,  I  will  most  humbly  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham,  You  cannot,  sir,  take  from  me  any  thing  that  I  will 
more  willingly  part  withal, — except  my  life,  except  my  life, 
except  my  life. 

Pol.  Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.  These  tedibus  old  fools ! 

Enter  Hosekcbantz  aJtd  G0iij>enbte&n. 

Pol.  You  go  to  seek  the  Lord  Hamlet ;  there  he  is. 

Rot.  \to  Polonius]  God  save  you,  sir !        [Exit  Polonita. 

Guil.  Mine  honoured  lord ! 

Rot.  My  most  dear  lord ! 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends  I  How  dost  thou,  Guild- 
enstern  ?     Ah,  Rosencrantz !     G-ood  lads,  how  do  ye  both? 

Rot.  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

Guil.  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  overhappy ; 
On  fortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button. 

Ham.  Nor  the  soles  of  her  shoe  t 

Rot.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  waist,  or  in  the  middle  of 
her  favours  ? 

Guil.  Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham.  In  the  secret  parts  of  fortune  ?  0,  most  true;  she 
is  a  strumpet.     What's  the  news  ? 

Rot.  None,  my  lord,  but  tliat  the  world's  grown  honest. 

Udm.  Then  is  doomsday  near:  but  your  news  is  not  true. 
Let  me  question  more  in  particular:  what  have  you,  my 
good  friends,  deserved  at  the  hands  of  fortune,  that  she  sen^ 
you  to  prison  hither  ? 
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Guil.  Prison,  my  lord ! 

ffam.  Denmark's  a  prison. 

Jlos.  Then  is  the  world  one. 

ffam.  A  goodly  one ;  in  which  there  are  many  confines, 
wards,  and  dungeons,  Denmark  being  one  o'  the  worst. 

Jios.  We  think  not  so,  my  lord. 

ffam.  Why,  then,  'tis  none  to  you;  for  there  ia  nothing 
either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking  makes  it  so:  to  me  it  is  a 
prison. 

Rot.  Why,  then,  your  ambition  makes  it  one;  'tis  too 
narrow  for  your  mind. 

ffam.  O  God,  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  nut-shell,  and 
count  myself  a  king  of  infinite  space,  were  it  not  that  I  have 
bad  dreams. 

Guil.  Which  dreams,  indeed,  are  ambition ;  for  the  very 
substance  of  the  ambitious  is  merely  the  shadow  of  a  dream, 

ffam.  A  dream  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 

Jtos.  Truly,  and  I  hold  ambition  of  so  airy  and  light  a 
quality,  that  it  is  but  a  shadow's  shadow. 

ffam.  Then  are  our  beggars  bodies,  and  our  monarchs 
and  outstretched  heroes  the  beggars'  shadows.  Shall  we,  to 
the  court?  for,  by  my  fay,  I  cannot  reason. 

Jtos.  Guil,  We'll  wait  upon  you. 

ffam.  No  such  matter :  I  will  not  sort  you  with  the  rest 
of  my  servants;  for,  to  speak  to  you  like  an  honest  man,  I 
am  most  dreadfully  attended.  But,  in  the  beaten  way  of 
friendship,  what  make  you  at  Elsinore  ? 

Rot.  To  visit  you,  my  lord  ;  no  other  occasion. 

ffam.  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in  thanks ;  but 
'  I  thank  you :  and  sure,  dear  friends,  my  thanks  are  too  dear 
a  halfpenny.  Were  you  not  sent  for  ?  Is  it  your  own  in- 
clining ?  Is  it  a  free  visitation  ?  Come,  deal  justly  with  me : 
come,  come ;  nay,  speak. 

Guil.  What  should  we  say,  my  lord  ? 

ffam.  Why,  any  thing — but  to  the  purpose.  You  were 
sent  for ;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  confession  in  your  looks,  which 
your  modesties  have  not  craft  enough  to  coloty::  I  know  the 
good  king  and  queen  have  sent  for  you. 

Ro».  To  what  end,  my  lord  ? 
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Ham.  That  you  must  teach  me.  But  let  me  conjure  you, 
by  the  rights  of  our  fellowship,  by  the  consonaacy  of  our 
youth,  by  the  obligation  of  our  ever-preserved  love,  and  by 
what  more  dear  a  better  proposer  could  charge  you  withal,  be 
even  and  direct  with  me,  whether  you  were  sent  for,  or  no  ? 

Sift,  [to  GuUdenatern]  What  say  you  ? 

Ham.  \atide\  Nay,  then,  I  have  an  eye  of  you. — If  you 
love  me,  hold  not  oS. 

Guii.  My  lord,  we  were  sent  for. 

Ham,  I  will  tell  you  why ;  so  shall  my  anticipation  pre- 
vent your  discovery,  and(*)  your  secrecy  to  the  king  and 
queen  moult  no  feather.  I  have  of  late  (but  wherefore  I  know 
not)  lost  all  my  mirth,  foi^ne  all  custom  of  exercises ;  and, 
indeed,  it  goes  so  heavily  with  my  disposition,  that  this  goodly 
frame,  the  earth,  seems  to  me  a  sterile  promontory;  this  most 
excellent  canopy,  the  air,  look  you,  this  brave  o'erhanging 
firmaraent,C^  this  majestical  roof  fretted  with  golden  fire, — 
why,  it  appears  no  other  thing  to  me  than  a  foul  and  pestilent 
congregation  of  vapours.  What  a  piece  of  work  is  a  man ! 
how  noble  in  reason!  how  infinite  in  faculty!  in  form  and 
moving  how  express  and  admirable !  in  action  how  Uke  an 
angel!  in  apprehension  how  like  a  god!  the  beauty  of  the 
world!  the  paragon  of  animals!  And  yet,  to  me,  what  is  this 
quintessence  of  dust  ?  man  delights  not  me ;  no,  nor  woman 
neither,  though  by  your  smiling  you  seem  to  say  so. 

So*.  My  lord,  there  was  no  sucb  stuff  in  my  thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  you  laugh,  then,  when  I  said,  man  de- 
lights not  me  ? 

Sot.  To  think,  my  lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  man,  what 
lenten  entertainment  the  players  shall  receive  from  you :  we 
coted  them  on  the  way ;  and  hither  are  they  coming,  to  offer 
you  service. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  king  shall  be  welcome, — his 
majesty  shall  have  tribute  of  me ;  the  adventurous  knight 
shall  use  his  foil  and  target ;  the  lover  shall  not  sigh  gratis ; 
the  humorous  man  shall  end  his  part  in  peace ;  the  clown 
shall  make  tbpse  laugh  whose  lungs  are  tickled  o'  the  sere ; 
and  the  lady  shall  say  her  mind  freely,  or  the  blank  verse 
shall  halt  for  "t. — What  players  are  they  ? 
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Rot,  Even  those  you  wete  wont  to  take  delight  in,  the 
tragedians  of  the  city. 

Sam,  How  chances  it  they  travel  ?  their  residence,  both 
in  reputation  and  profit,  was  better  both  ways. 

Ros,  I  think  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of  the 
late  innovation. 

ffam.  Do  they  hold  the  same  estimation  they  did  when  I 
was  in  the  city  ?  are  they  so  followed  ? 

Jtos.  No,  indeed,  they  are  not. 

Sam.  How  comes  it  ?  do  they  grow  rusty  ? 

Jto».  Nay,  their  endeavour  keeps  in  the  wonted  pace : 
but  there  is,  sir,  an  aery  of  children,  little  eyases,  that  ciy 
out  on  the  top  of  question,  and  are  most  tyrannically  clapped 
for't ;  these  are  now  the  fashion;  and  so  berattle(®)  the  com- 
mOTi  stages  (so  they  call  them),  that  many  wearing  rapiers 
are  afraid  of  goose-guills,  and  dare  scarce  come  thither. 

Ham,  What,  are  they  children  ?  who  maintains  'em  ? 
how  are  they  escoted  ?  Will  they  pursue  the  quality  no 
longer  than  they  can  sing  ?  will  they  not  say  afterwards,  if 
they  should  grow  themselves  to  common  players  (as  it  is  most 
like,(*')  if  their  means  are  no  better),  their  writers  do  them 
wrong,  to  make  them  exclaim  against  their  own  succession  t 

Ros.  Faith,  there  has  been  much  to  do  on  both  aides ; 
and  the  nation  holds  it  no  sin  to  tarre  them  to  controversy : 
there  was,  for  a  while,  no  money  bid  for  argument,  unless 
the  poet  and  the  player  went  to  cuffs  in  the  question. 

Ham.  Is't  possible  ? 

Guil.  O,  there  has  been  much  tlirowing  about  of  brains. 

Sam.  Do  the  boys  carry  it  away  ? 

Rot.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord;  Hercules  and  his  load  too. 

Sam.  It  is  not  strange ;  for  mine  uncle  is  king  of  Den- 
mark, and  those  that  would  make  mows  at  him  while  my 
father  lived,  give  twenty,  forty,  fifty,  an  hundred  ducats  a- 
piece  for  his  picture  in  little.  'Sblood,  there  is  something  in 
this  more  than  natural,  if  philosophy  could  find  it  out. 

[Flourish  of  trumpets  withiti, 

Guil.  There  are  the  players. 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Eldnore.  Your 
hands,  come:  the  appurtenance  of  welcome  is  fashion  and 
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ceremony :  let  me  comply  with  you  in  this  gatb ;  lest  my 
extent  to  the  players,  whicli)  I  tell  you,  must  show  fairly 
outward,  should  more  appear  like  entertainment  than  yours. 
You  are  welcome :  but  my  uncle-father  and  aunt-mother  are 
deceived, 

Ouil.  In  what,  my  dear  lord  ? 

Sam.  I  am  hut  mad  north-north-west :  when  the  wind  is 
southerly  I  know  a  hawk  from  a  handsaw. 
Enter  PoLONiua, 

Pol.  Well  be  with  you,  gentlemen ! 

Sam.  Hark  you,  Guildenstem; — and  you  too; — at  each 
ear  a  hearer :  that  great  baby  you  see  there  is  not  yet  out  of 
his  swathing-clouts. 

Sot.  Happily  he's  the  second  time  come  to  them ;  for 
they  say  an  old  man  is  twice  a  child. 

Sam,  I  will  prophesy  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the  players ; 
mark  it. — You  say  right,  sir :  o'Monday  morning;  'twas  so,(*) 
indeed. 

Pol.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Sam.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you.  When  Rosciu^ 
was  an  actor  in  Rome, — 

Pol.  The  actors  are  come  hither,  my  lord, 

Sam.  Buz,  buz ! 

Pol.  Upon  mine  honour, — 

Sam.  Then  came  each  actor  on  his  ass, — (*') 

Pol.  The  beat  actors  in  the  world,  either  for  tragedy, 
comedy,  history,  pastoral,  pastoral-comical,  historical-pas- 
toral, tragical-historical,  tragi cal-comical-hi a torical -pastoral, 
scene  individable,  or  poem  unlimited :  Seneca  cannot  be  too 
heavy,  nor  Plautus  too  light.  For  the  law  of  writ  and  the 
liberty,  these  are  the  only  men. 

Sam.  O  Jephthah,  judge  of  Israel,  what  a  treasure  hadst 
thou! 

Pol.  What  a  treasure  had  he,  my  lord ! 

Sam.  Why, 

"  One  fwr  daughter,  and  no  more, 

The  which  he  lovdd  passing  well." 

Pol.  [aiide]  Still  on  my  daughter. 

Sam.  Am  I  noti'  the  right,  old  Jephthah  ? 
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Pol.  If  you  call  me  Jephthah,  my  lord,  I  have  a  daughter 
that  I  loTe  passing  well. 

Ham.  Nay,  that  follows  not. 

Pol.  What  follows,  then,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Why, 

"  As  by  lot,  Qod  wot," 
and  then,  you  know, 

"  It  came  to  pass,  as  most  like  it  was," — 
the  first  row  of  the  pious  chansonC*")  will  show  you  more; 
for  look,  where  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enter  four  or  jive  Players. 
You  are  welcome,  masters ;  welcome,  all : — I  am  glad  to  see 
thee  well : — welcome,  good  friends, — 0,  my  old  friend !  Thy 
face  is  valanced(")  since  1  saw  thee  last;  comest  thou  to 
beard  me  in  Denmark? — What,  my  young  lady  and  mis- 
tress! By'r  lady,  your  ladyship  is  nearer  heaven,  than 
when  I  saw  you  last,  by  the  altitude  of  a  chopine.  Pray 
God,  your  voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  be  not 
cracked  vrithin  the  ring. — Masters,  you  are  all  welcome. 
We'll  e'en  to 't  like  French  falconers,  fly  at  any  thing  we  see: 
we'll  have  a  speech  straight :  come,  give  us  a  taste  of  your 
quality ;  come,  a  passionate  speech. 

Firtt  Play.  What  speech,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  I  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech  once, — but  it  was 
nerer  acted ;  or,  if  it  was,  not  above  once ;  for  the  play,  I  re- 
member, pleased  not  the  million ;  'twas  caviare  to  the  general : 
but  it  was  (as  I  received  it,  and  others,  whose  judgments  in 
such  matters  cried  in  the  top  of  mine)  an  excellent  play, 
well  digested  in  the  scenes,  set  down  with  as  much  modesty  a» 
cunning.  I  remember,  one  said  there  were  no  sallets(**)  in 
the  lines  to  make  the  matter  savoury,  nor  no  matter  in  the 
phrase  that  might  indict  the  author  of  afiectation ;  but  called 
it  an  honest  method,  as  wholesome  as  sweet,  and  by  very 
much  more  handsome  than  flne.  One  speech  in  it  I  chiefiy 
loved  :  'twas  Eneas'  tale  to  Dido  ;  and  thereabout  of  it  espe- 
cially, where  he  speaks  of  Priam's  slaughter:  if  it  live  in 
your  memory,  begin  at  this  line ; — let  me  see,  let  me  see ; — 

"The  rugged  Pyrrhus,  like  the  Hyrcaniau  beast," 
— it  is  not  so : — it  begins  with  Pyrrhus : — 
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"  TLe  rugged  PjTrhua, — lie,  whose  sable  arma, 
Black  as  bia  purpose,  did  the  uight  resemble 
When  he  lay  couched  in  the  omiuoaa  hone, — 
Hath  now  this  dread  and  black  complexion  smear*d 
Witli  heraldiy  more  dismal;  head  to  foot 
Now  is  he  total  gulea;  horridly  trick'd 
With  blood  of  futhere,  mothers,  daughters,  aona, 
Bak'd  and  impasted  with  the  parching  streets, 
That  lend  a  tyrannous  and  damned  light 
To  their  vile  murders  :  roasted  in  wrath  and  Gre, 
And  thus  o'er-8iz5d  with  coagulate  gore, 
With  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellish  PyrrhuB 
Old  grandsire  Priam  aeekB." — 

So,  proceed  you. 

Pol.  'Fore  God,  my  lord,  well  spoken,  with  good  accent 

and  ^od  discretion. 

First  Play.  "Anon  he  finds  him 

Striking  too  abort  at  Greeks;  his  antique  sword, 
Bebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  falls. 
Repugnant  to  command  :  unequal  match'd, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives ;  in  rage  strikes  wide ; 
But  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his  fell  sword 
The  unnerved  father  falls.     Then  senseless  Ilium, 
Seeming  to  feel  this  blow,  with  flaming  top 
Stoops  to  his  base ;  and  with  a  hideous  crash 
Takes  prisoner  Pyrrhus'  ear :  for,  lo  1  hia  aword. 
Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  head 
Of  reverend  Priam,  seem'd  i'the  air  to  stick: 
So,  as  a  paisted  tyrant,  Pyrrhus  stood  ; 
-  And,  like  a  neutral  to  hia  will  and  matter. 
Did  nothing. 

But,  as  we  often  see,  against  some  storm, 
A  silence  in  the  heavens,  the  rack  stand  still, 
The  bold  winds  speechless,  and  the  orb  below 
As  bush  as  death,  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 
Doth  rend  the  region ;  so,  after  Pyrrhus'  pause. 
Aroused  Nrengeance  sets  him  new  a-work; 
And  never  did  the  Cyclops'  ham-mers  fall 
On  Mars  his  armour,  forg'd  for  proof  eteme, 
With  less  remorse  than  Pyrrhus'  bleeding  sword 
Now  falls  on  iViam. — 
Out,  out,  thou  strumpet,  Fortune !    All  you  gods. 
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In  general  syuod,  take  away  her  power; 
Break  all  the  spokes  and  fellies  from  .her  wheel. 
And  bowl  the  round  nave  down  the  hill  of  heaven, 
As  low  as  to  the  fiends  I" 
PoL  This  is  too  long. 

Ifam.  It  shall  to  the  barber's,  with  your  beard. — Prithee, 
say  on: — he's  for  a  jig  or  a  tale  of  bawdry,  or  he  sleeps: — 
say  on  ; — come  to  Hecuba. 

First  Play.  "  But  who,  O,  who  had  seen  the  mobled  queen — " 
Ham.  "  The  mobled  queen  ?" 
Pol,  That's  good;  "mobled  queen"  is  good, 
Firtt  Play.  "Run  barefoot  up  and  down,  threatening  the  flames 
With  bisBon  rheum  ;  a  clout  upon  that  head 
Where  late  the  diadem  stood  ;  and  for  a  robe. 
About  her  lank  and  all  o'er-teem^d  loins, 
A  blanket,  in  the  alarm  of  fear  oai^ht  up ; — 
Who  this  had  seen,  with  tongue  in  venom  steep'd, 
'O^nst  Fortune's  state  would  treason  have  prouounc'd  : 
But  if  the  gods  themselves  did  see  her  then, 
When  she  saw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  sport 
In  mindng  with  his  sword  her  husband's  limbs, 
The  instant  burst  of  clamour  that  she  made 
(Unless  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all), 
Would  have  made  milch  the  burning  eyes  of  heaven, 
And  pasMon  in  the  gods." 
Pol.    Look,  whSr  he  has  not  turned  his  colour,  and  has 
tears  in's  eyes. — Pray  you,  no  more. 

Ham.  'Tis  well ;  I'll  have  thee  speak  out  the  rest  soon. — 
Good  my  lord,  will  you  see  the  players  well  bestowed  t    Do 
you  hear,  let  them  be  well  used ;  for  they  are  the  abstracts 
and  brief  chioniclea  of  the  time :  after  your  death  you  were 
better  have  a  bad  epitaph  than  their  ill  report  while  you  live, 
Pol,  My  lord,  I  will  use  them  according  to  their  desert. 
Ham.  God's  bodykins,  man,  better ;   use  every  man  after 
his  desert,  and  who  should  scape  whipping  ?    Use  them  after 
your  own  honour  and  dignity :  the  less  they  deserve,  the  more 
merit  is  in  your  bounty.     Take  them  in. 
Pol.  Come,  sirs. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  friends :  we'll  hear  a  play  to-morrow. 
[Exit  Polonius  loilk  all  the  Playert  except  the  First. 
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Dost  thou  hear  me,  old  friend ;  can  you  play  the  Murder  of 
Gonzago  ? 

Firtt  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  We'll  ha't  to-morrow  night.  Tou  could,  for  a 
need,  study  a  speech  of  some  dozen  or  sixteen  lines,  which  I 
would  set  dovm  and  insert  in't,  could  you  not  ? 

Firtt  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Very  well. — Follow  that  lord ;  and  look  you  mock 
him  not.  [Exit  Firtt  Player.'\  My  good  friends  [to  Mosen- 
crantx  and  Guildenttem],  I'll  leave  you  till  night:  you  are 
welcome  to  Elsinore. 

Aos.  Good  my  lord!  [Exeunt  Rosen,  and  Guild, 

Ham,  Ay,  so,  God  b'wi'ye! — Now  I  am  alone. 
O,  what  a  rogue  and  peasant  slave  am  I ! 
Is  it  not  monstrous,  that  this  player  here. 
But  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  passion. 
Could  force  his  soul  so  to  his  own  conceit, 
That,  from  her  working,  all  his  visage  wann'd ; 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  distraction  in's  aspect, 
A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  suiting 
With  forms  to  his  conceit  ?  and  all  for  nothing ! 
For  Hecuba? 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 
That  he  should  weep  for  her  ?    What  would  he  do, 
Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion 
That  I  have  ?    He  would  drown  the  stage  with  tears, 
And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  speech ; 
Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  appal  the  free. 
Confound  the  ignorant ;  and  amaze,  indeed. 
The  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears. 
Yet  I, 

A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rascal,  peak, 
Like  John-a-dreams,  unpregnant  of  my  cause. 
And  can  say  nothing ;  no,  not  for  a  king. 
Upon  whose  property  and  most  dear  life 
A  damn'd  defeat  was  made.     Am  I  a  coward  ? 
Who  calls  me  villain  ?  breaks  my  pate  across  ? 
Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face  ? 
Tweaks  me  by  the  nose  ?  gives  me  the  lie  i'  the  throat, 
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As  deep  aa  to  the  lungs  ?  who  does  me  this,  ha  7 

'Swounds,  I  should  take  it :  for  it  cannot  be 

But  I  am  pigeon-liver'd,  and  lack  gall 

To  make  oppression (**)  bitter;  or,  ere  this, 

I  should  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 

"With  this  slave's  offal : — bloody,  bawdy  villain ! 

Remorseless,  treacherous,  lecherous,  kindless  villain ! 

O,  vengeance! 

Why,  what  an  ass  am  I !     This  is  most  brave. 

That  I,  the  son  of  a  dear  father  murder'd,(*") 

Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell. 

Must,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 

And  fall  a-cursing,  like  a  very  drab, 

A  scullion! 

Fie  upon't!  foh ! — About,  my  br^n  !     I  have  heard 

That  guilty  creatures,  sitting  at  a  play. 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  scene 

Been  struck  so  to  the  soul,  that  presently 

They  have  proclalm'd  their  malefactions ; 

For  murder,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will  speak 

With  most  miraculous  organ.     I'll  have  these  players 

Flay  something  like  the  murder  of  my  father 

Before  mine  uncle :  I'll  observe  his  looks ; 

I'll  tent  him  to  the  quick :  if  he  but  blench, 

I  know  my  course.     The  spirit  that  I  have  seen 

May  be  the  devil :  and  the  devil  hath  power 

To  assume  a  pleasing  shape ;  yea,  and  perhaps 

Out  of  my  weakness  and  my  melancholy 

(As  he  is  very  potent  with  such  spirits), 

Abuses  me  to  damn  me :  I'll  have  grounds 

More  relative  than  this : — the  play's  the  thing 

Wherein  I'll  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king.  [Exit. 
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ACT  III. 

Scene  I.     A  room  in  Ike  cattle. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  PoLOKitrs,  Opheua,  BosxtrcKunz,  and 
Gdildenbtebn. 

King.  And  can  you,  by  do  drift  of  circumBtance, 
Get  from  him  why  he  puts  on  this  confusion. 
Grating  so  harshly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turhulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  ? 

Rot.  He  does  confess  be  feels  himself  distracted ; 
But  from  what  cause  he  will  by  no  means  speak. 

Guil.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  sounded ; 
But,  with  a  crafty  madness,  keeps  aloof, 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  some  confession 
Of  his  true  state. 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 

Jtot.  Most  like  a  gentleman. 

Ouii,  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  disposition. 

Hot.  Niggard  of  question ;  but,  of  our  demands. 
Most  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen.  Did  you  assay  him 

To  any  pastime  ? 

Rot.  Madam,  it  so  fell  out,  that  certain  players 
We  o'er-raught  on  the  way :  of  these  we  told  him ; 
And  there  did  seem  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it :  they  are  about  the  court; 
And,  as  1  think,  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

Pol.  'Tis  most  true : 

And  he  beseech'd  me  to  entreat  your  majesties 
To  hear  and  see  the  matter. 

King.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  it  doth  much  content  me 
To  hear  him  so  inclin'd. — 
Good  gentlemen,  give  him  a  further  edge. 
And  drive  his  purpose  on  to  these  delight& 

Rot.  We  shall,  my  lord. 

{^Exeunt  Rosencranlz  and  Guildetutem. 
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King.  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  ob  too; 

For  we  hare  closely  sent  for  Hamlet  hither, 
That  he,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  here 
Affront  Ophelia : 

Her  father  and  myself, — lawful  espials, — 
Will  so  bestow  ourselves,  that,  oeeing,  unseen. 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frankly  judge ; 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behav'd, 
If  't  be  the  affliction  of  his  love  or  no 
That  thus  he  suffers  for. 

Queen.  I  shall  obey  you : — 

And  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wish 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  cause 
Of  Hamlet's  wildness :  so  shall  I  hope  your  virtues 
Win  bring  him  to  his  wonted  vray  again. 
To  both  your  honourB, 

Oph.  Madam,  I  vtdsh  it  may.     {Exit  Queen. 

Pol.  Ophelia,  walk  you  here. — Grracious,  so  please  you, 
We  will  bestow  ourselves, — Read  on  tliis  book ;    [To  Ophelia. 
That  show  of  such  an  exercise  may  colour 
Your  loneliness. — We  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, — 
'Tis  too  much  prov'd, — that,  with  devotion's  visage 
And  pious  acdon,  we  do  sugar  o'er 
The  devil  himself. 

King,  [atide^    O,  'tis  too  true ! 
How  smart  a  lash  that  speech  doth  give  my  conscience ! 
The  harlot's  cheek,  beautied  with  plastering  art, 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  most  painted  word : 
O  heavy  burden ! 

Pol.  I  hear  him  coming:  let's  withdraw,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Poloniu*. 

Enter  Hahlft. 
Ham.  To  be,  or  not  to  be, — that  is  the  question : — 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind  to  suffer 
The  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune. 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles, 
And  by  opposing  end  them  ? — To  die, — to  sleep, — 
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No  more ;  and  hy  a  sleep  to  uj  we  end 

The  heart-ache,  and  the  thousand  natural  shocks 

That  flesh  is  heir  to, — 'tis  a  consummation 

Devoutly  to  be  wish'd.     To  die, — to  sleep ; — 

To  sleep !  perchance  to  dream : — ay,  there's  the  rub ; 

For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come. 

When  ve  have  shuiBed  off  this  mortal  coil, 

Must  give  U3  pause :  there's  the  respect 

That  makes  calainity  of  so  long  life ; 

For  who  would  hear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time. 

The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely. 

The  pangs  of  despis'd  love,  the  law's  delay. 

The  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 

That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes. 

When  he  himself  might  his  quietus  make 

With  a  bare  bodkin  ?  who  would  fardels  bear. 

To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life. 

But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  deatb,<^ 

The  undiscover'd  country,  from  whose  bourn 

No  traveller  returns, — puzzles  the  will, 

And  makes  ua  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have 

Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of? 

Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all; 

And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 

Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 

And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment. 

With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  awry. 

And  lose  the  name  of  action. — Soft  you  now ! 

The  fair  Ophelia. — Nymph,  in  thy  orisons 

Be  all  my  sins  remember'd. 

Oph.  Good  my  lord. 

How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a  day  7 

Sam.  I  humbly  thank  you ;  well,  well,  weU. 

Oph.  My  lord,  I  have  remembrances  of  youts, 
That  I  have  longed  long  to  re-deliver ; 
1  pray  you,  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  not  I ; 

I  never  gave  you  aught. 

Oph.  My  honour'd  lord,  you  know  right  well  you  did ; 
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And,  with  tbeni)  words  of  so  sweet  breath  compos'd 
As  made  the  things  more  rich :  their  perfume  lost. 
Take  these  again ;  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor  when  givers  prove  unkind. 
There,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha !  are  you  honest  ? 

Oph.  My  lord  ? 

Ham.  Are  you  fair  ? 

Oph.  What  means  yourlordship  t 

Ham.  That  if  you  be  honest  and  fair,  your  honesty  should 
admit  no  discourse  to  your  beauty. 

Opk.  Could  beauty,  my  lord,  have  better  conunerce  than 
with (*')  honesty? 

Ham.  Ay,  truly ;  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  sooner 
transform  honesty  from  what  it  is  to  a  bawd  than  the  force 
of  honesty  can  translate  beauty  into  his  likeness :  this  was 
sometime  a  paradox,  but  now  the  Ume  gives  it  proof.  I  did 
love  you  once. 

Oph.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe  so. 

Ham.  You  should  not  have  believed  me ;  for  virtue  can- 
not so  inoculate  our  old  stock,  but  we  shall  relish  of  it:  I 
loved  you  not. 

Oph.  I  was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery:  why  wouldst  thou  be  a 
breeder  of  sinners  t  I  am  myself  indifferent  honest;  but  yet 
I  could  accuse  me  of  such  things,  that  it  were  better  my 
mother  had  not  borne  me:  1  am  very  proud,  revengeful, 
ambitious;  with  more  offences  at  my  beck  than  I  have 
thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imagination  to  give  them  shape,  or 
time  to  act  ^em  in.  What  should  such  fellows  as  I  do 
crawling  between  heaven  and  earth  ?  We  are  arrant  knaves, 
all ;  believe  none  of  us.  Go  thy  ways  to  a  nunnery.  Where's 
your  father  ? 

Oph.  At  home,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  shut  upon  him,  that  he  may  play 
the  fool  no  where  but  in's  own  house.    Farewell. 

Oph,  O,  help  him,  you  sweet  heavens ! 

Ham.  If  thou  dost  marry,  I'll  give  thee  this  plague  for 
thy  dowry, — be  thou  as  chaste  as  ice,  aa  pure  as  snow,  thou 
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■halt  not  escape  calmany.  Get  ihee  to  a  nannery,  go :  (are- 
well.  Or,  if  thou  wilt  Deeds  many,  many  a  fool ;  for  viae 
men  know  well  enough  what  monsters  you  make  of  them. 
To  a  nunnery,  go ;  and  quickly  too.    Farewell. 

Oph.  O  heavenly  powers,  restore  him ! 

ffam,  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  too,  well  enou^; 
God  haa  given  you  one  face,  and  you  make  yourselves  ano- 
ther :  you  jig,  you  amble,  and  you  lisp,  and  nick-name  God's 
creatures,  and  make  your  wantonness  your  ignorance.  Go  ta, 
I'U  no  more  on't ;  it  hath  made  me  mad.  I  say,  we  will  have 
no  more  marriages :  those  that  are  married  already,  all  hut 
one,  shall  live ;  the  rest  shall  keep  as  they  are.  To  a  nun- 
nery, go.  [Exit. 

Oph.  O,  what  a  noble  mindid  here  o'erthrown! 
The  courtier's,  soldier's,  scholar's,  eye,  tongue,  sword : 
The  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state, 
The  glass  of  fashion  and  the  mould  of  form. 
The  observ'd  of  all  observers, — qUite,  quite  down ! 
And  I,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretched. 
That  suck'd  the  honey  of  his  music  vows, 
Now  see  that  noble  and  most,  sovereign  reason. 
Like  sweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  tune  and  harsh ; 
That  unmatch'd  form  and  feature  of  blown  youth 
Blasted  with  ecstasy :  O,  woe  is  me. 
To  have  seen  what  I  have  seen,  see  what  I  see ! 

Jie-enier  King  ami  Foloniub. 
King.  Love !  his  afifections  do  not  that  way  tend; 
Nor  what  he  spake,  though  it  lack'd  form  a  little, 
Was  not  like  madness.     There's  something  in  his  soul. 
O'er  which  his  inel^choly  Bits  on  brood ; 
And  I  do  doubt  the  hatch  and  the  disclose 
Will  be  some  danger :  which  for  to  prevent, 
I  have  in  quick  determination 
Thus  set  it  down : — he  shall  with  speed  to  England, 
For  the  demand  of  our  n^lected  tribute : 
Haply,  the  seas,  and  countries  different. 
With  variable  objects,  shall  expel 
This  something-settled  matter  in  his  heart ; 
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Whereon  Itis  brains  still  beating  puts  him  thus 
From  fashion  of  himself.     What  think  you  on't  ? 

Pol.  It  shall  do  well :  but  yet  do  I  believe 
The  origin  and  commenceiDent  of  his  grief 
Sprung  from  neglected  love. — How  now,  Ophelia! 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  Lord  Hamlet  said ; 
We  heard  it  all. — My  lord,  do  as  you  please ; 
But,  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  play. 
Let  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him 
To  show  his  grief :  let  her  be  round  with  him ; 
And  I'll  be  plac'd,  so  please  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference.     If  she  find  him  not, 
To  England  send  him ;  or  confine  him  where 
Your  wisdom  best  shall  think. 

King,  It  shall  be  so : 

Madness  in  great  ones  must  not  imwatclj'd  go.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     A  kail  in  the  tame. 
Enter  Hahlet  otuI  eerlain  Flayers. 

Sam.  Speak  the  speech,  I  pray  you,  as  I  pronounced  it  to 
you,  trippingly  on  the  tongue :  but  if  you  mouth  it,  as  many 
of  your  players  do,  I  had  as  lief  the  town-crier  spoke  (*^  my 
lines.  Nor  do  not  saw  the  air  too  much  with  your  hand,  thus ; 
but  use  all  gently :  for  in  the  very  torrent,  tempest,  and,  as 
I  may  say,  the  whirlwind  of  passion,  you  must  acquire  and 
beget  a  temperance  that  may  give  it  smoothness.  0,  it  of- 
fends me  to  the  soul  to  bear  a  robustious  periwig-pated  fel- 
low tear  a  passion  to  tatters,  to  Tery  rags,  to  split  the  ears  of 
the  groundlings,  who,  for  the  most  part,  are  capable  of  no- 
thing but  inexplicable  dumb-shows  and  noise :  I  could  have 
such  a  fellow  whipped  for  o'erdolng  Termagant ;  it  out-lierods 
Herod :  pray  you,  avoid  it. 

Fint  Play.  I  warrant  your  honour. 

Ham.  Be  not  too  tame  neither,  but  let  your  own  discre- 
tion be  your  tutor ;  suit  the  action  to  the  word,  the  word  to 
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the  sctioa;  with  this  special  observance,  that  you  o'entep 
not  the  modesty  of  nature :  for  any  thing  so  overdone  is  btm 
the  purpose  of  playing,  whose  end,  both  at  the  first  and  now, 
was  and  is,  to  hold,  as  'twere,  the  mirror  up  to  nature;  to 
show  virtue  her  own  feature,  scorn  her  own  image,  and  the 
very  age  and  body  of  the  time  his  form  and  pressure.  Now, 
this  overdone,  or  come  tardy  off,  though  it  make  the  unslcilfitt 
laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  judicious  grieve;  the  censure  of 
the  which  one  must,  in  your  allowance,  o'erweigh  a  whole  the- 
atre of  others.  O,  there  be  players  that  I  have  seen  play,— 
and  heard  others  praise,  and  that  highly, — not  to  speak  it  pro- 
fanely, that,  neither  having  the  accent  of  Christians,  nor  the 
gait  of  Christian,  pagan,  nor  man,  have  so  strutted  and  bel- 
lowed, that  I  have  thought  some  of  nature's  journeymeD  had 
made  men,  and  not  made  them  well,  they  imitated  humanitv 
so  abominably. 

Firtt  Play,  I  hope  we  have  reformed  that  indiflerentl; 
with  us,  sir. 

Ham.  0,  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  those  that  play 
your  clowns  speak  no  more  than  is  set  down  for  them:  for 
there  he  of  them  that  will  themselves  laugh,  to  set  on  aamt 
quantity  of  barren  spectators  to  laugh  too ;  though,  in  the 
mean  time,  some  necessary  question  of  the  play  be  then  to  Ik 
considered :  that's  villanous,  and  shows  a  most  pitiful  ambi- 
tion in  the  fool  that  uses  it.     Go,  make  you  ready. 

[Exeunt  Playen. 

Enter  PoLORins,  Bosekcbantz,  awi  Qdildehstebn. 
How  now,  my  lord !  will  the  king  hear  this  piece  of  work ! 
Pol,  And  the  queen  too,  and  that  presently. 
Ham,  Bid  the  players  make  haste.  [Exit  Polonitu.^  Will 
you  two  help  to  hasten  them  ? 
Kot.  Guil,  We  will,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Jtotencrantz  and  GuildeiuUn- 
Ham,  What,  ho,  Horatio  \ 

Enter  Hooatio. 
Hot.  Here,  sweet  lord,  at  your  service. 
Ham.  Hoiado,  thou  art  e'en  as  jost  a  man 
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As  e'er  my  couversatioD  cop'd  withal. 

Ifor.  0,  my  dear  lord, — 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter ; 

For  nhat  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee, 
That  no  revenue  haat,  but  thy  good  spirits. 
To  feed  and  clothe  thee  ?   Why  should  the  poor  be  flatter'd  ! 
No,  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  absurd  pomp ; 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee 
Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.     Dost  thou  hear  ? 
Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  her(*')  choice, 
And  could  of  men  distinguish,  her  election 
Hath  seal'd  thee  for  herself:  for  thou  hast  been 
As  one,  in  suffering  all,  that  suffers  nothing ; 
A  man  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
Hast  ta'en  with  equal  thanks :  and  bless 'd  are  those 
Whose  blood  and  judgment  are  so  well  commingled. 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger 
To  sound  what  stop  she  please.     Give  me  that  man 
That  is  not  j)a3sion's  slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  in  my  heart  of  heart, 
As  I  do  thee. — Something  too  much  of  this. — 
There  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  king ; 
One  scene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumstance 
Which  I  have  told  thee  of  my  father's  death : 
I  prithee,  when  thou  seest  that  act  a-foot, 
£ven  with  the  very  comment  of  thy(")  soul 
Observe  mine  uncle :  if  his  occulted  guilt 
Do  not  itself  unkennel  in  one  speech. 
It  is  a  damned  ghost  that  we  have  seen ; 
And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 
As  Vulcan's  stithy.     Give  him  heedful  note : 
For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face ; 
And,  after,  we  will  both  our  judgments  join 
In  censure  of  his  seeming, 

ffoT.  Well,  my  lord: 

If  he  steal  aught  the  whilst  this  play  is  playing, 
And  scape  detecting,  I  will  pay  the  theft. 

Ham,  They  are  coming  to  the  play ;  I  must  be  idle : 
Get  you  a  place. 
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lyanuhmarch.  Afiowriih.  £n/«r  King,  Qaeen, Foloniub,  Ophelia, 
BosENCRASTZ,  QniutEHSTeHK,  aMd  others. 

King.  How  fares  our  cousin  Hamlet? 

Ham.  Excellent,  i'  faitli ;  of  the  chameleon's  dish :  I  eat 
the  ail,  promiBe-ciammed :  you  cannot  feed  capons  so. 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  answer,  Hamlet;  these 
words  are  not  mine. 

Ham,  No,  nor  mine  now. — My  lord,  you  played  once 
i'  the  university,  you  say  ?  \^To  Poloniui, 

PoL  That  did  I,  my  lord ;  and  was  accounted  a  good 
actor. 

Ham,  And  what  did  you  enact  f 

Pol,  I  did  enact  Julius  Ceesar :  I  was  killed  i'  the  Capitol ; 
Brutus  killed  me. 

Ham.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him  to  kill  so  capital  a  calf 
there. — Be  the  players  ready  ? 

Soi,  Ay,  my  lord ;  they  stay  upon  your  patience. 

Queen.  Come  hither,  my  good  Hamlet,  sit  by  me. 

Ham,  No,  good  mother,  here's  metal  more  attractive. 

Pol.  O,  ho!  do  you  mark  that!  [To  the  Kity. 

Ham.  Lady,  shall  I  lie  in  your  lap  ? 

[Lying  down  at  OpheHa'i  feet, 

Oph,  No,  my  lord. 

Ham,  I  mean,  my  head  upon  your  lap  ? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  Do  you  think  I  meant  country  matters  I 

Oph.  I  think  nothing,  my  lord. 

Bam.  That's  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between  maids'  legs. 

Oph.  What  is,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Nothing. 

Oph,  You  are  merry,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Who,  I  ? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham,  O  God,  your  only  jig-maker.  What  should  a  man 
do  but  be  merry  ?  for,  look  you,  how  cheerfully  my  mother 
looks,  and  my  father  died  within 's  two  hours. 

Oph,  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 
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Ham.  So  long?  Nay,  then,  let  the  devil  weai  black,  for 
I'll  have  a  auit  of  sables.!^')  O  heavens  1  die  two  months  ago, 
and  not  forgotten  yet?  Then  there's  hope  a  great  man's 
memoiy  may  outlive  hia  life  half  a  year :  but,  by'r  lady,  he 
must  build  churches,  then ;  or  else  shall  he  suffer  not  think- 
ing on,  with  the  hobby-horse,  whose  epitaph  is,  "For,  O, 
for,  O,  the  hobby-horse  is  forgot." 

Bautboys  play,  Tkt  dumb-ihov>  mien. 
Enter  a  King  and  a  Qaeen  very  Imringly ;  the  Queen  enAramng 
him,  and  he  her.  She  kneels,  and  makes  shoa  of  protestation 
unto  Mm.  Be  takes  W  up,  and  declines  his  head  vpon  her 
nede .-  lays  him  down  upon  a  bank  o/Jloujers :  she,  seeing  him 
atUep,  leaves  Mm.  Anon  comes  in  afdiow,  takes  off  hia  crown, 
kisses  it,  and  pours  poison  in  th^  King's  ears,  and  exit.  The 
Queen  returns;  fmds  the  King  dead,  and  makes  passionate 
action.  The  Poisoner,  loith  some  lioo  or  three  Mutes,  comes  in 
again,  seeming  to  lament  with  her.  The  dead  body  is  carried 
away.  The  Foisoner  wooea  the  Queen  urith  gifts :  she  seems 
loth  and  unwUling  awhile,  but  in  the  end  accepts  Me  love. 

[Exemtt. 
Oph.  What  means  this,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  Marry,  this  is  miching  mallecho ;  it  means  mis- 
chief. 

Oph.  Belike  this  show  imports  the  ai^ument  of  the  play. 

Enter  Prologue. 
Ham.  We  shall  know  by  this  fellow :  the  players  camiot 
keep  counsel ;  they'll  tell  all. 

Oph.  Will  he  tell  us  what  this  show  meant  ? 
Ham.  Ay,  or  any  show  that  youll  show  him :  be  not  you 
ashamed  to  show,  he'll  not  shame  to  tell  you  what  it  means. 

Oph.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught:  I'll  mark  the 
play. 

Pro.  For  us,  and  for  our  tragedy, 

Here  stooping  to  your  clemency. 
We  beg  your  hearing  patiently. 
Ham.  Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  posy  of  a  ring  ? 
Oph.  'Tis  brief,  my  lord. 
Ham.  As  woman's  love. 
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Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen. 
P.  King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Fhcebus'  cart  gone  round 

Neptune's  salt  wash  and  Tellna'  orb^  ground, 
And  thirty  dozen  moons  with  borrow'd  sheen 
About  the  world  have  times  twelve  thirties  been, 
Since  lore  our  hearts,  and  Hymeu  did  our  bands, 
Unite  oommutual  in  moat  sacred  bands. 

P.  Queen.  So  many  Joomeys  may  the  sun  oud  moon 
Uake  us  t^in  count  o'er  ere  love  be  done  I 
But,  woe  is  me,  you  are  so  sick  of  late, 
So  far  from  cheer  and  from  your  fonner  state, 
That  I  distrust  you.     Tet,  thou^  I  distrust, 
Discomfort  you,  my  lord,  it  nothing  must : 
For  women's  fear  and  love  holds  quantity ; 
In  neither  aught,  or  in  extremity. 
Now,  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath  made  you  know ; 
And  as  my  love  is  siz'd,  my  fear  is  so  : 
Where  love  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are  fear; 
Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there. 

P.  King.  Faith,  I  must  leave  thee,  love,  and  shortly 
too; 
Uy  operant  powers  their  fuactions  leave  to  do: 
And  thou  shalt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honour'd,  belov'd ;  and  haply  one  as  kind 
For  husband  shalt  thou — - 

P.  Queen.  0,  confound  the  rest  I 

Such  love  must  needs  be  treason  in  my  breast : 
In  second  husband  let  me  be  accurst  1 
None  -wed  the  second  but  who  kiil'd  the  first. 
Sam.  [a«de]   Wormwood,  wormwood. 

P.  Queen.  The  instances  that  second  marritge  move 
Are  base  respects  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love  ; 
A  second  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead. 
When  second  liusband  kisses  me  in  bed. 

P.  King.  I  do  believe  you  think  what  now  yon  apeak; 
But  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  break. 
Purpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory  ; 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity : 
Which  now,  like  fruit  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree; 
But  fall,  unshaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 
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MoBt  neceesar;  'tis  that  we  forget 

To  pBj  ouTselTeH  what  to  ourselres  ia  debt : 

What  to  ourselves  in  passion  we  propose. 

The  passion  ending,  doth  the  purpose  lose. 

The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 

Their  own  enactores  with  themselves  destroy: 

Where  joy  most  revels,  grief  doth  most  lament ; 

Qrief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  slender  accident. 

This  world  is  not  for  aye;  nor  'tis  not  strange 

That  even  our  loves  should  mth  our  fortunes  change  j 

For  'tie  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove. 

Whether  love  lead  fortune,  or  else  fortune  love. 

The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favonrite  flies  ; 

The  poor  advanc'd  makes  friends  of  enemies. 

And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend : 

For  who  not  needs  shall  never  lack  a  friend; 

And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try. 

Directly  seasons  him  hie  enemy. 

Bnt,  orderly  to  end  where  I  hegun, — 

Our  wills  and  fates  do  so  contr&ry  run, 

That  our  devices  still  are  overthrown ; 

Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own : 

Ro  think  thou  wilt  no  second  husband  wed ; 

But  die  thy  thoughts  when  thy  first  lord  is  dead. 

P.  Queen.  Nor  earth  to  me  give  food,  nor  heaven  light  I 

Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me  day  and  night  1 

To  desperation  turn  my  trust  and  hope  I 

An  anchor's  cheer  in  prison  be  my  scope  I 

Each  opposite,  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy, 

Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  destroy  I 

Both  here  and  hence,  pursue  me  lasting  strife, 

If,  once  &  widow,  ever  I  be  wife  1 
ffam.  If  she  should  break  it  now  t 

P.  King.  'Us  deeply  Bwom.   Sweet,  leave  me  here  awhUe; 

My  spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  bc^^e 

The  tedious  day  with  sleep.  [jS&ep*. 

P.  Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brwn ; 

And  never  come  mischance  between  us  twain !  \EmL 

Ham,  Madam,  how  like  you  this  pla;  ? 
Queen.  The  lady  protests  too  much,  methinks. 
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Ham.  O,  but  she'll  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  argument  ?  Ib  there  no  offence 
in't? 

Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jest,  poison  in  jest ;  no  offence 
i'  the  world. 

King.  What  do  you  call  the  play  ? 

Ham.  The  Mouse-trap.  Maixy,  how  ?  Tropically.  This 
play  13  the  image  of  a  murder  done  in  Vienna :  Gonzago 
is  the  duke's  name ;  his  wife,  Baptista :  you  shall  see  anon ; 
'tis  a  knavish  piece  of  work:  but  what  o'  that?  your  ma- 
jesty,  and  we  that  have  free  souls,  it  touches  us  not :  let  the 
galled  jade  wince,  our  withers  are  unwrung. 

Enier  Luciadus. 
This  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  kii^. 
Oph.  You  are  a  good  chorus,  my  lord. 
Ham.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and  your  love,  if  I 
could  see  the  puppets  dallying. 

Oph.  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 
Ham.  It  would  cost  you  a  groaning  to  take  off  my  edge. 
Oph.  Still  better,  and  worse. 

Ham.  So  you  must  take(^')  your  husbands. — Begin,  mur- 
derer; pox,  (^)  leave  thy  damnable  faces,  and  begin.  Come;^ 
the  croaking  raven  doth  bellow  for  revenge.^") 

Lvc  Thoughts  black,  bands  apt,  drags  fit,  and  time 
agreang; 
Confederate  season,  else  no  creature  seeing; 
Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  collected. 
With  Hecate's  ban  thrice  blasted,  thrice  infected. 
Thy  natural  magic  and  dire  property, 
On  wholesome  life  usurp  immediately. 

\PoaTa  the  poigon  inio  &«  deeper' a  eon. 

Ham.    He  poisons  him  i'the  garden  for's  estate.     His 

name's  Oonzago :   the  story  is  extant,  and  writ  in   choice 

Italian :  you  shall  see  anon  how  the  murderer  gets  the  love 

of  Gonzago's  wife. 

Oph,  The  king  rises. 

Ham.  What,  frighted  with  false  fire ! 

Queen,  How  fares  my  lord  ? 
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Pol.  Give  o'er  the  play. 

Kinff,  Give  me  some  light : — away ! 

Jill.  Lights,  lights,  lights ! 

{Exeunt  all  except  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 
Ham.   Why,  let  the  stnicken  deer  go  weep.C*) 
The  hart  ungalled  play ; 
For  some  must  watch,  while  soma  must  sleep : 
So  runs  the  world  away. — 
"Would  not  this,  sir,  and  a  forest  of  feathers  (if  the  rest  of 
my  fortunes  turn  Turk  with  me),  with  two  Provincial  roses 
OD  my  razed  shoes,  get  me  a  fellowship  in  a  cry  of  players, 
sir? 

Hot,  Half  a  share. 
Ham.  A  whole  one,  I. 

For  thou  dost  know,  O  Damon  dear, 

This  realm  dismantled  was 
Of  Jove  himself;  and  now  reigns  here 
A  very,  very — pajock.(*'') 
Hot.  ,Tou  might  have  rhymed. 

Ham.  O  good  Horatio,  I'll  take  the  ghost's  word  for  a 
thousand  pound.     Didst  perceive  t 
Hor.  "Very  well,  my  lord. 
Ham.  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poisoning,— 
Hor.  I  did  very  well  note  him. 

Ham.  Ah,  ha! — Come,  some  music!  come,  the  record- 
era!— 

For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy,(s') 
Why,  then,  hellke, — he  likes  it  not,  perdy, — 
Come,  some  music ! 

Se-enier  BosEircHAjrrz  cmd  QonstssBTXBX. 
Gvil.  Good  my  lord,  vouchsafe  me  a  word  with  you. 
Ham.  Sir,  a  whole  history. 
Guil.  The  king,  sir, — • 
Ham.  Ay,  sir,  what  of  him  ? 

Guil.  Is,  in  his  retirement,  marvellous  distempered. 
Ham.  With  drink,  sir  ? 
Guil,  No,  my  lord,  rather  with  choler. 
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Ham.  Your  wisdom  should  show  itself  more  richer  to  sig- 
nify this  to  his  doctor ;  for,  for  me  to  put  him  to  his  purga- 
tion would  perhaps  plunge  him  into  far  more  choler. 

Gail,  Good  my  lord,  put  your  discourse  into  some  frame, 
and  start  not  so  wildly  from  my  affair. 

Ham,  I  am  tame,  sir : — pronounce. 

Guil,  The  queen,  your  mother,  in  most  great  afflicUon 
of  spirit,  hath  sent  me  to  you. 

Ham,  You  are  welcome. 

Guil.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  courtesy  is  not  of  the  right 
hreed.  If  it  shall  please  you  to  moke  me  a  wholesome  an- 
swer, I  will  do  your  mother's  commandment:  if  not,  your 
pardon  and  my  return  shall  be  the  end  of  my  business. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot. 

Guil.  What,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholesome  answer ;  my  wit's  diseased: 
but,  sir,  such  answer  as  I  can  make,  you  shall  command ;  or, 
rather,  as  you  say,  my  mother:  therefore  no  more,  but  to  the 
matter :  my  mother,  you  say, — 

Roi.  Then  thus  she  says;  your  behariour  hath  struck 
her  into  amazement  and  admiration. 

Ham,  O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish  a  mother ! — 
But  is  there  no  sequel  at  the  heels  of  this  mother's  admi- 
ration ? 

Roi.  She  desires  to  speak  with  you  ia  her  closet,  ere  you 
go  to  bed. 

Ham.  We  shall  obey,  were  she  ten  times  our  mother. 
Have  you  any  further  trade  with  us  ? 

Rot.  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham,  So  I  do  still,  by  these  pickers  and  stealers. 

Rot.  6ood  my  lord,  what  is  your  cause  of  distemper  f 
you  do,  surely,  bar  the  door  upon  your  own  liberty,  if  you 
deny  your  griefs  to  your  friend. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 

Rot,  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of  the 
king  himself  for  your  succession  in  Denmark  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  but  "While  the  grass  grows," — the  proverb 
is  something  musty. 
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He-enter  Flayera  toUh  •neorden. 
O,  the  recorders: — let  me  see  one,(**) — To  witlidraw  with 
you : — why  do  you  go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me,  aa 
if  you  would  drive  me  into  a  toil  ? 

(?m7.  O,  my  lord,  if  my  du^  be  too  bold,  my  love  ia  too 
uumannerty. 

Ham.  I  do  not  well  understand  that  Will  you  play 
upon  this  pipe  ? 

Gnil,  My  lord,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  pray  you. 

Qvil.  Believe  me,  I  cannot. 

Ham.  I  do  beseech  you. 

Guil.  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord. 

Ham.  'Tis  as  easy  as  lying :  govern  these  ventages  with 
your  finger  and  thumb,  g^ve  it  breath  with  your  mouth,  and 
it  will  discourse  most  eloquent  music,  Look  you,  these  are 
the  stops. 

Guil.  But  these  cannot  I  command  to  any  utterance  of 
harmony ;  I  have  not  the  skill. 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  thing  you 
make  of  me  1  You  would  play  upon  me ;  you  would  seem 
to  know  my  stops ;  you  would  pluck  out  the  heart  of  my 
mystery ;  you  would  sound  me  from  my  lowest  note  to  the 
top  of  my  compass:  and  there  is  much  music,  excellent 
voice,  in  this  little  organ ;  yet  cannot  you  make  it  speak.(^ 
'Sblood,  do  you  think  that  I  am  easier  to  be  played  on  than 
a  pipe  t  Call  me  what  instrument  you  will,  though  you  can 
fret  me,  you  cannot  play  upon  me. 

Enier  PoWNlUs. 
God  bless  you,  sir ! 

Pol.  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  you,  and  pre- 
sently. 

Ham.  Do  you  see  yonder  cloud  that's  ahnost  in  shape  of 
a  camel! 

Pol.  By  the  mass,  and  'tis  like  a  camel,  indeed. 

Ham.  Methinks  it  is  like  a  weasel. 

Pol.  It  is  backed  like  a  weasel. 

Ham.  Or  like  a  whale  ? 

VOL.  V.  MM 
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Pol.  Very  like  a  whale. 

Sam.  Then  will  I  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by. — They 
fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent. — I  will  come  by  and  by. 

Pol.  I  will  say  so. 

Ham.  By  and  by  is  easily  said.    [Exit  Polonius.l — Leave 
me,  frieuda.  [Exeunt  Ros.,  OuU.,  Hor.,  and  Player*. 

'Tia  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 
When  churchyards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes  out 
Contagion  to  this  world :  now  could  I  drink  hot  blood. 
And  do  such  bitter  business  as  the  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.     Soft!  now  to  my  mother. — 

0  heatt,  lose  not  thy  nature ;  let  not  ever 
The  soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bosom : 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural : 

1  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none ; 
My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites, — 
How  in  my  worda  soever  she  be  shent, 

To  give  ^m  seals  never,  my  soul,  consent !  [Exit. 


Scene  IIL     A  room  in  the  same. 
Enter  King,  BoEEircRiirrz,  and  Ouildenstebn. 

King.  I  like  him  not ;  nor  stands  it  safe  with  us 
To  let  his  madness  range.     Therefore  prepare  you ; 
I  your  commission  will  forthwith  dispatch, 
And  he  to  England  shall  along  with  you : 
The  terms  of  our  estate  may  not  endure 
Hazard  so  dangerous  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  lunacies. 

Gvil,  We  will  ourselves  provide : 

Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is 
To  keep  those  many  many  bodies  safe 
That  live  and  feed  upon  your  majesty. 

Ros.  The  single  and  peculiar  life  is  bound. 
With  all  the  strength  and  armour  of  the  mind. 
To  keep  itself  from  noyance ;  but  much  more 
That  spirit  upon  whose  weal  depend  and  rest 
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The  lives  of  many.     The  cease  of  majesty 
Dies  not  alone ;  but,  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
What's  near  it  with  it :  it  is  a  massy  wheel, 
Fix'd  on  the  aummit  of  the  highest  mount. 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  lesser  things 
Are  naortis'd  and  adjoin'd  ;  which,  when  it  falls, 
Each  small  annexment,  petty  consequence. 
Attends  the  boisterous  ruin.     Never  alone 
Did  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

King.  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  speedy  voyage ; 
For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear. 
Which  now  goes  too  free'footed. 

Rot.  Guil.  We  will  haste  us. 

{^Exeunt  SotencratUx  and  Quildmttam. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  My  lord,  he's  going  to  his  mother's  closet: 
Behind  the  arras  111  convey  myself. 
To  hear  the  process ;  I'll  warrant  she'll  tax  him  home : 
And,  as  you  said,  and  wisely  was  it  said, 
'Tis  meet  that  some  more  audience  than  a  mother, 
Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  should  o'erhear 
The  speech,  of  vantage.     Fare  you  well,  my  Uege : 
I'll  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed, 
And  tell  you  what  I  know. 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 

*  [EasU  Polonitu. 

O,  my  offence  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven ; 
It  hath  the  primal  eldest  curse  upon't, — 
A  brother's  murder ! — Pray  can  I  not, 
Though  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  will : 
My  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent ; 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 
I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin, 
And  both  neglect.     What  if  this  cursed  hand 
Were  thicker  than  itself  with  brother's  blood, — 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  sweet  heavens 
To  wash  it  white  as  snow  ?    Whereto  serves  mercy 
But  to  confront  the  visage  of  offence  f 
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And  what's  in  prayer  but  this  twofold  force, — 
To  be  forestalled  ere  we  come  to  fall, 
Or  pardon'd  being  down  ?     Then  111  look  up ; 
M;  fault  is  past.     But,  O,  what  form  of  prayer 
Can  serve  my  turn  t    Forgive  me  my  foul  murder!— 
That  cannot  be ;  since  I  am  still  possess'd 
Of  those  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder, — 
My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. 
May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  the  offence  ? 
In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world 
Offence's  ^Ided  band  may  shoTe-by  justice ; 
And  oft  'tis  seen  the  wicked  prize  itself 
Buys  out  the  law :  but  'tis  not  so  above ; 
Th«:e  is  no  shuffling, — there  the  action  lies 
In  his  true  nature ;  and  we  ourselves  compell'd, 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults, 
To  give  in  evidence.     What  then  7  what  rests  ? 
Try  what  repentance  can :  what  can  it  not? 
Yet  what  can  it  when  one  can  not  repent  ? 
O  wretched  state  I  O  bosom  black  as  deatb ! 
O  limed  soul,  that,  struggling  to  be  free. 
Art  more  engag'd !     Help,  angels !  make  assay : 
Bow,  stubborn  knees ;  and,  heart  with  strings  of  steel. 
Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-bom  babe  ! 
All  may  be  well.  [Setiret  and  kneeU. 

Enter  Hahlbt. 
ffam.  Now  might  I  do  it  pat,*now  he  is  praying; 
And  now  I'll  do 't ; — and  so  he  goes  to  heaven ; 
And  BO  am  I  reveng'd : — that  would  be  scann'd : 
A  villain  kills  my  father ;  and,  for  that, 
I,  bis  sole  son,  do  this  same  villain  send 
To  heaven. 

O,  this  is  hire  and  salary,  not  revenge. 
He  took  my  father  grossly,  full  of  bread ; 
With  all  bis  crimes  broad  blown,  as  flush  as  May ; 
And  how  his  audit  stands  who  knows  save  heaven? 
But,  in  our  circumstance  and  course  of  thought, 
'Tis  heavy  with  him :  and  am  I,  then,  reveng'd, 
To  take  him  in  the  pu^ng  of  his  soul. 
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When  he  is  fit  and  season'd  for  his  passage  ? 
No. 

Up,  sword ;  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  hent : 
When  he  is  drunk,  asleep,  or  in  his  rage ; 
Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasure  of  his  bed ; 
At  gaming,  swearing;  or  about  some  act 
That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in 't; — 
Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven ; 
And  that  his  soul  may  be  as  damn'd  and  black 
As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.     M7  mother  stays : 
This  physic  but  prolongs  thy  sickly  days.  -    [^Exit. 

[The  King  ritet  and  advancet. 
King.  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below : 
Words  without  thoughts  never  to  heaven  go.  [Exit. 


Scene  IY.     Another  room  tn  the  tame. 
Enter  Queen  and  Polonicb. 

Pol,  He  will  come  straight.    Look  you  lay  home  to  bim : 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with. 
And  that  your  grace  hath  screen'd  and  stood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.     I'll  ailence(^  me  e'en  here. 
Fray  you,  be  round  with  him. 

Ham.  \y>ithin\  Mother,  mother,  mother !(") 

Queen.  I'll  warrant  you  ; 

Fear  me  not : — withdraw,  I  hear  him  coming. 

[Polonius  goei  behind  the  arrai. 
Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Now,  mother,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Queen.  Hamlet,  thou  hast  thy  father  much  offended. 

Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  father  much  ofTende'd. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  you  answer  with  an  idle  tongue. 

Ham.  Go,  go,  you  question  with  a  wicked  (*)  tongue. 

Queen,  Why,  how  now,  Hamlet ! 

Ham.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 

Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ham.  No,  by  the  rood,  not  so : 

You  are  the  queen,  your  husband's  brother's  wife ; 


Uigilizecoy  Google 


SM  HAULET.  l^cr  in. 

And, — would  it  were  not  so! — ^you  are  my  mother. 

Qaeen.  Nay,  then,  I'll  set  those  to  you  that  can  speak. 

Ham.  Come,  come,  and  sit  you  down;  you  shall  not  budge ; 
You  go  not  till  I  set  you  up  a  glass 
Where  you  may  see  die  inmost  part  of  you. 

Queen.  What  wilt  thou  do  f  thou  wilt  not  murder  me  t — 
Help,  help,  ho ! 

Pol.  [behind]  What,  ho!  help,  help,  help! 

Sam.  Hownow!  aratt  [Drawt.]  Dead,  for  a  ducat,  dead ! 
[Maket  a  pat*  tirough  the  arrat. 

Pol.  [bekirul}  O,  I  am  slain !  [FaUt  and  diet. 

Queen.  O  me,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 

Ifam,  Nay,  I  know  not : 

Is  it  the  king  ? 

Queen.  O,  what  a  lash  and  bloody  deed  is  this ! 

Ham.  A  bloody  deed  I — almost  as  bad,  good  mother, 
As  kill  a  king,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 

Queen.  As  kill  a  king  I 

Ham.  Ay,  lady,  'twas  my  word. — 

[Liftt  up  the  arrat,  and  teet  PohKua. 
Thou  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell  t 
I  took  tliee  for  thy  better :  take  thy  fortune ; 
Thou  find'st  to  be  too  busy  is  some  danger. — 
Leave  wringing  of  your  hands :  peace ;  sit  you  down. 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart :  for  so  I  shall, 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuff; 
If  damned  custom  hare  not  biaz'd  it  so, 
That  it  is  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 

Queen.  What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar'st  wag  thy  t«^ue 
In  noise  so  rude  against  me  i 

Ham.  Such  an  act 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty ; 
Calls  virtue  hypocrito ;  takes  off  the  rose 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love. 
And  sets  a  blister  there ;  makes  marriage-vows 
As  false  as  dicers'  oaths :  O,  such  a  deed 
As  from  the  body  of  contraction  plucks 
The  very  soul ;  and  sweet  religion  makes 
A  rhapsody  of  words :  heaven's  face  doth  glow ; 
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Yea,  this  solidity  and  compound  mass. 
With  tristful  visage,  as  against  the  doom. 
Is  thought-sick  at  the  act. 

Queen,  Ay  me,  what  act. 

That  roars  so  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  index  ? 

Ilatii.  Look  here,  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this, — 
The  counterfeit  presentment  of  two  brothers. 
See,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  this  brow ; 
Hyperion's  curls;  the  front  of  Jove  himself; 
An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command ; 
A  station  like  the  herald  Mercury 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven -kissing  hill ; 
A  combination  and  a  form,  indeed, 
Wliere  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal, 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man : 
This  was  your  husband. — Look  you  now,  what  follows : 
Here  is  your  husband  ;  like  a  mildew'd  ear. 
Blasting  his  wholesome  brother.     Have  you  eyes  ? 
Could  you  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed. 
And  batten  on  this  moor  i    Ha !  have  you  eyes  ? 
You  cannot  call  it  love  ;  for  at  your  age 
The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it 's  humble. 
And  waits  upon  the  judgment:  and  what  judgment 
Would  step  from  this  to  this  ?     Sense,  sure,  you  have. 
Else  could  you  not  have  motion :  but,  sure,  that  sense 
Is  apoplex'd :  for  madness  would  not  err ; 
Nor  sense  to  ecstasy  was  ne'er  so  thrall'd 
But  it  reserv'd  some  quantity  of  choice, 
To  serve  in  such  a  difference.     What  devil  was 't 
That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  at  hoodman-blind  ? 
Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  sight. 
Ears  without  hands  or  eyes,  smelling  sans  all, 
Or  but  a  sickly  part  of  one  true  sense 
Could  not  so  mope. 

O  shame  1  where  is  thy  blush?     Rebellious  hell, 
If  thou  canst  mutine  in  a  matron's  bones, 
To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax. 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire :  proclaim  no  shame 
When  the  compulsive  ardour  gives  the  charge, 
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Since  frost  itself  as  actively  doth  bum, 
And  reason  panders  will. 

Queen,  O  Hamlet,  speak  no  more : 

Thou  tutn'st  mine  eyes  into  my  very  soul ; 
And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots 
Ab  will  not  leave  their  tinct. 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 

In  the  rank  sweat  of  an  enseamcd  bed, 
Stew'd  in  corruption,  honeying  and  making  love 
Over  the  nasty  sty, — 

Queen.  O,  speak  to  me  no  more ; 

These  words,  like  da^^rs,  enter  in  mine  ears ; 
No  more,  sweet  Hamlet ! 

Ham.  A  murderer  and  a  villain ; 

A  slave  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tithe 
Of  your  precedent  lord ;  a  vice  of  kings ; 
A  cutpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule. 
That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole, 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket ! 

Queen.  No  more  I 

Ham.  A  king  of  shreds  and  patches, — 

Enter  Ohost. 
Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  vriogs, 
You  heavenly  guards ! — What  would  your(")  gracious  figure! 

Queen.  Alas,  he's  mad  \ 

Ham.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  son  to  chide, 
That,  laps'd  in  time  and  passion,  lets  go  by 
The  important  acting  of  your  dread  command  7 
O,  say! 

Ghott.  Do  not  forget :  this  visitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  purpose. 
But,  look,  amazement  on  thy  mother  sits : 
O,  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul, — 
Conceit  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works, — 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  lady  f 

Queen.  Alas,  how  is 't  with  you. 
That  yon  do  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy, 
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And  with  the  incorporal  air  do  bold  discourse  ? 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  spirits  wildly  peep  ; 
And,  aa  the  sleeping  soldiers  in  the  alarm. 
Your  bedded  bair,  like  life  in  excrements, 
Starts  up,  and  stands  an  end.     O  gentle  soOf 
Upon  the  beat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.     Whereon  do  you  look  ? 

Mam.  On  him,  on  bim !     X<ook  you,  how  pale  he  glares! 
His  form  and  cause  conjoin'd,  preaching  to  stones. 
Would  make  them  capable. — Do  not  look  upon  me ; 
I^eat  with  this  piteous  action  you  convert 
My  stem  effects :  then  what  I  have  to  do 
Will  want  true  colour ;  tears  perchance  for  blood. 

Queen.  To  whom  do  you  speak  this  ? 

Ham.  Do  you  see  nothing  there  ? 

Queen,  Nothing  at  all ;  yet  all  that  is  I  see. 

Ham,  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear  ? 

Queen.  No,  nothing  but  ourselves. 

Ham,  Why,  look  you  there !  look,  how  it  steals  away ! 
My  father,  in  his  habit  as  he  liv'd  1 
Look,  where  be  goes,  even  now,  out  at  the  portal!      [Exit  Gh, 

Queen.  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  youi  brain : 
This  bodiless  creation  ecstasy 
Is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  Ecstasy ! 

My  pulse,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep  time. 
And  makes  as  healthful  music :  it  is  not  madness 
That  I  have  utter'd :  bring  me  to  the  test. 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-word ;  which  madness 
Would  gambol  from.     Mother,  for  love  of  grace, 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul, 
That  not  your  trespass,  hut  my  madness  speaks ; 
It  will  but  skin  and  fllm  the  ulcerous  place, 
Wliilst  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within. 
Infects  unseen.     Confess  yourself  to  heaven ; 
Repent  what's  past ;  avoid  what  is  to  come ; 
And  do  not  spread  the  compost  on  the  weeds. 
To  make  them  ranker.     Forgive  me  this  my  virtue ; 
For  in  the  fatness  of  these  pursy  times 
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Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pardon  beg, 

Yea,  curb  and  woo  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen.  O  Hamlet,  thou  hast  cleft  my  heart  iu  twain. 

Ifam,  O,  throw  away  the  worser  part  of  it, 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 
Good  night :  but  go  not  to  mine  uncle's  bed ; 
Assume  a  rirtue,  if  you  have  it  not. 
That  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  eatjC*) 
Of  habits  devil,  is  angel  yet  in  this, — 
That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 
He  likewise  gives  a  frock  or  livery, 
That  aptly  is  put  on.     Refrain  to-night  i 
And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 
To  the  next  abstinence  :  the  next  more  easy ; 
For  use  almost  can  change  the  stamp  of  nature. 
And  master  C)  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out 
With  wondrous  potency.     Once  more,  good  night: 
And  when  you  are  desirous  to  be  bless'd, 
I'll  blessing  beg  of  you, — For  this  same  lord, 

[Point tn^  to  PoUmhu. 
I  do  repent :  but  heaven  hath  pleas'd  it  so, 
To  punish  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me. 
That  I  must  be  their  scourge  and  minister. 
I  will  bestow  him,  and  will  answer  well 
The  death  I  gave  him.     So,  again,  good  night.— 
I  must  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind : 
Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind.— 
One  word  more,  good  lady. 

Queen.  What  shall  I  do  f 

Ham.  Not  this,  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  you  do  i 
Let  the  bloat  king  tempt  you  again  to  bed  ; 
Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek ;  call  you  his  mouse ; 
And  let  him,  for  a  pair  of  reechy  kisses. 
Or  paddling  in  your  neck  with  his  danm'd  fingers. 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 
That  I  essentially  am  not  in  madness, 
Sut  mad  in  craft.     'Twere  good  you  let  him  know ; 
For  who,  that's  but  a  queen,  fair,  sober,  wise, 
Would  from  a  paddock,  from  a  bat,  a  gib, 
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Such  dear  concemings  hide  ?  who  wotild  do  so  ? 
No,  in  despite  of  sense  and  secrecy, 
Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  house's  top, 
I^t  the  birds  fly,  and,  like  the  famous  ape. 
To  try  conclusions,  in  the  basket  creep, 
And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen,  Be  thou  aBsur'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breath. 

And  breath  of  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 

What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 

Ham,  I  must  to  England ;  you  know  that  ? 
Queen.  Alack, 

I  had  forgot :  'tis  so  concluded  on. 

Ham,  There's  letters  seal'd :  and  my  two  schoolfellows, — 

Whom  I  will  trust  as  I  will  adders  {ang'd,-~ 

They  bear  the  mandate ;  they  must  sweep  my  way. 

And  marshal  me  to  knavery.     Let  it  work ; 

For  'tis  the  sport  to  have  the  engiuer 

Hoist  with  his  own  petar :  and  't  shall  go  bard 

But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines, 

And  blow  them  at  the  moon :  O,  'tis  most  sweet, 

When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet. — 

This  man  shall  set  me  packing : 

I'll  lug  the  guta  into  the  neighbour  room. — 

Mother,  good  night — Indeed,  this  counsellor 

Is  now  most  still,  most  secret,  and  most  grave. 

Who  was  in  life  a  foolish  prating  knave. 

Come,  sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. — 

Good  night,  mother. 

[Exeunt  teveraUy  ;  Hamlet  dragging  in  Poloniut, 


ACT  IT, 

Scene  I.     The  lame. 
Enter  Kin^  Queen,  BosxHCsAirrz,  cmd  Ouildevstebit. 
King.   There's  matter  in  these  sighs,  these  profound 
heaves : 
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You  must  translate :  'tis  fit  we  understand  them. 
Where  is  your  aon  ? 

Queen.  Bestow  this  place  on  us  a  little  while. 

[7\>  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstem,  toho  exemmt. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  what  have  I  seen  to-night ! 

Sing.  What,  Gertrude  ?     How  does  Hamlet  ? 

Queen,  Mad  as  the  sea  and  wind,  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  mightier ;  in  his  lawless  fit. 
Behind  the  arras  hearing  something  stir, 
He  whips  his  rapier  out,  and  cries,  "  A  rat,  a  rat!" 
And,  in  this  brainish  apprehension,  kills 
The  unseen  good  old  man. 

King,  O  heavy  deed ! 

It  had  been  so  with  us,  had  we  been  there : 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all ; 
To  you  yourself,  to  us,  to  every  one. 
Alas,  how  shall  this  bloody  deed  be  answered  ? 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whose  providence 
Should  have  kept  short,  restrain'd,  and  out  of  haunt. 
This  mad  young  man :  but  so  much  was  our  love. 
We  would  not  understand  what  was  most  fit; 
But,  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  disease, 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.     Where  is  he  gone  ? 

Queen.  To  draw  apart  the  body  he  hath  kill'd : 
O'er  whom  his  very  madness,  like  some  ore 
Among  a  mineral  of  metals  base. 
Shows  itself  pure ;  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.  O  Gertrude,  come  away ! 
The  sua  no  sooner  shall  the  mountains  touch. 
But  we  will  ship  him  hence :  and  this  vile  deed 
We  must,  with  all  our  majesty  and  skill, 
Both  countenance  and  excuse. — Ho,  Guildenatem  1 

Jie-enier  Rosehcoaktz  and  Qvnj>SBStKBS, 
Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  some  further  aid; 
Hamlet  in  madness  hath  Polonius  slain, 
And  from  his  mother's  closet  hath  he  dragg'd  him : 
Go  seek  him  out ;  speak  fair,  and  bring  the  body 
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Into  the  chapel.     I  pray  you,  haste  in  this. 

[Exeunt  Rosencraniz  and  Ouildentlerii. 
Come,  Gertrude,  well  call  up  our  wisest  ftiends ; 
And  let  them  know,  both  what  we  mean  to  do. 
And  what's  untimely  done :  so,  haply  slander, — (*■) 
Whose  whisper  o'er  the  world's  diameter. 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank. 
Transports  his  poison'd  shot, — may  miss  our  name. 
And  hit  the  woundless  air. — O,  come  away  1 
My  soul  is  full  of  discord  and  dismay.  [Ex&int. 


Scene  II.     jinother  room  in  the  tame, 
£nterlIiXLST. 

Sam,  Safely  stowed. 

Ititi.  Qiiil.  [tciMin]  Hamlet !  Lord  Hamlet ! 

Ham.  What  noise  ?  who  calls  on  Hamlet  ?  O,  here  they 
come. 

Enter  RogEUCBAUTZ  and  Ouildenstern. 

Jtos,  What  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the  dead  body  t 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  dust,  whereto  'tis  kin. 

Rot.  Tell  us  where  'tis ;  that  we  may  take  it  thence, 
And  bear  it  to  the  chapel. 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 

Rot.  Believe  what  ? 

Ham.  That  I  can  keep  your  counsel,  and  not  mine  own. 
Besides,  to  be  demanded  of  a  sponge! — what  replication 
should  be  made  by  the  aon  of  a  king  ? 

Rot.  Take  you  me  for  a  sponge,  my  lord  ? 

Ham,  Ay,  sir ;  that  soaks  up  the  king's  countenance,  his 
rewards,  his  authorities.  But  such  officers  do  the  king  best 
service  in  the  end :  he  keeps  them,  like  an  ape,  in  the  comer 
of  his  jaw ;  first  mouthed,  to  be  last  swallowed :  when  he 
needs  what  you  have  gleaned,  it  is  but  squeezing  you,  and, 
sponge,  you  shall  be  dry  again. 

Rot.  I  understand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham,  I  am  glad  of  it :  a  knavish  speech  sleeps  in  a  foolish 
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Soi.  My  lord,  you  must  tell  us  where  the  body  ia,  and 
go  with  us  to  the  king. 

Ham.  The  body  ia  with  the  Icing,  but  the  king  is  not  with 
the  body.     The  king  is  a  thing — 

Guil.  A  thing,  my  lord ! 

Ham.  Of  nothing :  biing  me  to  him.  Hide  fox,  and  all 
after,  [Exeunt. 


Scene  III.     Another  room  in  the  tame. 
Enter  King,  attended. 

King.  I  have  sent  to  seek  him,  and  to  find  the  body. 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  man  goes  loose  I 
Yet  must  not  we  put  the  strong  law  on  him : 
He's  lov'd  of  the  distracted  multitude, 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  eyes; 
And  where  'tis  so,  the  offender's  scourge  is  weigh'd. 
But  never  the  offence.     To  bear  all  smooth  and  even. 
This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem 
Deliberate  pause :  diseases  desperate  grown 
By  desperate  appliance  are  reliev'd, 
Or  not  at  all. 

Entw  RoSEircBAiiTZ. 
How  now !  what  hath  befall'n  f 

Rot.  Where  the  dead  body  is  bestowed,  my  lord. 
We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Rot.  Without,  my  lord ;  guarded,  to  know  your  pleasure. 

King.  Bring  him  before  us. 

Rot,  Ho,  Guildenstern!  bring  in  my  lord. 

Enter  Havlet  and  GniLDENaTKBH. 

King,  Now,  Hamlet,  Where's  Folonius  I 

Ham.  At  supper. 

King.  At  supper !  where  ? 

Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten :  a  certain 
convocation  of  politic  worms  are  e'en  at  him.  Your  worm  is 
your  only  emperor  for  diet:  we  fat  all  creatures  else  to  fat 
ua,  and  we  fat  ourselves   for  maggots:   your  fat  king  and 
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your  lean  beggar  is  but  variable  service, — two  dishes,  but  to 
one  table :  that's  the  end. 
King.  Alas,  alas ! 

Ham.  A  man  may  £sh  with  the  worm  that  hath  eat  of  a 
king,  and  eat  of  the  fish  that  hath  fed  of  that  woim. 
Kifig.  What  dost  thou  mean  by  this  ? 
Ham.  Nothing  but  to  show  you  how  a  king  may  go  a  pro- 
gress through  the  guts  of  a  beggar. 
King.  Where  is  Folonius  ? 

Ham.  In  heaven ;  send  tliither  to  see :  if  your  messenger 
find  him  not  there,  seek  him  i'  the  other  place  yourself.  But, 
indeed,  if  you  find  him  not  within  this  month,  you  shall  nose 
him  as  you  go  up  the  stairs  into  the  lobby. 

King.  G-o  seek  him  there.  \To  some  Attendantt. 

Ham.  He  will  stay  till  ye  come.  {Exeunt  Attendantt. 

King.  Hamlet,  this  deed,  for  thine  especial  safety, — 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done, — must  send  thee  hence 
With  fiery  quickness:  therefore  prepare  thyself; 
The  hark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help. 
The  associates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.        For  England ! 
King.  Ay,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Grood. 

King.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'st  our  purposes. 
Ham.  I  see  a  cherub  that  sees  them, — But,  come;  for 
England ! — Farewell,  dear  mother. 
King.  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother :  father  and  mother  is  man  and  wife  ; 
man  and  wife  is  one  fiesh ;  and  so,  my  mother. — Come,  for 
England!  {Exit. 

King.  Follow  him  at  foot ;  tempt  him  with  speed  aboard; 
Delay  it  not ;  I'll  have  him  hence  to-night : 
Away !  for  every  thing  is  seal'd  and  done 
That  else  leans  on  the  affair :  pray  you,  make  haste. 

[Exeunt  Mosencrantz  and  Guildemtem. 
And,  England,  if  my  love  thou  hold's^  at  aught 
(As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  sense, 
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Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looka  raw  and  red 

After  the  Danish  sword,  and  thy  free  awe 

Pays  homage  to  us),  thou  mayst  not  coldly  aet 

Our  sovereign  process;  which  imports  at  full. 

By  letters  c6njuring  to  that  effect, 

The  present  death  of  Hamlet.     Do  it,  England  ; 

For  like  the  hectic  in  my  blood  be  rages, 

And  thou  must  cure  me :  till  I  know  'tis  done, 

Howe'er  my  hapa,  my  joys  were  ne'er  begun-C)  [Exii. 


Scene  IV.    ji plain  in  Denmark^ 
Enter  FoBTlNsRiii  and  Forces,  mareking. 
For.  Go,  captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danish  king ; 
Tell  him  that,  by  his  license,  Fortinbras 
Craves  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  march 
Over  bis  kingdom.     You  know  the  rendezvous. 
If  that  his  majesty  would  aught  with  us, 
We  shall  express  our  duty  in  his  eye ; 
And  let  him  know  so. 

Cap.  I  will  do't,  my  lord. 

For.  Go  softly  on. 

[Exeunt  Fortinbraa  and  Force*. 

Enter  Haklet,  Bobxscraxtz,  Gvildeksiebx,  Ac, 

Ham.  Good  sir,  whose  powers  are  these  t 

Cap.  They  are  of  Norway,  sir. 

ifam.  How  purpos'd,  sir,  I  pray  you  ? 

Cap,  Against  some  part  of  Poland. 

Ham.  Who  commands  them,  sir  ? 

Cap.  The  nephew  to  old  Norway,  Fortinbraa. 

Ham.  Goes  it  against  the  main  of  Poland,  sir, 
Ol  for  some  frontier  ? 

Cap.  Truly  to  speak,  and  with  no  addition, 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  4>atcb  of  ground 
That  hath  in  it  no  pro&t  but  the  name. 
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To  pay  five  ducata,  five,  I  would  not  farm  it; 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway  or  the  Pole 
A  ranker  rate,  should  it  be  sold  in  fee. 

Ham.  Why,  then  the  Polack  never  will  defend  it. 

Cap.  Ye8,(")  it  is  already  garriaon'd. 

Ham.  Two  thousand  souls  and  twenty  thousand  ducats 
Will  not  debate  the  question  of  this  straw : 
This  is  the  imposthume  of  much  wealth  and  peace. 
That  inward  breaks,  and  shows  no  cause  without 
Why  the  man  dies. — I  humbly  thank  you,  air. 

Cap.  God  b'  wi'  you,  sir.  \ExU. 

Roi.  Will't  please  you  go,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  ni  be  with  you  straight.     Go  a  little  before. 

[Exeunt  all  except  Hamlet. 
How  all  occasions  do  inform  against  me. 
And  spur  my  dull  revenge !     What  is  a  man, 
If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  bis  time 
Be  but  to  sleep  and  feed  1  a  beast,  no  more. 
Sure,  he  that  made  us  with  such  large  discourse, 
Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  god-like  reason 
To  fust  in  us  unus'd.     Now,  whether  it  be 
Bestial  oblivion,  or  some  craven  scruple 
Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  the  event, — 
A  thought  which,  quarter'd,  hath  but  one  part  wisdom. 
And  ever  three  parts  coward, — I  do  not  know 
Why  yet  I  live  to  say,  "  This  thing's  to  do ;" 
Sith  I  have  cause,  and  will,  and  strength,  and  means, 
To  do 't.     Examples,  gross  as  earth,  exhort  me : 
Witness  this  army,  of  such  mass  and  charge, 
Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince ; 
Whose  spirit,  with  divine  ambition  puff'd, 
Makes  mouths  at  the  invisible  event ; 
Exposing  what  is  mortal  and  unsure 
To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger  dare. 
Even  for  an  egg-shell.     Rightly  to  be  great 
Is  not  to  stir  without  great  argument. 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw 
When  honour's  at  the  stake.     How  stand  I,  then, 

VdL.  V.  N  N 
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That  bftve  a  father  kill'd,  a  mother  Btain'd, 

Excitements  of  my  reason  and  my  hlood, 

And  let  all  sleep  ?  while,  to  my  shame,  I  see 

The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men. 

That,  for  a  fantasy  and  trick  of  fame. 

Go  to  their  graves  like  beds ;  fight  for  a  plot 

Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause, 

Which  is  not  tomb  enough  and  continent 

To  hide  the  slain? — O,  from  this  time  forth, 

My  thoughts  he  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth !  \_ExU, 


Scene  V.     ElHnore,     A  room  in  the  cattle. 
Enter  Queen  and  Hobatio. 

Queen.  I  will  not  speak  with  her. 

Hot,  She  is  importunate ;  indeed,  distract : 
Her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 

Queen.  What  would  she  have  ? 

Hot.  She  speaks  much  of  her  father ;  says  she  hears 
There's  tricks  i'  the  world ;  and  hems,  and  beats  ber  heart ; 
Spurns  enviously  at  straws ;  speaks  things  in  doubt, 
That  carry  but  half  sense :  her  speech  is  nothing. 
Yet  the  unshaped  use  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection ;  they  aim  at  it. 
And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts; 
Which,  as  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  gestures  yield  them. 
Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  might  be  thought, 
Though  nothing  sure,  yet  much  unhappily. 
'Twere  goodC")  she  were  spoken  with;  for  she  may  strew 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 

Queen.  Let  her  come  in.  [Exit  Boratio 

To  my  sick  soul,  as  sin's  true  nature  is, 
Each  toy  seems  prologue  to  some  great  amiss : 
So  full  of  artless  jealousy  is  guilt, 
It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  be  spilt. 
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£e-ejU«r  Horatio,  loiA  Ophelia. 
Oph.  Where  is  the  beauteous  majesty  of  Denmaik  ? 
Queen,  How  now,  Ophelia ! 

Oph,  How  should  I  your  true  love  know  [Singa. 

From  another  one  1 
fij  hie  cockle  hat  and  staff, 
And  bis  sandal  ahoon. 
Queen.  Alas,  sweet  lady,  what  imports  this  song  ? 
Oph.  Say  you  ?  nay,  pray  yoti,  mark. 

He  is  (lead  and  gone,  lady,  [^Sings. 

He  is  dead  and  gone ; 
At  his  head  a  grass-green  turf. 
At  his  heels  a  stone. 
Queen.  Nay,  but,  Ophelia,— 
Opk.  Pray  you,  mark. 

White  his  shroud  as  the  mountain  snow,      [Singe. 

Enter  King. 
Queen.  Alas,  took  liere,  my  lord. 

Oph,  Larded  with  sweet  flowers ;  [Singi. 

Which  bewept  to  the  grave  did  goC") 
With  true-love  ahowers. 
King,  How  do  you,  pretty  lady  i 

Oph.  Well,  Grod  dild  you!     They  say  the  owl  was  a 
baker's  daughter.     Lord,  we  know  what  we  are,  but  know 
not  what  we  may  be.     God  be  at  your  table ! 
King,  Conceit  upon  her  father. 

Oph,  Pray  you,  let's  have  no  words  of  this ;  but  when  they 
ask  you  what  it  means,  say  you  this : 

To-morrow  is  Sunt  Valentine's  day,  [Singt. 

All  in  the  morning  betime. 
And  I  a  maid  at  your  window. 

To  be  your  Valentine. 
Then  up  he  rose,  and  dona'd  his  clothes. 

And  dupp'd  the  chamber-door ; 
Let  in  the  maid,  that  out  a  maid 
Never  departed  more. 
King.  Pretty  Ophelia ! 
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Oph.  Indeed,  la,  without  an  oatb.  III  make  an  end  on't: 
By  Om  and  by  Saint  Charity,  [Singf- 

Alack,  and  fie  for  abatne  I 
Yonng  men  will  do't,  if  they  come  to't ; 

By  cock,  they  are  to  blame. 
Qnoth  dte,  before  you  tumbled  me, 

You  promis'd  me  to  wed. 
So  would  I  ha'  done,  by  yonder  sun, 
An  thou  hadst  not  come  to  my  bod. 
King.  How  long  hath  she  been  thus  ? 
Oph.  I  hope  oil  will  be  well.     We  must  be  patient :  but 
I  cannot  choose  but  weep,  to  thint  they  should  lay  him  i'  the 
cold  ground.   My  brother  shall  know  of  it:  and  so  I  thank  you 
for  your  good  counsel. — Come,  my  coach!— Good  night, 
ladies;  good  night,  sweet  ladies;  good  night,  good  night. 

[Exit. 
King.  Follow  her  close;  give  her  good  watch,  I  pray  you. 
[Exit  Horatio, 
O,  this  is  the  poison  of  deep  grief;  it  springs 
All  from  her  father's  death.     0  Gertrude,  Gertrude, 
"When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies, 
But  in  battalias !    First,  her  father  slain : 
Next,  your  son  gone ;  and  he  most  violent  author 
Of  his  own  just  remove :  the  people  muddied, 
Thick  and  unwholesome  in  their  thoughts  and  whispers, 
For  good  Polonius'  death  ;  and  we  have  done  hut  greenly. 
In  hugger-mugger  to  inter  him :  poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  herself  and  her  fair  judgment. 
Without  the  which  we  are  pictures,  or  mete  heasts : 
XASt,  fmd  as  much  containing  as  all  these, 
Her  brother  is  in  secret  come  from  France ; 
Feeds  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himself  in  clouds. 
And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infect  his  ear 
With  pestilent  speeches  of  his  father's  death ; 
Wherein  necessity,  of  matter  beggar'd, 
Will  nothing  stick  our  person  (")  to  arraign 
In  ear  and  ear.     O  my  dear  Gertrude,  this, 
Like  to  a  murdering-piece,  in  many  places 
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Gives  me  supetfluous  death.  [^  noite  within. 

Quesn.  Alack,  what  noise  is  this  ? 

King.  Where  are  my  Switzers  ?     Let  them  guard  the 
door. 

Enter  a  Oentlenun. 
What  is  the  matter  ? 

Oent.  Save  yourself,  my  loid : 

The  ocean,  overpeering  of  his  list, 
Eita  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  haste 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head, 
O'erbears  your  officers.     The  rahble  call  him  lord ; 
And,  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin. 
Antiquity  forgot,  custom  not  known. 
The  ralifiers  and  props  of  every  word, 
They  cry,  "  Choose  we ;  Laertes  shall  he  king !" 
Caps,  hands,  and  tongues,  applaud  it  to  the  clouds, 
"  Laertes  shall  be  king,  Laertes  king !" 

Qaeen.  How  cheerfully  on  the  false  trail  they  cry ! 
O,  this  is  counter,  you  false  Danish  dogs ! 

King.  The  doors  are  broke,  [Noise  utithin. 

Bitter  hAEBTBS,  armMi !  Duaea/oBotang. 

Laer.  Where  is  this  king  ? — Sirs,  stand  you  all  without. 

Danet.  No,  let's  come  in. 

Laer.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 

D<met.  We  will,  we  will.      [TAay  retire  tnthout  the  door. 

Laer.  I  thauk  you : — keep  the  door. — -O  thou  vile  king, 
Qive  me  my  father ! 

Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.  That  drop  of  blood  that's  calm  proclaims  me  bas- 
tard; 
Cries  cuckold  to  my  father ;  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here,  between  the  chaste  unsmirched  brow 
Of  my  true  mother. 

King.  What  is  the  cause,  Laertes, 

That  thy  rebellion  looks  so  giant-like  ? — 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude ;  do  not  fear  our  person  : 
There's  such  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king, 
That  treason  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would. 
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Acta  little  of  his  will. — Tell  me,  Laertes, 

Why  thou  art  thua  incens'd : — ^let  him  go,  Gertrude : — 

Speak,  man. 

Xoer.  Where  ia  my  father  ? 

King.  Dead. 

Queen.  But  not  by  him. 

King.  X^t  him  demand  his  fill. 

LaeT.  How  came  he  dead  ?  I'll  not  be  juggled  with : 
To  hell,  allegiance !  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil ! 
Conscience  and  grace,  to  the  profoundest  pit ! 
I  dare  damnation : — to  this  point  I  stand, — 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence, 
Let  come  what  comes ;  only  111  be  reveng'd 
Most  throughly  for  my  father. 

King.  Who  shall  stay  you  ? 

Laer.  My  will,  not  all  the  world : 
And  for  my  means,  I'll  husband  them  so  well, 
They  shall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Good  Laertes, 

If  you  desire  to  know  the  certainty 
Of  your  dear  father's  death,  is 't  writ  in  your  revenge. 
That,  swoopstake,  you  will  draw  both  friend  and  foe, 
Winner  and  loser  ? 

Laer.  None  but  his  enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them,  then  ? 

Laer.  To  his  good  friends  thus  wide  III  ope  my  arms; 
And,  like  the  kind  life-rendering  pelican, 
Repast  them  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why,  now  you  speak 

Like  a  good  child  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  your  father's  death, 
And  am  most  sensible  in  grief  for  it. 
It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgment  pierce 
As  day  does  to  your  eye. 

Danes  [within"].  Let  her  come  in. 

Laer.  How  now !  what  noise  is  that  ? 

Re-enter  Ophelia. 
O  heat,  dry  up  my  brains !  tears  seven-times  salt. 
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Bum  out  the  sense  and  virtue  of  mine  eye ! — 
By  heaven,  thy  madness  shall  be  paid  by  weight, 
'I'ill  our  scale  turn  the  beam.     O  rose  of  May ! 
Dear  maid,  kind  sister,  sweet  Ophelia ! — 
O  heavens !  is 't  possible,  a  young  maid's  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life  ? 
Nature  is  fine  in  love ;  and,  where  'tis  fiue. 
It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Opk,  They  bore  him  barefac'd  on  tHe  bier ;  [>S^>. 

Hey  Qoa  nonny,  nonny,  hey  nonny ; 
And  OD  his  grove  rain'd  many  a  tear, — 
Fare  you  well,  my  dove ! 

Laer.  Hadst  thou  thy  wits,  and  didst  persuade  revenge, 
It  could  not  move  thus. 

Oph,  You  must  sing,  "  Down  a-down,  an  you  call  him 
a-down-a."{")     O,  how  the  wheel  becomes  it!     It  is   the 
false  steward,  that  stole  his  master's  daughter. 
Laer.  This  nothing's  more  than  matter. 
Opk.  There's  rosemary,  that's  for  remembrance;   pray, 
love,  remember:  and  there  is  pansies,  that's  for  thoughts. 

Laer.  A  document  in  madness, —  thoughts  and  remem- 
brance fitted. 

Oph.  There's  fennel  for  you,  and  columbines : — there's 
rue  for  you ;  and  here's  some  for  me : — we  may  call  it  herb- 
grace  o'  Sundays : — O,  you  must  wear  yout  rue  with  a  diflfer- 
ence. — There's  a  daisy; — I  would  give  you  some  violets,  but 
they  withered  all  when  my  father  died : — they  say  he  made 
a  good  end,— 

Tor  bonny  sweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy, —  \Singt. 

Laer.  Thought  and  affliction,  passion,  hell  itself. 
She  turns  to  favour  and  to  prettiness. 

Oph.  And  will  he  not  come  again !  [Sings. 

And  will  he  not  come  again  1 
No,  no,  he  is  dead, 
Go  to  thy  death-bed,('>) 
He  never  will  come  again. 
His  beard  was  as  white  as  snow, 
AU  flaxen  was  his  poll : 


itizecoy  Google 


BS>  HAMLET.  C*"  "- 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone,  I 

And  ve  cast  away  moan : 
Qod  ha'  mercy  on  his  aool  I 
And  of  all  Christian  souls,  I  pray  God. — God  b'  wi*  ye. 

Laer.  Do  you  see  this,  O  God  ? 

King.  Ijaertes,  I  must  commune^*)  with  your  grief. 
Or  you  deny  me  right.     Go  but  apart, 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wisest  friends  you  will. 
And  they  shall  hear  and  judge  'twist  you  and  me : 
If  by  direct  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  touch'd,  we  will  our  kingdom  give, 
Our  crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  call  ours, 
To  you  in  satisfaction ;  but  if  not, 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us. 

And  we  shall  jointly  labour  with  your  soul  | 

To  give  it  due  content. 

iMer.  Xai  this  be  bo  ; 

His  means  of  death,  his  obscure  burial, — 
No  trophy,  sword,  nor  hatchment  o'er  his  bones. 
No  noble  rite  nor  formal  ostentation, — ■ 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as  'twere  from  heaven  to  earth, 
That  I  must  call't  in  question.  | 

King.  So  you  shall ; 

And  where  the  offence  is  let  the  great  axe  fall. 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me.  \Exeunt, 


Scene  VI.     Another  room  in  the  tame, 
Entw  H0RI.T10  and  a  Servant. 
Hor.  What  are  they  that  would  speak  with  me? 
■    Serv.  Sailors,  air :  they  say  they  have  letters  for  you. 
Hor.  Let  them  come  in. —  [Exit  Servant. 

I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  world 
I  should  be  greeted,  if  not  from  Lord  Hamlet. 
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Eni«r  Sailors. 

Firtt  Sail.  God  bless  you,  sir. 

Sor.  Let  Mm  bless  thee  too. 

First  Sail.  He  shall,  sir,  an't  please  him.  There's  a  letter 
for  you,  sir ;  it  comes  from  the  ambassador  that  was  bound 
for  England ;  if  your  name  be  Horatio,  as  I  am  let  to  know 
it  is. 

SoT'  \reada]  "  Horatio,  when  thou  shalt  hare  overlooked  this, 
give  these  fellows  some  means  to  the  king  -.  the;  have  lettera  for 
him.  Ere  we  were  two  days  old  at  sea,  a  pirate  of  very  warlike 
^)pointment  gave  ns  chaae.  Pinding  ourselves  too  slow  of  sail,  we 
put  on  a  compelled  valom' :  in  the  grapple  I  boarded  them  i  on  Ae 
instant  they  got  clear  of  our  ship ;  so  I  alone  became  thnr  pri- 
soner. They  have  dealt  with  me  like  thieves  of  mercy :  but  they 
knew  what  tbey  did  ;  I  am  to  do  a  good  turn  for  them.  Let  the 
king  have  the  letters  I  have  sent ;  and  repair  thou  to  me  with  as 
much  haste  as  thou  wouldat  fly  death.  I  have  words  to  apeak  in 
thine  ear  will  make  thee  dumb  ;  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the 
bore  of  the  matter.  Tbeee  good  fellows  will  bring  thee  where  I  am. 
Rosencrantz  and  Ouildenatem  hold  their  course  for  England :  of 
them  I  have  mnch  to  tell  thee.     Farewell. 

"  He  that  thou  knowest  thin^  Hajilbt." 

Come,  I  will  give  you  way  for  these  your  lettera ; 

And  do't  the  speedier,  that  you  may  direct  me 

To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them,  [Exettat. 


Scene  VII.     Another  roam  in  the  Mame. 
Enter  King  and  LASBTia 

King.  Now  must  your  conscience  my  acquittance  seal, 
And  you  must  put  me  in  your  heart  for  &iend, 
Sitb  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear, 
That  he  which  hath  your  noble  father  slain 
PuTsu'd  my  life. 

Zoer.  It  well  appears : — but  tell  me 

Why  you  proceeded  not  against  these  feats. 
So  crimeful  and  so  capital  in  nature, 
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As  by  your  safety,  wisdom,  all  things  else. 
You  mainly  were  stirr'd  up. 

King.  O,  for  two  special  reasons ; 

Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  seem  much  unsinew'd. 
But  yet  to  me  they  are  strong.     The  queeu  his  mother 
Lives  almost  by  his  looks ;  and  for  myself 
(My  virtue  or  my  plague,  be  it  either  which), 
She's  so  conjunctive  to  my  life  and  soul. 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere, 
I  could  not  but  by  her.     The  other  motive, 
AVhy  to  a  public  count  I  might  not  go. 
Is  the  great  love  the  general  gender  bear  him ; 
"Who,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection. 
Would,  like  the  spring  that  turneth  wood  to  stone, 
Convert  his  gyves  to  graces ;  so  that  my  arrows, 
Too  slightly  timber'd  for  so  loud  a  wind. 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again, 
And  not  where  I  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer.  And  so  have  I  a  noble  father  lost ; 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  terms, — 
Whose  worth,  if  praises  may  go  back  again. 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her  perfections : — but  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  sleeps  for  that :  you  must  not 
think 
That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull. 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger. 
And  think  it  pastime.     You  shortly  shall  hear  more : 
I  lov'd  your  father,  and  we  love  ourself ; 
And  that,  I  hope,  wUl  teach  you  to  imagine, — 

£nler  a  Messenger. 
How  now !  what  news  ? 

Mesi.  Letters,  my  lord,  frinn  Hamlet : 

This  to  your  majesty ;  this  to  the  queen. 

King.  From  Hamlet !  who  brought  them  ? 

Meu.  Sailors,  my  lord,  they  say ;  I  saw  them  not : 
They  were  given  me  by  Claudio, — he  receiv'd  them 
Of  him  that  brought  them. 


itizecoy  Google 


•can  Tit.]  HAHLET.  SS5 

King.  Laertes,  you  shall  hear  them.— 

ZicaTe  U3.  [Exit  Meatenger. 

[Reads']  "Higli  and  mighty, — You  shall  know  I  am  set  naked 
on  your  kingdom.  To-morrow  shall  I  beg  leave  to  see  your  kioglj 
eyes :  when  I  shall,  first  asking  your  pardon  thereunto,  recount  the 
occaeionB  of  my  sudden  and  more  strange  return. 

"  Haklst." 
What  should  this  mean  ?     Are  all  the  rest  come  back  t 
Or  is  it  some  abuse,  and  no  such  thing  ? 

Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  ? 

King.  'Tis  Hamlet's  character : — "  Naked," — 

And  in  a  postscript  here,  he  says,  "  alone." 
Can  you  advise  me  ? 

Laer.  I'm  lost  in  it,  my  lord.     But  let  him  come ; 
It  warms  the  very  sickness  in  my  heart, 
That  I  shall  live  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 
"Thus  diddest  thou." 

King,  If  it  be  so,  Laertes, — 

As  how  should  it  be  so  ?  how  otherwise  I— 
Will  you  be  rul'd  by  me  ? 

Laer.  Ay,  my  lord ; 

So  you  vrill  not  o'errule  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace.     If  he  be  now  retum'd, — 
As  checking  at('^)'his  voyage,  and  that  be  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it,*— I  will  work  him 
To  au  exploit,  now  ripe  in  my  device. 
Under  the  which  he  shall  not  choose  but  fall : 
And  for  bis  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breathe ; 
But  even  his  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice, 
And  call  it  accident, 

Laer.  My  lord,  I  will  be  rul'd ; 

The  rather,  if  you  could  devise  it  so. 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

King.  It  falls  right. 

You  have  been  talk'd  of  since  your  travel  much, 
And  that  in  Hamlet's  hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherein,  they  say,  you  shine :  your  sum  of  parts 
Did  not  t<^ether  pluck  such  envy  from  him, 
As  did  that  one ;  and  that,  in  my  regard, 
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Of  the  unworthieat  siege. 

Laer.  What  part  is  that,  my  lord  ! 

King.  K  very  riband  ia  the  cap  of  youth, 
Yet  needful  too ;  for  youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears 
Than  settled  age  his  sables  and  his  weeds, 
Importing  health  and  graveness. — Two  months  since, 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy, — 
I've  seen  myself,  and  serv'd  against,  the  French, 
And  they  canC)  well  on  horseback :  but  this  gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in't ;  he  grew  unto  his  seat ; 
And  to  such  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horse. 
As  he  had  been  incorps'd  and  demi-natur'd 
With  the  brave  beast :  so  far  he  topp'd  my  thought, 
That  I,  in  forgery  of  shapes  and  tricks. 
Come  short  of  what  he  did. 

Laer.  A  Norman  was't  ? 

King.  A  Norman. 

Laer.  Upon  my  life,  Ijamond. 

King.  The  very  same. 

Laer.  I  know  him  well :  he  is  the  brooch,  indeed, 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation. 

King,  He  made  confession  of  you ; 
And  gave  you  such  a  masterly  report. 
For  art  and  exercise  in  your  defence, 
And  for  your  rapier  most  especially. 
That  he  cried  out,  'twould  be  a  sight  Indeed, 
If  one  could  match  you :  the  scrimers  of  their  nation. 
He  swore,  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  eye. 
If  you  oppos'd  them.     Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  so  envenom  with  his  envy, 
That  he  could  nothing  do  hut  wish  and  beg 
Your  sudden  coming  o'er,  to  play  with  him. 
Now,  out  of  this, — 

Laer.  What  out  of  this,  my  lord  ? 

King.  Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  you  t 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  sorrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  f 

iMer.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 
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King.  Not  that  I  think  you  did  not  love  your  father ; 

But  that  I  know  love  ia  begun  by  time ; 

And  that  I  see,  in  passages  of  proof, 

Time  qualifies  the  spark  and  fire  of  it. 

There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 

A  kind  of  wick  or  snuff  that  wilt  abate  it ; 

And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still ; 

For  goodness,  growing  to  a  plurisy, 

Dies  in  his  own  too-much :  that  we  would  do. 

We  should  do  when  we  would ;  for  this  "  would"  changes, 

And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 

As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents ; 

And  then  this  "  should"  is  like  a  spendthrift  (")  sigh. 
That  hurts  by  easing.     But,  to  the  quick  o'  the  ulcer : — 
Hamlet  comes  back :  what  would  you  undertake. 
To  show  yourself  your  father's  son  in  deed 
More  than  in  words  ? 

Laer,  To  cut  his  throat  i'  the  church. 

King.  No  place,  indeed,  should  murder  sanctuarize ; 
Revenge  should  have  no  bounds.     But,  good  Laertes, 
Will  you  do  this,  keep  close  within  your  chamber. 
Hamlet  retum'd  shall  know  you  are  come  home : 
Well  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence. 
And  set  a  double  varnish  on  the  fame 
The  Frenchman  gave  you ;  bring  you,  in  fine,  together. 
And  wager  on  your  heads :  he,  being  remiss. 
Most  generous,  and  iree  from  all  contriving. 
Will  not  peruse  the  foils ;  so  that,  with  ease. 
Or  with  a  little  shuffling,  you  may  choose 
A  sword  unbated,  and,  in  a  pass  of  practice. 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer,  I  will  do 't : 

And,  for  that  purpose,  I'll  anoint  my  sword. 
I  bought  an  unction  of  a  mountebank. 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it, 
Where  it  draws  blood  no  cataplasm  so  rare, 
Collected  from  all  simples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon,  can  save  the  thing  &om  death 
That  is  but  scratch'd  withal :  I'll  touch  my  point 


Uigilizecoy  Google 


fiU  HAMLET.  [AC 

With  this  conUgion,  that,  if  I  gall  him  slightly. 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let 's  further  think  of  this ; 

Weigh  what  convenience  both  of  time  and  means 
May  fit  us  to  our  shape:  if  this  should  fail, 
And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance, 
'Twere  better  not  assay'd :  therefore  this  project 
Should  have  a  back  or  second,  that  might  hold, 
If  tills  should  blast  in  proof.     Soft ! — let  me  see  :— 
We'll  make  a  solemn  wager  on  your  cunnings, — C*) 
I  ha't: 

When  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry 
(As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end), 
And  that  he  calls  for  drink,  I'll  have  prepar'd  him 
A  chalice  for  the  nonce ;  whereon  but  sipping, 
If  he  by  chance  escape  your  venom'd  stuck. 
Our  purpose  may  hold  there. 

^nter  Queen. 

How  now,(7')  sweet  queen ! 

Queen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's  heel, 
So  fast  they  follow : — your  sister  'a  drown'd,  Laertes. 

Laer.  Drown'd !  O,  where  ? 

Queen.  There  is  a  willow  grows  aslant  a  brook. 
That  shows  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream  j 
There  with  fantastic  garlands  did  she  come 
Of  crow-flowers,  nettles,  daisies,  and  long  purples 
That  liberal  shepherds  give  a  grosser  name, 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call  them : 
There,  on  the  pendent  boughs  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambering  to  hang,  an  envious  sliver  broke ; 
When  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  herself 
Fell  in  the  weeping  brook.     Her  clothes  spread  wide; 
And,  mermaid-like,  awhile  they  bore  her  up : 
Which  time  she  chanted  snatches  of  old  tunes; 
As  one  incapable  of  her  own  distress, 
Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indu'd 
Unto  that  element :  but  long  it  could  not  be 
Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
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Pioll'd  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodioua  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer.  Alaa,  then,  she  ia  drown'd  ? 

Queen,  Drown'd,  drown'd. 

Laer,  Too  much  of  water  hast  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears :  hut  yet 
It  is  our  trick ;  nature  her  custom  holds. 
Let  shame  say  what  it  will :  when  these  are  gone, 
The  woman  will  he  out. — Adieu,  my  lord : 
I  have  a  speech  of  fire,  that  fain  would  blaze. 
But  that  this  folly  douts  it.  [Exil. 

King.  Let's  follow,  Gertrude : 

How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage ! 
Now  fear  I  this  will  ^ve  it  start  again  ; 
Therefore  let's  follow.  \Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

Scene  I.     A  churchward. 
Enter  tiao  CIowub,  wUh  spadea,  &o. 

FtTtt  Cio.  Is  she  to  he  buried  in  Christian  burial  that 
wilfully  seeks  her  own  salvation  ? 

Sec.  Clo.  I  tell  thee  she  is ;  and  therefore  make  her  grave 
straight :  the  crowner  hath  sat  on  her,  and  finds  it  Christian 
burial. 

Mrtt  Clo.  How  can  that  be,  unless  she  drowned  herself 
in  her  own  defence  t 

Sec.  Clo.  Why,  'tis  found  so. 

Firtt  Clo.  It  must  be  »e  offendendo;  it  cannot  be  else. 
For  here  lies  the  point :  if  I  drown  myself  wittingly,  it  argues 
an  act:  and  an  act  hath  three  branches;  it  is,  to  set,  to  do, 
and  to  perform :  argal,  she  drowned  herself  wittingly. 

Sec.  Clo,  Nay,  hut  hear  you,  goodman  delver, — 

First  Clo.  Give  me  leave.  Here  lies  the  water ;  good : 
here  stands  the  man ;  good :  if  the  man  go  to  this  water,  and 
drown  himself,  it  is,  will  he,  nill  he,  he  goes, — mark  you 
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that ;  but  if  tlie  water  come  to  him  and  drown  him,  he 
drowDs  not  himself:  argal,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own 
death  shortens  not  his  own  life. 

Sec.  Clo.  But  is  this  law  ? 

Mrtt  Clo.  Ay,  manj,  ia't ;  crowner's  quest-law. 

Sec.  Clo.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't  ?  If  this  had  not 
been  a  gentlewoman,  she  should  have  been  buried  out  of 
Christian  burial. 

Firtt  Clo.  Why,  there  thou  sayst :  and  the  more  pity  that 
great  folk  shojild  hare  countenance  in  this  world  to  drown 
or  hang  themselvea,  more  than  their  even  Christian. — Come, 
my  spade.  There  is  no  ancioit  gentlemen  but  gardeners, 
ditchers,  and  grave-makers :  they  hold  up  Adam's  profession. 

Sec.  Clo,  Was  he  a  gentleman  ? 

Fint  Clo.  He  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  arms. 

Sec.  Clo.  Why,  he  had  none. 

First  Clo,  What,  art  a  heathen  t  How  dost  thou  under- 
stand the  Scripture F  The  Scripture  says,  Adam  digged: 
could  he  dig  without  armst  111  put  another  question  to 
thee :  if  thou  answerest  me  not  to  the  purpose,  confess  thy- 
self— 

Sec.  Clo.  Go  to. 

Firtt  Clo.  What  is  he  that  builds  stronger  than  either 
the  mason,  the  shipwright,  or  the  carpenter  ? 

Sec.  Clo,  The  gallowa-makei ;  for  that  frame  outlives  a 
thousand  tenants. 

Firit  Clo.  I  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith :  the  gallows 
does  well ;  but  how  does  it  well  ?  it  does  well  to  those  that 
do  ill :  now,  thou  dost  ill  to  say  the  gallows  is  built  stronger 
than  the  church:  argal,  the  gallows  may  do  well  to  thee. 
To 't  again,  come. 

Sec.  Clo.  Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mason,  a  shipwright, 
or  a  carpenter  ? 

Fint  Clo.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

Sec.  Clo.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 

First  Clo.  To 't. 

Sec.  Clo,  Mass,  I  cannot  tell. 


itizecoy  Google 


Enter  'Ruttxt  and  Horatio,  at  a  ^aUmee. 

Firtt  Clo.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it,  for  your 

dull  ass  will  not  mend  his  pace  with  beating;   aud,  when 

you  are  asked  this  question  next,  aay,  a  grave-maker, — the 

houses  that  be  makes  last  till  doomsday.     Go,  get  thee  to 

Yaughan ;  (")  fetch  me  a  stoop  of  liquor.     \_Exit  Sec.  Clown. 

[He  digs,  and  tings. 

In  youth,  when  I  did  love,  did  love, 

Methought  it  was  very  sweet, 
To  contract,  0,  the  time,  for,  ah,  my  behove, 
0,  methought,  there  was  nothing  meet. 
Ham.  Has  this  fellow  no  feeliog  of  his  business,  that  he 
sings  at  grave-making? 

Ifor.  Custom  bath  made  it  in  bim  a  property  of  easiness. 
Ham^  'Tis  e'en  so :  the  hand  of  little  employment  hath 
the  daintier  sense. 

First  Clo.  But  age,  with  his  stealing  steps,  \Smg». 

Hath  claw'd  me  in  hia  clutch, 
And  hath  shipped  me  intil  the  land. 
As  if  I  had  never  been  such. 

[Throwt  Bp  a  skull. 
Sam.  That  skull  had  a  tongue  in  it,  and  could  sing  once : 
how  the  knave  jowls  it  to  the  ground,  as  if  it  were  Cain's 
jaw-bone,  that  did  the  first  murder!  This  might  be  the 
pate  of  a  politician,  which  this  aas  now  o'er-reache8;(^')  one 
that  would  circumvent  God,  might  it  not? 
Sor.  It  might,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Or  of  a  courtier ;  which  could  say,  "  Good  mor- 
row, sweet  lord !     How  dost  thou,  good  lord  ?"     This  might 
be  my  lord  such-a-one,  that  praised  my   lord  such-a-one's 
horse,  when  he  meant  to  beg  it, — might  it  not  ? 
ffor.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  e'en  so  :  and  now  my  Lady  Worm's;  chap- 
less,  and  knocked  about  the  mazard  vrith  a  sexton's  spade : 
here's  fine  revolution,  an  we  had  the  trick  to  see't.  Did 
these  bones  cost  no  more  the  breeding,  but  to  play  at  loggats 
with  'em  ?  mine  ache  to  think  on't. 
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Firit  Clo,     A  pick-Etxe,  and  a  spade,  a  spade,  [Smgi. 

For  Biid(^  a  ahrouding  sheet : 
O,  a  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
For  such  a  guest  is  meet, 

{^Throwt  up  another  tkuU. 

Ham.  There's  another :  wh;  may  not  that  be  the  skull  of 
a  lawyer?  Where  be  his  qmddits  now,  his  quillets,  his  cases, 
his  tenures,  and  his  tricks?  why  does  he  suffer  this  rude 
knave  now  to  knock  him  about  the  sconce  with  a  dirty  sho- 
vel, and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  action  of  battery  t  Hum  1 
This  fellow  might  be  in  'a  time  a  great  buyer  of  land,  with 
his  statutes,  his  recognizances,  bis  fines,  his  double  vouchers, 
his  recoveries :  is  this  the  fine  of  his  fines,  and  the  recovery  of 
his  recoveries,  to  have  his  fine  pate  full  of  fine  dirt?  will  his 
vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his  purchases,  and  double 
ones  too,  than  the  length  and  breadth  of  a  pair  of  indentures? 
The  very  conreyances  of  his  landd  will  hardly  lie  in  this  box; 
and  must  the  inheritor  himself  have  no  more,  ha? 

Sor.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Sam.  Is  not  parchment  made  of  sheep-akins  f 

Hot.  Ay,  my  lord,  and  of  calf-skins  too, 

Sam.  They  are  sheep  and  calves  which  seek  out  assur- 
ance in  that,  I  will  speak  to  this  fellow. — Whose  grave's 
this,  sir? 

Firtt  Clo.  Mine,  sir. — 

0,  a  pit  of  day  for  to  be  made  [^Smga. 

For  such  a  guest  is  meet 

Sam.  I  think  it  be  thine,  indeed;  for  thou  liest  in't, 

Mrit  Clo.  You  lie  out  on't,  sir,  and  therefore  it  is  not 
yours :  for  my  part,  I  do  not  lie  in't,  and  yet  it  is  mine. 

ffam.  Thou  dost  He  in't,  to  be  in't,  and  say  it  is  thine : 
'tis  for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick ;  therefore  thou  liest. 

Mrtt  Clo.  'Tis  a  quick  lie,  sir ;  'twill  away  ^ain,  from 
me  to  you. 

Sam.  What  man  dost  thou  dig  it  for  ? 

First  Clo.  For  no  man,  sir, 

Sam.  What  woman,  then  ? 

Firit  Clo.  Fop>none,  neither. 

ffam.  Who  ia  to  he  buried  in't  ? 
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Firtt  do.  One  that  waa  a  womaa,  sir;  but,  rest  her  loul, 
she's  dead. 

Ham.  How  absolute  the  koave  ia !  «e  must  speak  by  the 
card,  or  equivocation  will  undo  us.  By  the  Loid,  Horatio, 
these  three  years  I  have  taken  note  of  it;  the  age  is  grown  so 
picked,  that  the  toe  of  the  peasant  comes  so  near  the  heel  of 
the  courtier,  he  galls  hia  kibe. — How  long  hast  thou  been  a 
grave-maker  ? 

Fint  Clo.  Of  all  the  days  i*  the  year,  I  came  to't  that  day 
that  our  last  king  Hamlet  o'ercame  Fortinbras. 

Sam.  How  long  is  that  since  f 

Fint  Clo.  Cannot  you  tell  that  ?  every  fool  can  tell  that : 
it  was  the  very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  bom, — he  that  is 
mad,  and  sent  into  England. 

Sam.  Ay,  marry,  why  was  he  sent  into  England  i 

Firtt  Clo,  Why,  because  he  was  mad:  he  shall  recover 
his  wits  there ;  or,  if  he  do  not,  it's  no  great  matter  there. 

Ham.  Why? 

Firii  Clo.  'Twill  not  be  seen  in  him  there ;  there  the 
men  are  as  mad  ss  he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 

Firtt  Clo.  Very  strangely,  they  say. 

Sam.  How  strangely  ? 

Firtt  Clo.  Faith,  e'en  with  losing  hia  witc 

Sam.  Upon  what  ground  ? 

Firtt  Clo.  Why,  here  in  Denmark :  I  have  been  sexton 
here,  man  and  boy,  thirty  years. 

Sam.  How  long  will  a  man  lie  i'  the  earth  ere  he  rot  ? 

Firtt  Clo.  I'faith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die  (as  we 
have  many  pocky  corses  now-a-days,  that  will  scarce  hold  the 
laying  in),  he  will  last  you  some  eight  year  or  nine  year:  a 
tanner  will  last  you  nine  year. 

Ham.  Why  he  more  than  another  ? 

Firtt  Clo,  Why,  sir,  his  hide  is  so  tanned  with  Us  trade, 
that  he  will  keep  out  water  a  great  while ;  and  your  water  ia 
a  sore  decayer  of  your  whoreson  dead  body.  Here's  a  skull 
now ;  this  skull  has  lain  in  the  earth  three-and-twenty  years. 

Ham.  Whose  was  it? 

Urtt  Clo.  A  whoreson  mad  fellow's  it  waa :  whose  do  you 
think  it  waa  ? 
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Ham.  Nay,  I  know  Dot. 

Fint  Clo.  A  peatilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue!  'a 
poured  a  flagon  of  Rhenish  on  my  head  once.  This  same 
skull,  8ir,(^)  was  Yorick's  skull,  the  king's  jester. 

Ham.  This? 

Firtt  Clo.  E'en  that. 

Ifam.  Let  me  see.  ITakes  the  skuU.I — Alas,  poor  Yorick ! 
— I  knew  him,  Horatio :  a  fellow  of  infinite  jest,  of  most  ex- 
cellent fancy :  he  hath  borne  me  on  his  back  a  thousand 
times  J  and  now,  how  abhorred  in  my  imagiaation  it  is !  my 
gorge  rises  at  it.  Here  hung  those  lips  that  I  have  kissed  I 
know  not  how  oft.  Where  be  your  gibes  now  ?  your  gam- 
bols ?  your  songs  ?  your  flashes  of  merriment,  that  were 
wont  to  set  the  table  on  a  roar  ?  Not  one  now,  to  mock 
yout  own  grinning  {  quite  chap-fallen  ?  Now  get  you  to  my 
lady's  chamber,  and  tell  her,  let  her  paint  an  inch  thick,  to 
this  favour  she  must  come ;  make  her  laugh  at  that. — Pri- 
thee, Horatio,  tell  me  one  thing. 

Sor,  What's  that,  my  lord  ? 

ffam.  Dost  thou  think  Alexander  looked  o'  this  fashion 
i'  the  earth  ? 

Hor,  E'en  so. 

Ham,  And  smelt  so  ?  pah  !  [Puts  down  the  skull. 

Hor.  E'en  so,  my  lord. 

Ham.  To  what  base  uses  we  may  return,  Horatio !  Why 
may  not  im^nation  trace  the  noble  dust  of  Alexander,  till 
he  find  it  stopping  a  bung-hole  7 

Hor.  'Twere  to  consider  too  curiously,  to  consider  so. 

Ham,  No,  faith,  not  a  jot;  but  to  follow  him  thither 
with  modesty  enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it :  as  thus ; 
Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  buried,  Alexander  returneth 
into  dust;  the  dust  is  earth;  of  earth  we  make  loam;  and 
why  of  that  loam,  whereto  he  was  converted,  might  they  not 
stop  a  beer-barrel  f 

Imperial  (^)  Ciesar,  dead  and  tum'd  to  clay. 
Might  atop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away : 
O,  that  that  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in  awe. 
Should  patch  a  wall  to  expel  the  winter's  flaw ! — 
But  soft',  but  soft!  aside: — here  comes  the  king. 
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E'ntar  Prieats,  £c.  in proeeaaum;  the  Corpse  o/'Opheua,  Laektsb 
and  M.o\imen  JbSotmng ;  King,  Queen,  theo'  trame,  &e. 

The  queen,  the  courtiers :  who  is  that  they  follow  ? 

And  with  such  maimed  rites  ?     This  doth  betoken 

The  corse  they  follow  did  with  desperate  band 

Fordo  its  own  life :  'twas  of  some  estate. 

Couch  we  awhile,  and  mark.  [Retiring  with  Horatio. 

Laer.  What  ceremony  else  ? 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes, 

A  very  noble  youth :  mark. 

Laer.  What  ceremony  else  l 

Firtt  Priest.  Her  obsequies  have  been  as  far  enlaig'd 
As  we  have  warrantise :  her  death  was  doubtful ; 
And,  but  that  great  command  o'ersways  the  order, 
She  should  in  ground  unsanctified  have  lodg'd 
Till  the  last  trumpet;  for  charitable  prayers, 
Shards,  flints,  and  pebbles,  should  be  thrown  on  her ; 
Yet  here  she  is  allow'd  her  virgin  crant8,(**) 
Her  maiden  strewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial. 

Laer.  Must  there  no  more  be  done  ? 

First  Prieit.  No  more  be  done : 

We  should  profane  the  service  of  the  dead 
To  sing  a  requiem, (^  and  such  rest  to  her 
As  to  peace-parted  souls. 

Laer.  Lay  her  i'  the  earth ; — 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flesh 
May  violets  spring ! — I  tell  thee,  churlish  priest, 
A  minatering  angel  shall  my  sister  be, 
When  thou  liest  howling. 

Ham.  What,  the  fair  Ophelia ! 

Queen.  Sweets  to  the  sweet :  farewell ! 

[Scattering  Jlowert. 
I  hop'd  thou  shouldst  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife ; 
I  thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deck'd,  sweet  maid, 
And  not  have  strew'd  thy  grave. 

Laer.  O,  treble  woe 

Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  cursed  head. 
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Whose  wicked  deed  thy  moat  ingenious  sense 
Depriv'd  thee  of! — Hold  off  the  earth  awhile, 
Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  armo : 

[Xf  aj»  into  the  gnvt. 
Norr  pile  your  dust  upon  the  quick  and  dead, 
Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made, 
To  o'ertop  old  Pelioo,  or  the  skyish  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

Mam.  {advancingl   What  is  he  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  emphasis  ?  whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
Cdnjures  the  wandering  stan,  and  makes  them  stand 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers  i    This  is  I, 
Hamlet  the  Dane.  \Leapt  into  the  grace. 

Laer.  The  deril  take  thy  soul ! 

[GrappUittf  with  1am. 

Ham.  Thon  pray'st  not  well. 
I  prithee,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat ; 
For,  though  I  am  not  splenitive  and  rash. 
Yet  have  I  something  in  me  dangerous. 
Which  let  thy  wiseness  fear :  away  thy  hand ! 

King.  Pluck  them  asunder. 

Queen.  Hamlet,  Hamlet  I 

JiU,  Gentlemen, — 

Hot.  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet. 

[2A«  Attendants  part  them,  and  they  come  mU 
of  the  grave. 

Ham,  Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme 
Until  my  eyelids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen.  O  my  son,  what  theme  ? 

Ham.  I  lov'd  Ophelia ;  forty  thousand  brothers 
Could  not,  with  all  their  quanti^  of  lore, 
Make  up  my  sum. — What  wilt  thou  do  for  herf 

King.  O,  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

Queen,  For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 

Ham.  'Swounds,  show  me  what  thou'It  do : 
Woo'tweep?  woo't%ht!  woo't  fasti  woo't  tear  thyself f 
Woo't  drink  up  eisel  ?(^  eat  a  crocodile  ? 
Ill  do't — Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine  ? 
To  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  gmve  F 
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Be  buried  quick  with  her,  aud  so  will  I : 
And,  if  thou  prate  of  mouataius,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us,  till  our  gtound, 
Singeing  his  pate  against  the  burning  zone. 
Make  Osaa  like  a  wart !     Naj,  an  thou'lt  mouth, 
I'll  rant  aa  well  as  thou. 

Queen.  This  ia  mere  madnew : 

And  thus  awhile  the  fit  will  work  on  him ; 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove, 
When  that  her  golden  couplets  are  disclos'd. 
His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  jou,  sir; 

What  is  the  reason  that  you  use  me  thus  ? 
I  lov'd  you  ever:  but  it  is  no  matter; 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may, 
The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  day.  [£xil. 

King.  I  pray  you,  good  Hwatio,  wait  upon  him. — 

[Exit  Horatio. 
Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  last  night's  speech ; 

[To  Laertet. 
Well  put  the  matter  to  the  present  push. — 
Good  Gertrude,  set  some  watch  over  your  son. — 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living  monument : 
An  hour  of  quiet  shortly  shall  we  see ; 
Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     ^  halt  in  the  cattle. 
Ejiter  HajUaET  and  Hokatio. 

Bam,  So  much  for  this,  sir :  now  let  me  see  the  other  ;- 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumstance  ? 

Hot.  Remember  it,  my  lord ! 

Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of  fighting, 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep :  methought  I  lay 
Worse  than  the  mutines  in  the  bilboes.     Rashly, 
And  prais'd  be  rashness  for  it, — let  us  know. 
Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well. 
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When  our  dear  plots  do  pall :  (^)  and  that  should  teach  us 
There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will. 

Hor.  That  is  most  certain. 

Ham.  Up  from  my  cabin, 
My  sea-gown  ecarrd  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Grop'd  I  to  find  out  them :  had  my  desire ; 
Finger'd  their  packet ;  and,  in  fine,  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again :  making  so  bold, 
My  fears  forgetting  manners,  to  unseal 
Their  grand  commission;  where  I  found,  Horatio, 

0  royal  knavery !  an  exact  command, — 
Larded  with  many  several  sorts  of  reasons, 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's  too, 
With,  ho !  such  bugs  and  goblins  in  my  life, — 

-  That,  on  the  supervise,  no  leisure  bated. 
No,  not  to  stay  the  grinding  of  the  axe, 
-My  head  should  be  struck  off. 

Hor.  Is't  possible  ? 

Ham.  Here's  the  commission  :  read  it  at  more  leisure. 
But  wilt  thou  hear  me  how  I  did  proceed  ? 

Hot.  I  beseech  you. 

Ham.  Being  thus  be-netted  round  with  villanies, — ^) 
Ere  I  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains, 
■  They  had  begun  the  play, — I  sat  me  down ; 
Devis'd  a  new  commission ;  wrote  it  fair : — 

1  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  statists  do, 

A  baseness  to  write  fair,  and  laboui'd  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning ;  but,  air,  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  service :— will  thou  know 
The  effect  of  what  I  wrote  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Ham.  An  earnest  conjugation  from  the  king, — 
As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary ; 
As  love  between  them  like  the  palm  might  flourish ; 
As  peace  should  still  her  wheaten  garland  wear, 
And  stand  a  comma C')  'tween  their  amities; 
And  many  such-like  as's  of  great  charge, — 
That,  on  the  view  and  know  of  these  contents. 
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Without  debatement  further,  more  or  less. 
He  should  the  bearers  put  to  sudden  death, 
Not  shriving- time  allow'd. 

Hot.  How  was  this  aeal'd  ? 

Ham.  Why,  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinant. 
I  bad  my  father's  signet  in  my  purse. 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Danish  seal : 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  form  of  the  other ; 
Suhscrib'd  it;  gave't  the  impression  ;  plac'd  it  safely, 
The  changeling  never  known.     Now,  the  next  day 
Was  our  sea-fight;  and  what  to  this  was  sequent 
Thou  know'st  already. 

Hot.  So  Guildenstern  and  Bosencrantz  go  to't. 

Ham.  Why,  man,  they  did  make  love  to  this  employment; 
They  are  not  near  my  conscience ;  their  defeat 
Does  by  their  own  iusinuation  grow : 
'Tis  dangerous  when  the  baser  nature  comes 
Between  the  pass  and  fell  incensed  points 
Of  mighty  opposites. 

Hot.  Why,  what  a  king  ia  this ! 

Ham,  Does  it  not,  thiDks't(^')  thee,  stand  me  now  upon — 
He  that  hath  kiU'd  my  king,  and  whor'd  my  mother ; 
Popp'd  in  between  the  election  and  my  hopes ; 
Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life, 
And  with  such  cozenage — is't  not  perfect  conscience. 
To  quit  him  with  this  arm  ?(")  and  is't  not  to  be  damn'd. 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  further  evil  ? 

Hor.  It  must  be  shortly  known  to  him  from  England 
What  is  the  issue  of  the  business  there. 

Ham.  It  will  he  short :  the  interim  is  mine ; 
And  a  man's  life 's  no  more  than  to  say,  one. 
But  I  am  very  sorry,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  I  forgot  myself; 
For,  by  the  image  of  my  cause,  I  see 
The  portraiture  of  his :  I'll  court(*')  his  favours : 
But,  sure,  the  bravery  of  his  grief  did  put  me 
Into  a  towering  passion. 

Hor.  Peace !  who  comes  here  ? 
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Oir.  Your  lordship  is  right  welcome  back  to  Denmark, 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you,  air. — Dost  know  this  water-fly! 

Hot.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Sam.  Thy  state  is  the  more  gracious ;  for  'tis  a  vice  to 
know  him.  He  hath  much  land,  and  fertile :  let  a  beast  be 
lord  of  beasts,  and  bis  crib  shall  stand  at  the  king's  mess :  'tis 
a  chough ;  but,  as  I  say,  spacious  in  the  possession  of  dirt. 

Ow,  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordship  (•*)  were  at  leisure,  I 
should  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  his  majesty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it  with  all  diligence  of  spirit.  Put 
your  bonnet  to  his  right  use ;  'tis  for  the  head. 

0$r.  I  thank  your  lordship,  'tis  very  hot 

Ham.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold ;  the  wind  is  northerly. 

Otr.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  lord,  indeed. 

Ham.  Methinks  it  is  very  sultry  and  hot  for  my  com- 
plexion. 

Otr.  Exceedingly,  my  lord  j  it  is  very  sultry, — as  'twere, 
— I  cannot  tell  how. — But,  my  lord,  his  majes^  bade  me 
signify  to  you,  that  he  has  laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head : 
sir,  this  is  the  matter, — 

Ham.  I  beseech  you,  remember — 

[Hamlet  movet  him  to  put  on  hU  hat. 

Otr,  Nay,  in  good  faith }  for  mine  ease,  in  good  faidi. 
Sir,  here  is  newly  come  to  court  Laertes ;  believe  me,  an  ab- 
solute gentleman,  full  of  most  excellent  difierences,  of  very 
soft  society  and  great  showing :  indeed,  to  speak  feelingly  of 
him,  he  is  the  card  or  calendar  of  gentry,  for  you  shall  find 
in  him  the  continent  of  what  part  a  gentleman  would  see. 

Ham.  Sir,  his  definement  suffers  no  perdition  in  you ; — 
though,  1  know,  to  divide  him  inventorially  would  dizzy  the 
arithmetic  of  memory,  and  it{"*)  but  yaw  neither,  in  respect  of 
his  quick  sail.  But,  in  the  verity  of  extolment,  I  take  him  to 
be  a  soul  of  great  article ;  and  his  infusion  of  such  dearth 
and  rareness,  as,  to  make  true  diction  of  him,  his  semblable  is 
his  mirror;  and  who  else  would  trace  him,  his  umbrage,  no- 
thing more. 

Otr.  Your  lordship  speaks  most  infallibly  of  him. 
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Ham.  The  conceniaiicy,  sir  7  wh/  do  we  wrap  the  gentle- 
man in  OUT  more  rawer 'breath  t 

Otr.  Sirf 

Hot.  la't  not  possible  to  understand  io  another  tongue  7 
You  will  do't,  sir,  really. 

Ham.  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  gentleman  ? 

Otr.  Of  Laertes? 

ffor.  His  purse  is  empty  already ;  all 's  golden  words  are 
spent. 

Ham.  Of  him,  sir. 

0*r.  I  know  you  are  not  ignorant — 

Ham.  I  would  you  did,  sir ;  yet,  in  faith,  if  you  did,  it 
would  not  much  approve  me : — well,  air. 

Oar.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Iiaertes  is — 

Ham.  I  dare  not  confess  that,  lest  1  should  compare  with 
him  in  excellence ;  but,  to  know  a  man  well,  were  to  know 
himself. 

Otr.  I  mean,  sir,  for  his  weapon ;  but  in  the  imputation 
laid  on  him  by  them,  in  his  meed  he's  unfellowed. 

Ham.  What's  his  weapon  i 

0*r.  Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham.  That's  two  of  his  weapons :  but,  well. 

Otr.  The  king,  sir,  hath  wageredC*)  with  him  six  Barbary 
horses :  against  the  which  he  has  imponed,  as  I  take  it,  six 
French  rapiers  and  poniards,  with  their  assigns,  as  girdle, 
hangers,  and  so :  three  of  the  carriages,  in  faith,  are  very  dear 
to  fancy,  very  responsive  to  the  bilu,  most  delicate  carriages, 
and  of  very  liberal  conceit. 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages  i 

Hor.  I  knew  you  must  be  edified  by  the  margent  ere  you 
had  done. 

Otr.  The  carriages,  sir,  are  the  hangers. 

Ham,  The  phrase  would  be  more  german  to  the  matter, 
if  we  could  carry  cannon  by  our  sides :  I  would  it  might  be 
hangers  till  then.  But,  on  :  six  Barbary  horses  against  six 
French  swords,  their  assigns,  and  three  liberal-conceited  car- 
riages; that's  the  French  bet  against  the  Danish.  Why  is 
this  imponed,  as  }'ou  call  it  ? 

Otr,  The  king,  sir,  hath  laid,  that  in  a  dozen  passes  be- 
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tweeo  you  and  him,  be  shall  not  exceed  you  three  hits :  he 
hath  laid  on  twelve  for  nine ;  and  it  would  come  to  imme- 
diate trial,  if  your  lordship  would  vouchsafe  the  answer. 

Ham.  How  if  I  answer  no? 

OiT,  I  mean,  my  lord,  the  opposition  of  your  person  in  trial. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  hall :  if  it  please  his 
majesty,  'tis  the  hreathing  time  of  day  with  me;  let  the 
foils  he  hrought,  the  gentleman  willing,  and  the  king  hold 
his  purpose,  I  will  win  for  him  if  I  can ;  if  not,  I  will  gain 
nothing  hut  my  shame  and  the  odd  hits. 

Omt.  Shall  I  re-deliver  you  e'en  so  ? 

Ham.  To  this  effect,  sir ;  after  what  flourish  your  nature 
will. 

Oir.  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  lordship. 

Ham,  Yours,  yours.  [Exit  Otric."]  —  He  does  well  to 
commend  it  himself;  there  are  no  tongues  else  for's  turn. 

Hor.  This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  shell  on  his  head. 

Ham.  He  did  comply  with  his  di^,  hefore  he  sucked  it. 
Thus  has  he  (and  many  more  of  the  same  hevy,  that,  I  know, 
the  drossy  age  dotes  on,)  only  got  the  tune  of  the  time,  and 
outward  habit  of  encounter ;  a  kind  of  yesty  collection,  which 
carries  them  through  and  through  the  most  fanned  ("}  and 
winnowed  opinions;  and  do  but  blow  them  to  their  trial, 
the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  My  lord,  his  majesty  commended  him  to  you  by 
young  Osric,  who  brings  back  to  him,  that  you  attend  him 
in  the  hall:  he  sends  to  know  if  your  pleasure  hold  to  play 
with  liSertes,  or  that  you  will  take  longer  time. 

Ham.  I  am  constant  to  my  purposes ;  they  follow  the 
king's  pleasure :  if  his  fitness  speaks,  mine  is  ready ;  now  or 
whensoever,  provided  I  be  so  able  as  now. 

Lord.  The  king  and  queen  and  all  are  coming  down. 

Ham.  In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  queen  desires  you  to  use  some  gentle  enter- 
tunment  to  Laertes  before  you  fall  to  play. 

Ham.  She  well  instructs  me.  [Exit  Lord, 

Hor.  You  will  lose  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  do  not  think  so ;   since  he  went-  into  France,  I 
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have  been  in  continual  practice;  I  shall  win  at  the  odds. 
But  thou  wouldst  Dot  think  how  ill  all's  here  about  my  heart : 
but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hot,  Nay,  good  my  lord, — 

Ham.  It  is  but  foolery;  but  it  is  such  a  kind  of  gain- 
giving,  as  would  perhaps  trouble  a  woman. 

Hor,  If  your  mind  dislike  any  thing,  obey  it:  I  will 
forestal  their  repair  hither,  and  say  you  are  not  fit. 

Ham.  Not  a  whit,  we  defy  augury  :  there's  a  special 
providence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow.  If  it  be  now,  'tis  not  to 
come ;  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it  will  be  now ;  if  it  be  not  now, 
yet  it  will  come:  the  readiness  is  all ;  fflnce(^B)  no  man  has 
aught  of  what  he  leaves,  what  is't  to  leave  betimes  7 

Enter  Ein^  Queen,  Labbtes,  Lords,  Osric,  amd  Attendattta  with 

King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this  hand  from  me. 
[The  King  puts  Laertes'  hand  into  Hamlet'*. 

Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon,  sir :  I've  done  you  wrong ; 
But  pardon't,  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 
This  presence  knows, 

And  you  must  needs  have  heard,  how  I  am  punish'd 
With  sore  distraction.     What  I  have  done. 
That  might  your  nature,  honour,  and  exception, 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  was  madness. 
Was't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes  ?     Never  Hamlet : 
If  Hamlet  from  himself  be  ta'en  away, 
And  when  he's  not  himself  does  wrong  Laertes, 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it. 
Who  does  it,  then  ?     His  madness:  if 't  he  so,  ■ 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  that  is  wrong'd ; 
His  madness  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy. 
Sir,  in  tills  audience. 
Let  my  disclaiming  from  a  purpos'd  evil 
Free  me  so  far  in  your  most  generous  thoughts. 
That  I  have  shot  mine  arrow  o'er  the  house. 
And  hurt  my  brother. 

Laer.  I  am  satisfied  in  nature, 

Whose  motive,  in  this  case,  should  stir  me  most 
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To  m;  revenge :  but  in  my  terms  of  honour 
I  stand  aloof;  and  will  no  reconcilement) 
Till  by  some  elder  masters,  of  known  honour, 
I  have  a  voice  and  precedent  of  peace, 
To  keep  my  name  ungor'd.     But  till  that  Ume, 
I  do  receive  your  offer'd  love  like  love. 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham.  I  embrace  it  freely ; 

And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play. — 
Give  us  the  foils. — Come  on. 

Laer.  Come,  one  for  me. 

Hi^t.  I'll  be  your  foil,  Laertes :  in  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  shall,  like  a  star  i'  the  darkest  night. 
Stick  fiery  off  indeed. 

Laer.  You  mock  me,  sir. 

Ham.  No,  by  this  hand. 

King.  Give  them  the  foils,  young  Osric, — Cousin  Hamlet, 
You  know  the  wager  f 

Ham.  Very  well,  my  lord; 

Your  grace  hath  laid  the  odds  o'  the  weaker  side. 

King.  I  do  not  fear  it ;  I  have  seen  you  both : 
But  since  he  is  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Laer.  This  is  too  heavy,  let  me  see  another. 

Ham.  This  likes  me  well.     These  foils  have  all  a  length  ? 
[^They  prepare  to  platf, 

Osr,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  stoops  of  wine  upon  that  table. — 
If  Hamlet  give  the  first  or  second  hit. 
Or  quit  in  answer  of  the  third  exchange, 
liet  all  the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire ; 
The  king  shall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath ; 
And  in  the  cup  an  union  shall  he  throw, 
Richer  than  that  which  four  successive  kings 
In  Denmark's  crown  have  worn.     Give  me  the  cups ; 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak. 
The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without. 
The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heavens  to  earth, 
"  Now  the  king  drinks  to  Hamlet." — Come,  begin ; — 
And  you,  the  judges,  bear  a  wary  eye. 


Uigilizecoy  Google 


BOBHE  II.]  HAMLET.  575 

Mam.  Come  on,  sir. 

Za^.  Come,  mj  lord.  [They  flay. 

Ham.  One. 

Laer.  No. 

Ham.  Judgment. 

OsT.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 

Laer.  Well ; — again. 

King.  Stay;  give  me  drink. — Hamlet,  this  pearl  is  thine ; 
Here's  to  thy  health. 

[TrumpeU  Mound,  and  cannon  shot  off  within. 
Crire  him  the  cup. 

Ham,  I'll  play  this  bout  first ;  set  it  by  awhile. — 
Come. — Another  hit;  vhatsayyou7  [^They play. 

Laer.  A  touch,  a  touch,  I  do  confess. 

King.  Our  son  shall  win. 

Queen.  He's  fat,  and  scant  of  breath, — 

Here,  Hamlet,  take  my  napkin,  rub  thy  brows; 
The  queen  carouses  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good  madam ! 

King.  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen.  I  will,  my  lord ;  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

King.  It  is  the  poison'd  cup ;  it  is  too  late,  [Aiide, 

Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet,  madam  ;  by  and  by. 

Queen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer.  My  lord,  I'll  hit  him  now. 

King.  I  do  not  think't. 

Laer.  And  yet  'tis  almost  'gainst  my  conscience.    [Atide, 

Ham.  Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes :  you  but  dally ; 
I  pray  you,  pass  with  your  best  violence ; 
I  am  afeard  you  make  a  wanton  of  me. 

Laer.  Say  you  so?  come  on.  [They play. 

Our,  Nothing,  neither  way, 

Laer.  Have  at  you  now ! 

[Laertei  wounds  Hamlet;  then,  in  scuffling,  they 
change  rapiers,  and  Hamlet  wound*  Laertes. 

King.  Part  them ;  they  are  incens'd. 

Ham.  Nay,  come,  again.  [The  Queen/alh. 

Otr.  Look  to  the  queen  there,  hoi 

Hot,  They  bleed  on  both  aides. — How  is  it,  my  lord  ? 
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0»r.  How  is't,  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  Why,  as  a  woodcock  to  mine  own  springe,  Osric ; 
I  am  justly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery. 

Ham.  How  does  the  queen  t 

King.  She  swoons  ("j  to  see  them  bleed. 

Queen.  No,  no,  the  drink,  the  drink, — O  my  dear  Ham- 
let,— 
The  drink,  the  drink !— I  am  poiaon'd.  \_Diet. 

Ham.  O  villany !— Ho !  ('*0  let  the  door  be  lock'd : 
Treachery !  seek  it  out. 

Laer.  It  is  here,  Hamlet:  Hamlet,  thou  art  slain ; 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good. 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour  of  life  j 
The  treacherous  instrument  is  in  thy  hand, 
Unbated  and  envenom'd :  the  foul  practice 
Hath  turn'd  itself  on  me ;  lo,  here  I  lie, 
Never  to  nse  again :  thy  mother  's  poison'd : — 
I  can  no  more : — the  king,  the  king  's  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  point  envenom 'd  too ! — 
Then,  venom,  to  thy  work.  [Stabs  the  King. 

Ml,  Treason!  treason! 

King.  O,  yet  defend  me,  friends ;  I  am  but  hurt. 

Ham.  Here,  thou  incestuous,  murderous,  damned  Dane, 
Drink  off  this  potion : — is  thy  union  here  ? 
Follow  my  mother.  [King  diet. 

Laer.  lie  is  justly  serv'd; 

It  is  a  poison  tempered  by  himself. — 
Exchange  foi^veness  with  me,  noble  Hamlet : 
Mine  and  my  father's  death  come  not  upon  thee. 
Nor  thine  on  me !  [Diet. 

Ham.  HeaTen  make  thee  free  of  it !  I  follow  thee. — 
I  am  dead,  Horatio. — Wretched  queen,  adieu ! — 
Ton  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance. 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  act, 
Had  I  but  time,  (as  this  fell  sergeant,  death. 
Is  strict  in  his  arrest,)  O,  I  could  tell  you, — 
But  let  it  be. — Horatio,  I  am  dead ; 
Thou  liv'st ;  report  me  and  my  cause  aright 
To  the  unsatisfied. 
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■cENi  ti.]  BAHLET.  67T 

Hot.  Never  believe  it ; 

I  am  more  an  antique  Roman  than  a  Dane : 
Here's  yet  some  liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  thou'rt  a  man, 

Give  me  the  cup :  let  go ;  hy  heaven.  111  have't. — 

0  good  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name, 

Things  standing  thus  unknown,  shall  live  behind  me ! 
If  thou  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart. 
Absent  thee  from  felicity  awhile, 
And  in  this  harsli  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain. 
To  tell  my  story.  [March  afar  off,  and  shot  wUhia* 

What  warlike  noise  is  this  ? 

Otr.  Young  Fortinbras,  with  conquest  come  from  Poland, 
To  the  ambassadors  of  Kngland  gives 
This  warlike  volley. 

Ham.  O,  I  die,  Horatio; 

The  potent  poison  quite  o'er-crows  my  spirit: 

1  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England ; 
But  I  do  prophesy  the  election  lights 

On  Fortinbras :  he  has  my  dying  voice ; 
So  tell  him,  with  the  occurrents,  more  and  less. 
Which  have  solicited. — The  rest  is  eilence,  [^Diet, 

Hor.  Now  cracks  a  noble  heart :  — good  night,  sweet  prince ; 
And  flights  of  angels  sing  thee  to  thy  rest ! — 
Why  does  the  drum  come  hither  ?  [March  loitkUi. 

Enter  Foktinbbas,  the  English  Ambassadors,  and  othan. 

Fort.  Where  is  this  sight  ? 

Hot.  What  is  it  ye  would  see  ? 

If  aught  of  woe  or  wonder,  cease  your  search. 

Fort.  This  quarry  cries  on  havoc. — O  proud  death. 
What  feast  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  cell, 
That  thou  so  many  princes  at  a  shot 
So  bloodily  hast  struck  ? 

First  Amb,  The  sight  is  dismal ; 

And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late : 
The  ears  are  senseless  that  should  give  us  hearing. 
To  tell  him  his  commandment  is  fulliU'd, 
That  RoBcncrantz  and  Guildenstem  are  dead : 
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«B  HAMLET.  [act  t. 

Where  should  we  have  our  thanks  ? 

Hot.  Not  from  his  mouth. 

Had  it  the  ability  of  life  to  thank  jou : 
He  never  gave  commandment  for  their  death. 
But  since,  so  jump  upon  this  bloody  question. 
You  from  the  Polack  wars,  and  you  from  England, 
Are  here  arriT'd,  give  order  that  these  bodies 
High  on  a  stage  be  placed  to  the  view ; 
And  let  me  speak  to  the  yet  unknowing  world 
How  these  things  came  about :  so  shall  you  hear 
Of  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  acta  ; 
Of  accidental  judgments,  casual  slaughters ; 
Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning  and  forc'd  cause ; 
And,  in  this  upshot,  purposes  mistook 
Fall'n  on  the  inventors'  heads :  all  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort.  Let  us  baste  to  hear  it, 

And  call  the  noblest  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  with  sorrow  I  embrace  my  fortune : 
I  have  some  rights  of  memory  in  this  kingdom, 
Which  now  to  claim  my  vantage  dotb  invite  me. 

Hot.  Of  that  I  shall  have  also  cause  to  speak. 
And  from  his  mouth  whose  voice  will  draw  on  more  : 
But  let  this  same  be  presently  perform'd, 
Kven  while  men's  minds  are  wild ;  lest  more  mischance. 
On  plots  and  errors,  happen. 

Fort,  Let  four  captains 

Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  soldier,  to  the  stage ; 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on, 
To  have  prov'd  most  royally :  and,  for  his  passage. 
The  soldiers'  music  and  the  rites  of  war 
Speak  loudly  for  him. — 
Take  up  the  bodies :('") — such  a  sight  as  this 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  shows  much  amiss. — 
Go,  bid  the  soldiers  shoot. 

\A  dead,  march.   Exeunt,  bearing  off  the  dead  bodiat; 
after  te/Uch  a  peal  of  ordnance  it  ihot  off". 
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p.  469.  (1)  ■■ '  Til  not  ttnck  tecfiu,"  See. 

Steereiu  ''■troiigl7Biupeoted"that  we  onght  to  read  "'7^  Tiawttmeh  bntht," 
Ico.;  which  Hr.  Collier's  Ua.  Corrector  alio  gi«M;  bot  i«  not  the  leiue  th* 
Mine  with  either  r«ftding  7 

P.  ijl.  p)  "PoiacJkt,"  &o. 

^It  in  old  etU,  "poBa*"  and  "PoBai,"  Jfcc— Pope  printed  "Polaok,"  &«.) 
and  Steerens  obserree,  "We  otnnot  well  aappoM  that  in  ajnrltjr  the  King 
belabonred  manj,  aa  it  ia  not  likelj  that  proTocstion  was  giTen  by  more  than 
one,  or  that  on  inch  an  oooauoo  he  woold  hare  oondeacended  to  Itrike  • 
meaner  person  than  a  prince."  It  woold  seem,  howerer,  that  here  the 
"panai"  of  the  old  eds.  wai  intended  for  the  plural;  unee,  tAerwardi  in  thi* 
plaj,  their  ipelUng  of  the  lingular  ia  "  Polacit,"  "  Pi^aelu,"  "  IVtat,"  "  Pot- 
lock,"  and  "  Polait." 


P.  473.  (■)  "daigH'd,"  kc 

So  the  aecond  folio. — The  first  folio,  and  the  quartos,  1604,  &o.  hare  "de- 
signe." 

P.  472.  (<)    "Bid  igmak  and  gibber  in  (A>  Boman  t&ut*i 
At,  tlari  midt  Iraint  of  fin,  and  dtwi  of  blood, 
DiMotieri  in  t/ie  tun  j  and  (Ac  jnoitt  liar,"  &o. 
A  p«su^  hopeleulj  nintilaled  :  jet  Caldecott,  with  Kunething  more  than 
timpUcitj,  IB  inclined  to  beliere  that  it  now  stands  u  Bbakeepeare  wrote  it, 
and  accordinglj  proceeds  to  explain  it. — The  rariouB  attempt!  which  h«Ta 
been  made  at  emendation  here  are  neaesBuily  TiolenL— The  preceding  speech 
of  Bernardo,  and  the  present  one  of  Horatio  ai  &r  as  the  line  "  Unto  our 
climaturea  and  coDntrymen"  inclnoiTe,  are  omitted  in  the  folio;  bnt  they  are 
fbond  in  all  the  qnartos,  ej:oept  the  imperfect  ooe  of  1603. 


P.  473.  (•)  "  climatara,"  &0, 

Qy.  **  climatnre,"  &o.  ? 

P.  4TS.  (<)  "  mart  Aan  ti*  icop* 

Of  Atte  dUaUd  artiele*  aUow." 
See  ToL  IL  p.  169,  note  («> 

P.  476.  (0 

"  Togdher  wiA  oBformM,  moda,  (Aom  tfgri^,"  ^. 
Here  Mr.  Knight  prints,  with  the  oU  copies,  "moods"  (which  Is  merely  ai 
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old  ipelling) ;  and  Mr.  Himter  (lUiuL  of  ShaJittptart,  U.  S17)  is  IncliDed  to 
prefer  "  moodi"  to  "  mcdei ;'  though  noUiing  can  be  pl^er  than  tfaiU  Hun- 
let,  throDghout  this  apeech,  U  dwelling  entirelj  on  Ute  outward  and  Tisible 
■igna  of  aa4natc. 


P.  4T9.  C)     "I  umJdiol  htar  yoar  awmy  tag  mt 

Nor  ihaU  yon  do  mwe  tar  that  vioUnee,"  tic 
So  the  qnarloa,  1604,  Jbo. — The  folio  haa  "/  leoiJd  not  haoe  joar  Em*^, 
&&, — errooeoual;,  m  the  next  line  proTes:  jet  tSi.  Knight  retaina  "hare." 

P.  480.  (•)  "dutiSd 

Almott  to  jaBy,"  &c. 
8o  all  the  qnartoi. — The  folio  haa, 

"be»til'd 
Mmmt  to  1^,"  *&,— 
and  Hr.  ColUer'a  Ma.  Corrector  altera  "beatil'd"  to  "bechili'd." — But,  ii 
all  probability,  the  quartoi  give  the  poet's  word. — Compare  a  passage  (wkid 
Mr.  Singer  Utel;  pointed  out  to  me)  in  Sylvester's  Du  Banat,—A  XNo&yw 
&e^— p.  3Bl,ed.  1641, 

"  Melt  thee,  dutiB  thee,  tome  to  wax  or  snow ; 
Make  sad  thj  gesture,  tone  ihj  Tojoe  to  woe,"  tec 
and  see  mj  Fob  Notu,  &c  p.  137. 

P.  4SI.  ("^       " Ltt  it  bt  laiaiiU  in  your  tHoKt  ttm,"  &0. 
Bo  all  the  quartos. — The  folio  has  "Let  it  bte  treble  »  your  tUaet  tttH,"  tx. 
— a  blusder  which  Caldecott  retuua  (and  Mr.  Enight  onca  retained)i — ft 
tneaning'*Let  it  impose  a  threefold  obligation  of  ^eace"! 


r.  483.  (U)  "  The  aafety  and  Ae  htaUh  oj  th«  ichoU  Mtatt,"  Ac 
The  quartos,  1804,  &c.  hare  "  The  Enfety  md  htaith  o/^iia  iBhaU  itatt,''  &«.( 
which  Mr.  Collier  adopta,  remarking  that  " '  safety*  was  often  of  old,  as  in 
this  Uiie,proDoaaoed  as  a  trisyllable:"  bat  qy.J — The  folio  haa  "  The  aaneci^ 
and  health  qfthe  veole  Stale,"  &o.,  which  la  kept  by  Caldecott  and  Mr.  Kniglit, 
thoogh  the  word  "sanctity"  is  oTidently  an  error  for  "sanity,"  to  whUh 
Hanmer  altered  it.  Aocording  to  Malone,  "  the  editor  [of  the  folio],  finHin^ 
the  metre  defecUre,  in  oonteqiienoe  of  the  artinle  being  omitted  befior* 
'  ieoM,'  instead  of  supplying  it,  for  '  aq^ly'  substituted  a  word  of  three  syll«- 
bles." — The  reading  (of  Warburtou  aod  Maloue)  which  I  hare  giTen  bids 
hir,  I  think,  to  be  the  true  one. 

P.  463.  (")    "A»  he  in  hie  particular  act  and  place,"  tus. 
Here  again  I  am  driren  to  the  quartos,  1604,  Sec— The  foUo  ba«  "Ae  it  ni 
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Ait  peculiar  Seot  and  forca,"  &&;  ''but,"  &»  Mr.  Collier  observas,  "there  la 
little  doubt  that  it  is  %  misresding." 

P.  484.  {")  "  An  mat  lekcl  and  stntroua  chief  iadutt" 
Tbe  earliest  quarto  has  "Are  of  a  moil  lelecl  and  generoll  chief*  in  Aatf 
the  other  qoirtoa  havo  "  Ar  [and  Or]  of  B  nuut  lelect  and  generotit,  cKt^t  n 
(Adl,'"  while  tbe  folio  has  "j4re  of  a  nu»(  wiect  anJ^nuroui  cheffin  lAol." — 
See  toy  Semarit  <m  Mr.  Coitier'a  and  Mr.  Knights  edt.  of  Shaietpean,  p.  206. 
— (Steerens  siigg;eBted,  "Select  and  gtneroaa,  are  niut  choice  I'a  tkal;"  aod 
Hr.  CoUier's  Ms.  Corrector,  indifferent  about  the  metre,  gives  "An  of  a  moMi 
leUet  and  gentroua  choice  m  that.")  Here  "  trAi^/'  in  (AoT  is  equivalent  to— 
ekl^g  in  Aal.  (Just  as  this  sheet  ia  going  to  press,  I  find  in  a  weekly  joD)*Dal, 
among  other  precioos  emendations  of  our  author's  text,  a  new  reading  of  the 
present  passage,  via.,  "Are  of  a  moat  tdeel  and  gaitroat  sheaf  i»  tAof,"  and  a 
rain  attempt  to  "  corroborata"  it  bj  two  quotaljons  from  Ben  Jonson.) 

P.4B5,(«)     "Or.—nolloeraelltheaindoftliepoorphraae, 
Sunning  it  ihia, — you'U  lender  me  afooL" 
The  quartos,  1 604,  &c.  bare  "  Wrong  it  l/nie,"  &c. ;  which  has  been  altered 
to  "Wronging  <(  thut,"  &o.,  and  to  "  Wringing  it  litu,"  &o. — Tbe  folio  haa 
"  Beaming  it  ihut"  &c,  which  Caldecott  and  Mr.  Enight  retain,  and  explain 
— to  their  own  satisfaction.    But  that  "Roaming"  is  a  mistake  for  "Sun- 
ning" I  have  been  long  conrinced :  so  in  a  line  of  King  John, — 
"  Say,  shall  the  current  of  our  right  ran  onP" — 

tbe  folio  erroneouslj  has  " rome  on  }"  (see  roL  ui.  p.  359,  note  (**)  ).— 

Mr.  Collier  also  in  his  note  on  the  present  passage  proposed  "  Siauiing ;"  and 
I  now  find,  from  the  ooe-Tolome  ShaJufpean,  that  his  Ma.  Corrector  makes 
the  same  alteration. 

P.  48S.  C) 

"  Not  of  thai  tfye  tchich  their  invettmenit  (Aow,"  &c. 
So  the  quartos,  1604,  &C— The  folio  has  "JVo(  qf  the  eye  toAicA,"  4c. j  and 
Caldecott  and  Mr.  Knight  retain  It :  but,  though  our  early  writers  talk  of 
"an  eye  of  green"  (as  in  7^  Tempeit,  act  iL  sc.  1),  "an  eye  ^  red,"  "  att  ege  i(f 
bine,"  &C.,  they  never  use  "  eye"  by  itself  to  denote  colour.  "  It  is  here,"  ac- 
cording to  Mr.  Knight,  **  metaphorically  put  for  cAonicter."  The  truth  is — it 
is  here  a  transcriber's  or  printer's  error. 

P.  489.  CO      "Sul  men  imploralOTM  ofunhofy  nu'd, 

JBreathing  like  eanciified  and  pioa*  bavrdt, 
7%e  better  to  beguile." 

So  Theobald  (and  Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector).— The  old  eds.  have  " 

piorn  bonds,"  &o. — Mr.  Singer  (_Shaieepeare  Vindicated,  &a,  p.  S6I)  says  that 
"  Theobald's  correction  has  never  for  a  moment  been  doubted  i"  but  such  ia 
not  tbe  caae;  fbr  Malone  retained  "bonds"  (elaborately  defending  it);  so  did 
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Ckldeoott  (with  »  Dote  moch  ihorter  thui  Hftlone's,  bat  qoiU  m  rillj);  (o 
doea  Hr.  Collier  (thoogh  he  allowB  ■'  the  gnM  pluhibilitT"  of  TheotnOd'! 
rMuiing)(  and  so  does  Mr.  Knight  (with  nt  verbim  giaJan'). 


P.  4SS,  C^  "  to  ibuida-  any  momtnl  Uittcrt"  &c. 

In  my  Samaria  on  Mr.  Collier'i  and  Mr.  KnigMi  edi.  of  SSakapeare,  p.  SD9, 1 
perhaps  too  butily  foand  finilt  with  Hr.  Collier  for  Tetainiag  "  momaii  Itisurt," 
instead  of  prinliiig  "  moment's  ieintrt." — Mr.  Collier's  Ma.  Corrector  sobiti- 
totM  "  ao  squander  my  moment's  Uimre,"  Sk,  ■,  bnt  see  Johnson's  note  ad  L 


P.  488.  ('•>  "fly  lite  o'lrgnnDth,"  &c 

The  fint  qnarto  and  tke  folio  giTe  (Uie  fanner  imperfectly)  only  the  flnt  four 
lisea  of  the  preaant  speech.— The  quartos,  1604,  Ste.  hare  "By  their  orc- 
grotB'A,"  ho. 


P.  487.  C^  "  Their  virtua,"  &0. 

The  quartos,  IS04,  fto.  (see  the  preceding  note)  hare  "His  vtrtuet,"  Sec 


P.  48T.  (*■)  "the  dram  ijftaU 

DoA  all  du  noble  mbttance  of  a  dovlit 

To  hi*  own  teandal.'' 
Oulj  in  the  quartoe,  leu,  &c.  (see  note  (if)),— the  undated  quarto,  and  IbU 
of  IBII,  haring  "the  Avm  q/' aaae,"  &c.— The  editor  of  the  last  ed.  of  the 
Varionai  ShoMapaare  allowed  this  paswige  to  stand  uucorrectsd :  I  follow  his 
example;  far  the  sundry  attempts  which  have  been  made  to  amend  it  an  all 
more  or  leoa  nnsBtisfaator  j. — Theobald  printed, — 

"Oa  draaiofVtaae 

Dolh  aS  iht  Hoblt  nttlanct  o/*  worth  out 

To  hit  mm  lauidtd." 
StecTen*  read". 

"  the  dram  q^base 

Doth  all  tie  noUe  tubetance  oAen  dout  [Le.  do  out], 

To  hi*  omi  eeandoL" 
which  is  adopted  by  Caldecott,  Mr.  Knight,  and  Mr.  CoUier, — except  that 
they  snbstltQte  **  ill"  for  "  base."  But,  in  the  first  place, "  often"  is  rery  qnea- 
tionable,  becanee,  in  all  probability,  "q/"  in  the  old  copies  is  a  mistake  for 
*■  oft  i"  and  secondly,  as  Ur.  W.  N.  Lettsom  obserres  to  me,  "  the  words  '  To 
hit  owx  tcandat  are  fatal  to  the  reading  '  dout'  (Le.  do  outX  for,  if  that  alter- 
ation be  right,  they  are  superflnons.  A  verb," be  adds,  "I  should  think  nnst 
Inrk  under  the  corraptioD  >  a  doubt'  or  '  doubt,'  with  the  signification  of  torn, 
pervert,  corrupt,  or  the  like.  Shakespeare's  meaning  evidently  is,  that  a 
little  leareu  learans  the  whole  lump, — that  one  Tioe  will  ruin  an  otherwise 
peiftet  chanoter." — Mr.  Singer  (in  hi*  Shaheiptart,  I8B6)  gifca, 
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"Ae  dram  o/'bale 
Doth  oB  Ae  noblt  tuitittnet  often  douil 
7i  ku  ourn  teoMdoL" 
and  ha  remftrka ;  "  I  see  do  reason  wh^  dout  should  be  Babititnled  far  dtnAt 
The  editors  hkTe  univftrnntably  niKde  the  g&me  anbatituljon  in  King  Bauy  V. 
■ct  It.  bc  S,  and  then  cite  it  u  s  precedent.    Mr.  Boswell  hu  jnitJj  obserrAd, 
thkt  to  ioabt  mkj  mean  (a  bring  into  doubt  or  nitpkuM."     Now,  with  reipect 
to  the  passage  in  Htiuy  V.,  I  am  confident  that  there  at  least  the  trae  reading 
ii  "doatsi"  and  mirelj  Ilr.  Binger  irill  not  maintain  that  in  the  pteHOt  plaj 
(lae  p.  559)  Mr.  Knight  and  ro^Mlf  hare  "  Dnwarrantabl^  altered  "  doubts" 
to  *■  doalt,"  when  we  giro,  accordiag  to  the  text  of  the  fiilio, — 
"  I  have  A  speech  of  fire,  that  fun  wonld  blase, 
But  that  this  folly  douta  it"— 
IfasoD  proposed,  "UoA  aB  tht  nobU  luAfbince  oft  corrupt,"  &c,  which,  b* 
sars,  "  leems  to  be  pointed  out  and  supported  bj  the  preceding  lines, 
'  Shall  in  the  general  censure  take  eormptimt 
From  that  particular  fanlL' " — 
The  sboTe  conjecture  of  Haaon  (which  is  not  mentioned  in  the  Varionau 
Shaliaptart')  wa<  unknown  to  the  Rer.  J.  Mitfbrd,  when  he  wrote  to  me  as 
follows  :  "I  would  read  'Doth  aB  the  nMe  nbttaiict  oft  oormpt,'  bo^ — a 
reading  to  which  the  preceding  word  'corruption'  fbrms  any  thing  but  an 
ohJectioD;  and  you  are  sore  that  the  seiue  is  right." — On  taming  to  the 
•dition  at  Bamlet  recently  published  in  Germany  by  Br.  Deliua,  I  find, 
"tAe  (from  0/ bale 
Doth  tUl  tht  notlt  m&tbiRee  qfuiA  out 
To  hit  own  latndaL" !! 
What  a  [Hty  that  Iha  worthy  editor  bad  no  Englishman  at  his  elbow  to  pre- 
vent him  troni  substituting  new  nonsense  for  old  t— To  conclude  this  already 
too  long  note.    In  the  DeTonshire  dialect  to  "eale"  is  to  rtprotci:  it  may  be 
asked,  than,— did  Shakespeare  (who  occasionally  has  proTiooialisms)  write 
here  "I*«ifro»</ eale"  in  the  sense  of  "lA«  dram  o/"  reproach"  F  for  my  own 
part,  I  banlly  think  so, 

P.  487.  (*')  "  m^  tht  ttpukhre, 

WhtroH  Kt  «mo  A«e  qaitUg  in-m'd,"  &o. 
In  my  Few  NoUt,  ftc.  p.  137,  J  remarked;  "Ferhapt  the  readii^  of  the 
quartos  '  quietig  intarr'd'  is  preferable,  becanse  '  ia-Hnt'd'   implies  that  the 
body  had  been  reduced  to  adiea,"— a  remark  which  I  now  wish  to  recall. 
Compare  Coriolatuti,  act  t.  sc.  fl  i 

"  Bear  ftvm  hence  his  body, — 
And  tnoDTD  yon  for  him : — let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  most  noble  eorie  that  ever  herald 
Did  follow  to  his  xnt." 

P.  4B7.  (^  "It  aavuj/ou,"  ic 

Her*  die  folio  has  "  A  wafts  yon,"  &o^  a  little  alter,  "It  wanes  wtt,"  &«.,  and 
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pNMntly  •gtin,  "It  wafti  me,"  Sec;  mud  to  Ckldeoott  and  Mr.  Knight.  Bot 
there  obd  be  do  doabt  th*t  Shakespeare  io  these  three  places  used  t/u  tamt 
form  of  At  leord;  and  u  the  qoaxtoa  in  all  three  have  ■■  mmet,"  they  snrel/ 
are  to  be  followed. 


P.  <88.  (*•)  "  arUry"  $LC. 

H«re  (not  to  mention  the  spelling  in  the  qnartos)  the  folio  has  "artire"  (and 
see  examples  of  arta-t  in  note  od  Marlowe'a  Woriu,  i.  49) ;  but  in  Lotie't 
Laboa't  iott,  act  It.  se.  3,  we  hare  "  The  nimble  spirits  in  the  artaia." 

P.  489.  (^  "cof/ai'd  tofatt  infirtt"  &c 

So  all  the  old  eds.,  except  the  imperfect  quarto,  1603,  which  has  "  Confimdt 

in  flfH"T"g  fire,"  &c. — Heath  conjectured  " lo  lasting  Jtrti,"  &c.;  and  so 

reads  Mr.  Collier's  Ha.  Corrector.— Steerens  says  that,  but  for  certain  pas- 
sages in  Chaaoer,  Nssb,  and  in  a  tract  called  71ie  WgU  of  (Ac  I>ergU  (fiir 
which  set  the  notes  ad  L  In  the  Varior.  SfiaAaptart),  he  "should  hare  sup- 
posed we  ODght  to  read  ' to  watte  in  fires:'" — which  (if  the  old  text  be 

wrong, — and  certunlj  the  passages  in  Chaucer,  &c  do  not  full;  estabUsh  it) 
is  perhaps  the  most  prolnUile  alteration  yet  proposed. 


"  To  tari  offleA  and  bhod.—Lul,  lUt,  O,  list  l~" 

So  (h«  quartos,  1604,  ftc— The  folio  has  " lat,  Hamlet,  oh  Uwi;"  which 

(though  it  aaliifieB  Caldecott  and  Mr.  Enight)  girei  a  moat  riolent  shodc  to 
tte  metre:  it  would  still  have  a  harshness  with  the  Cranspoaition,  "litt,  O.lut, 

Saalelfi  nor  would  it  be  onobjectianable  if  altered  lo  " lUt,  HamUt, 

htt,"  toT  in  this  solemn  adjuration  the  "  O "  is  bardly  to  be  omitted. 


P.  489.  (■)  "rou  Utdf,"  &0. 

So  the  folio. — AH  the  quartos  have  "rootes  il  ttlfe"  &c. — "The  superiority 
of  the  reading  of  the  folio  [*n>ei']  is  to  me  apparent:  lo  be  in  a  orescent  stale 
(L  e.  to  root  itself)  afibrds  an  idea  of  activity ;  to  nit  better  suits  with  the 
dnllneM  and  inaotion  lo  which  the  Obost  refers."  Srsaviva.  And  com- 
pare oor  anihor's  AiOaits  tutd  Cleopalra,  aet  i.  sc.  4, 

"  This  common  body. 
Like  to  a  Tagabond  flag  npon  th%  stream, 
Qoes  to  and  back,  lackeying  the  Taiying  dde. 
To  rol  itte{f  with  motion." — 
After  all,  howerer,  the  reading  of  the  quartos  may  Im  the  li^t  one. 


P.  490.  (») 
The  old  eds.  hare  "kit  w 
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"  That  are  but  vUd  and  mliirlatg  wardi,  njr  lord." 

Bo  all  the  quartos. — The  folio  hu  " aadbaiiing  ieord*,tiit/  Lori^  which 

Coldecott  and  Mr.  Kaight  retiia.  {In  tbe  e&rliest  quarto  "wAii-Ib^'  is  spelt 
"  toha-hng ;"  in  tbe  later  qnartoa  "  wkuTliiig," — whence  the  enor  of  the  folio.) 

P.  494.  (»)  "or,  ■  There  be,  or  i/thiy  si^At,'— " 

So  all  the  quartos;  vid  rigbtlj,  Hamlet  meaning;,  "  There  be  perioiu  who,  if 

the7  were  at  Ubertj  to  speak." — The  folio  has,  " oiiiJ  if  there  ntighl"  (the 

tnuucriber  or  printer  hsring  repeated  "  there"  by  mistake) ;  and  so  Caldecott 
and  Mr.  Knight. 

P.  «6.  (")  "Hey.   Good  tug  hrdf 

Bejnaldo  has  prerioiulj  said,  "  Veiy  good,  mj  lord,"  and  he  afterwards  ta.y 
"Well,  mj  loTdi"  but  the  present  speech  is  not  therefore  to  be  pointed, 
■■  Good,  tu)  lord,"    Compare  at  p.  MS, 

"Ham.    ....    You  are  welcome  to  Elsioore. 
Rot.  Qood  my  lord  1" 

P.499.  (")    "  J  hold  my  duty,  at  I  hold  ay  toul. 

Both  to  my  God,  and  to  ny  graeitna  king,"  &a. 
So  all  the  quartos  (except  that  the  earliest  bos  "  life"  instead  of  "  Nvf,"  ancl 
"soneraigne"  instead  of  "^rocibiM"];  and,  as  Capell  observes,  in  Bpite  of  tbe 
"  bad  expression,''  the  poet's  "  meaning  is  plain  enough."  iVotet,  jrc.  i.  129. 
It  was,  howerer,  misimdenLood ;  for  in  the  folio  we  find  '^Both  to  mg  God, 
one  to  ny  graeiout  King,"  &c.,— which  strange  alteration  is  adopted  not  only 
fay  (Caldecott  and  Mr.  Knight,  but  eren  by  Mr.  Collier. 

F.  499.  (*)    "  3fy  Rem  thaU  be  the  fruit  to  that  greal/eatt" 
So  the  quartos,  ISCH,  &c— The  foUo  has  "Afji  Acwu  Atll  bt  the  Kewes  to 
thai  great  Featt;"  which  Caldecott  adopts  I — -Hr.  Knight  is  "  indiiud  to  (Ani 
that  *m»  was  repeated  by  a  typographical  error:"— I  am  strongly  i]>clin«d 
to  think  so  too. 


P.  S02.  (^     "LordSamielitapriiKt.ouiitf  thy  liar,"  kc 
'llie  editor  of  the  second  folio  substituted  " oat  oftia/  Sphere,"  &c 

P.  soa.  C) 

"PoL  You  kncM,  tometimet  he  moOuJinT  hoan  tegtihtr 
Here  m  At  lobby. 

Qneen.  So  he  daei,  indeed." 

So  the  quartos,  IBM,  &c— Tbe  folio  has  "So  he  ha's  indeed I'^vii]) 
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raUined  bj  Catdecott  lileDtl^;  and  b^  Ur.  Knight,  with  &  note  to  u,y  Oat 
"bms"  ii  eqaiT&leiit  to  "hai  done"  !  (That  brn  the  original  reading,  "Jbwr 
htmrt,"  ia  not  to  be  altered  to  "  for  Aoirr*,"  has  been  diitmctlj  prored  bj  Ma- 
lone.) 

F.  eoa  C*)      "For  iftketim  bretd  maggoU  in  a  dead  dag,  being  a  god kUt- 
ing  carrim, — " 

Thi«  paasage  is  not  in  the  qnarto,  1B03.— The  other  old  adi.  haTe" beimg 

a  good  iiteiiig  camon."  —  I  giTe  Warbnrton'j  eneDdation,  which,  if  orer- 
praised  by  Johnaon  (who  called  it  a  "  noble"  one),  at  least  has  the  merit  of 
conTejing  something  like  a  meaning. — That  not  even  a  tolerable  sense  can  be 
tortured  out  of  the  original  reading,  we  hare  proof  poiitire  in  the  TBriom 
txpiaaalioiu  of  it  by  Whiter,  Coleridge,  Caldecott,  Mr.  Knight,  and  Delins. 
("The  carrion,"  M^a  Ur.  Knight  with  the  atmott  grarity,  "the  carrion  is 
good  at  kissing — ready  to  relam  the  kiss  of  the  snn — '  Common  kissing 
Titan,'  and  in  the  bittemesa  of  his  satire  Hamlet  aseociates  the  idea  with  Uie 
daughter  of  Polonint.  Mr.  Whiter,  boweier,  considers  that  gcod,  the  origi- 
nal reading,  ii  correct;  but  that  the  pout  uses  the  word  as  a  substantiTC — 
the  oooTi  principle  in  the  fecundity  of  the  earth.  In  that  case  we  shonld 
read,  'being  a  good,  kissing  carrion'."  Equally  outrageons  in  absurdity  is 
the  interpretation  of  Delias,  which  (translated  for  me  by  Mr.  Robson)  mlia 
tiius;  "Hamlet  calls  the  dog,  in  which  the  sun  breeds  maggots,  a  good,  kissing 
carrion  I  alluding  to  the  confiding,  fawning  manner  of  the  dog  towards  his 
master.  If  the  sun  breeds  maggots  in  the  dead  dog,  which  during  its  Lfetime 
was  so  attached, — what,  says  Hamlet,  in  his  bitter  distrust  [JUuifrawa],  and 
to  annoy  Polonius,  might  not  the  snn  breed  in  the  equally  tender  Ophelia, 
who  ODght  therefore  not  to  expose  beiwif  to  the  son.") 

P.  SOB.  C)     "  I  vOl  t^  you  tskji ;  to  than  mji  tutla^Htliaii  prevail  y(mr  du- 

coLwry,  ONdyMir  tecrecg  to  tAe  kitig  atidquetn  sumll  no/eather." 

So  the  quartos,  1G04,  &o. — Ur.  Knight  deliberately  prints,  with  the  (blio, 

"  /  wtS  tell  you  u'V'  *"  ^"^  "V  "■'■cpo'i''"  prtBemt  your  ducmerg  of  your 

teerecyloike  kmg  and  qvetH.    JUmdl  no/eaditr." 

V.SM.  C*0 

"  Ait  brave  a'crhtnjrni?  J&suimsHt,  thit  majattieal  roof"  &c. 
Here  the  word  "firmantait"  has  drapt  out  of  the  folioi  and  Caldecott  omits  it 
too. — Though  Mr.  Knight  now  follows  the  quartos  in  this  passage,  he  ahows 
a  lingering  fondness  for  the  error  of  the  folio:  he  says,  "  Using  o'erAmifny  •• 
a  nibstantire,  the  sentence  is  perhaps  less  eloquent,  but  more  coherent,"  &o. 

P.  507.  C*0  "  «t  heratde,"  Jfcc. 

So  the  second  folio. — Tbe  first  has  ■*  jc  beratled,"  &c, — From  "  Do  they  grow 
rusty?"  to  "  Hercules  and  his  load  too"  is  not  in  the  quartos,  lft04,  ftc;  bat, 
as  Mr.  Collier  obserres,  there  are  trace*  of  this  port  of  the  scene  in  the  quarto, . 
I60S. 
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p.  307.  ^)  "mot  H/te,"  &e. 

The  folio  (see  the  preceding  note)  hu  "  like  meat,"  i 


I  may  just  meDlJon  that  in  this  readiog  the  folio  i»  mpported  by  the  quarto, 
1603  ("  Tou  say  true,  a  mondaj  last,  'Iwiu  to  iiidud£').—l:ha  later  quartos 
hare  "'teat  then  itidtcd." 


P.  60S.  (")  "  That  eaau  tach  actor  <m  hit  tut, — " 

A  qaotatioD  prolMbly. 


F.  909.  (f)  •'AefirttToiioofthepioMictutnMii,"tca, 
•'Hamlet,  in  the  t«xt  of  the  quarto  of  IS  11,  calls  the  poem  'the  Pioitt  Chan' 
toHi'  but  in  the  quarto  of  IfiOi,  and  the  folio  of  16S3,  it  is  'thePoiu  Chanson.' 
Pope  says,  this  re&rs  to  the  old  balladi  sung  on  hridges.  We  beliere  Pmt  is 
a  typt^taphical  error;  tor  in  the  quarto  of  1603  we  find  '  the  flrst  verse  of 
the  godfy  balleL'  But  Hr.  Honter  sajs,  that  'in  France,  the  triTial  tiallad, 
such  as  that  referred  to,  is  called  in  ordinorj  discourse  a  potu  chanton,  or  a 
ehanttm  da  Pont  Ntvf'  A  popular  ballad  is  called  even  in  modem  diction- 
aries a  chanson  da  Pont  iVeu/— but  where  is  the  authority  for  pont  chajuonf" 


P.  509,  CO  "  ^/OM  it  w 

So  all  the  quartos.— He  folio  has  "  77y Jiue  it  Tallant,"  Ac,  an  error  adopted 
b;  Caldecott  and  Hr.  Cnlght,  who  bring  forward  to  ezpl^D  it  a  note  of  Ha- 
lona,  which  he  himself  had  cancelled. 


P.  509.  (*<)  "  thert  wtrt  ne  taUelt  in  Ihe  linu,"  &c. 

8o  the  quartos,  1604,  &c;  and  so  the  quarto,  1803,  and  the  folio,  except  that 
(hej  have  "  was"  instead  of  "  were." — In  spite  of  Gifford's  note  on  Jonsoo's 
Woria,  fiii.  177, 1  think  that  in  this  passage  the  alteration  of  "toilet^'  to 
"  salt"  (or  "  salts")  is  a  bast;  one ;  — "  tattiti"  L  c.  tall  (ribald)  words  or  alio- 
■ions  (see  Kichardson's  Diet,  for  the  etymology  oittUad  or  tt^().  Steerens 
od  i.  cites  from  A  Bmtquel  of  Jala,  &c.  1665,  "  for  junkets,  Joci ;  and  for 
curious  toUefi,  sales." 


P.S13.  (")  V'^.tcaniuXfi* 

Sit  I  ma  p^am-Xititr'd,  and  lack  gall 
To  malu  opprtttion  bitter"  ten. 
Ur.  Collier's  Ms,  Corrector  substitnlM  "  To  maht  tran^reotion  bitltr,"  ttc.; 
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which  Hr.  Collier  veiy  inconaidermtely  oik  "an  improTameDL"  I  ihoiild 
taarB  thoo^t  it  almoat  impouible  for  anj  one  not  to  peroeiTe  that "  lack  gall 
to  make  oppmna^  bitter"  meam  "lack  gall  to  make  me  feel  the  bittemeu  of 


F.  S13.  C^  "  T^t  I,  lit  KM  qfa  dtar  father  mmrdfr'd,"  &c. 
"  Modern  editon  [inldlige  Mr.  Knight],  fbllowil^  Xhe  reading  of  the  f(^ 
['  TTtat  I,  At  Same  of  the  Deert  vivthertd,'  &c.],  hare  left  oat  the  material 
word  'hther'  in  this  line  ;  and  it  ii  certainly  not  found  in  the  quartos,  KM 
or  1S09.  It  ii,  however,  in  aome  copies  of  the  undated  qnarto,  which  maj  be 
auigned  to  the  year  160T,  and  in  that  of  1611.  bnt  not  in  the  qoarto  lUT. 
The  omiaaioD  mnat  hare  been  diacoTersd  at  the  tragedy  was  goii^  tbrongh 
the  prcM,  when  first  printed  for  Smethwicke,  and  then  anppUed.  .  .  .  The 
qnarto,  1603,  has  the  line  thus, 

*  Why  this  ia  brane,  that  I  the  MiaDe  of  my  deare  father,' 
omitUng  the  word  'mordered'."    Collier. — But  in  Boawell'B  opinian,'"t4e 
Jear  munfrnJ  i«  Tsry  far  from  being  a  hanh  ellipaii;"  Caldecott  adt^ted  it; 
And  (as  abOTe  meotioned)  so  does  Hr.  Koixht,  who  thinks  it  a''beaatifiil 
reading." 

F.  G I T.  (*0  "  lAo"  •"'A  hcmatg  f 

So  all  the  qnarloa. — The  folio  has  "thett  yonr  Himeatiet"  (i  miilake  ooes- 
noned  by  the  "ynir  honesty"  and  "jtiar  beauty"  of  the  preoeding  speech)  ; 

not  " Am  with  yonr  HameMtit,"  as  Mr.   Grant   White  suj^HMea,  who 

(_SiiA€tpeart'i  ScAolar,  &e.  p.  414)  blames  the  modem  editors  for  not  adher- 
ing to  that  leotion. 


P.  S19.  (*)  "  Iliad  at  li^  the  towK-crier  tpcke  mglinee.  Ner  do  not  saw 
the  air  loo  much  loiA  your  haid,  Atu"  ice. 
So  the  qnartos,  1604,  &e. — The  folio  has  '^ Ihad  at  Hut  the  Totm-Oryer  had 
«pa(f  My  Xnet :  ?for  do  not  tax  At  Ayre  too  much  j/our  hand  Aat,"  la\, — 
(he  "  had"  bating  been  repeated,  and  the  "  with"  omitted,  by  the  traii»eriber*a 
or  printer's  mistake  :  yet  Mr.  Knight  keeps  the  "had";  and  both  he  and 
Caldeoott  omit  the  "with."    (The  quarto,  1603,  has, 

"  rde  rather  heare  a  fomie  bull  bellow. 
Then  suoh  a  fellow  speake  ay  laet. 
Nor  do  not  tav  Ae  aire  Ant  wiA  your  hands,"  &c) 


F.  Sai.  (*)    "  Smct  my  dtar  ami  mat  nutr«u  of  her  choke, 

And  andd  of  men  dittinguith,  her  litetuM 

HaA  teoTd  thee  for  hertd/." 

So  the  quartos,  1 604,  &c.  give  the  first  line.— The  folio  has  " mielria  ^ 

my  chogce," — which,  though  the  context  proves  it  to  be  an  error,  Mr.  Eni^t 
retains, — aa  be  does  another  "  my"  of  the  folio  at  p.  SM, — 
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"  M;  openmt  powers  mj/  faactioiiB  le&ve  to  d 
et  the  error  wu  oocBsiooed  b;  the  preosding  " 


P.  S21.  (•*)      "Eta  ailh  t!u  vtry  conunenl  ofOig  tad,"  tee. 

So  the  qiurtOB,  1604,  4o, — The  folio  hu  " ^my  SotJe,"  &e. — See  my 

BenarJu  m  Mr.  Cottier-i  and  Mr.  Knightt  eds.  of  Shakuptan,  p.  214.— Mr. 
Knight  declkrea  bimwlf  "  not  coDTinced''  by  what  I  hsTS  there  aaid  id  inp- 
port  of  t^  re&diog  of  the  quartos ;  bat  Mr.  Collier  most  probably  will  now 
agree  with  me,  for  be  tells  lu,  that  "among-  other  ailoplioDa  [by  the  Ha.  Cor- 
rector] from  the  quartos  may  be  mentioned  'comment  of  i%  ■ool'  ituteMl  of 
■  comtnent  of  my  soul'  of  the  folios." 


P.  52a.  C")  "fl  Mil  ofmVuT 

A  writer  in  The  Critic  for  18S4,  p.  317,— having  fennd,  in  a  reriew,  an  ex- 
tract from  a  work  of  Henry  Peacham,  where  "  SaieB  colour,  Le.,/Ia»w-coloiir,'' 
is  meotioiied,— feels  assnred  that  we  ought  to  read  here  "  a  nit  of  wbelL" 
Another  correspondent  in  Tht  Critic  for  the  same  year,  p.  373,  obserrei  that 
"  *aA«0"  or  "  tabetlt"  is  properly  a  fawn-colonr  a  good  deal  heightened  with 
red,  and  th»t  the  term  came  ft'om  the  French  "coiUror  (fuaMb." — According 
to  (he  Diet  (fa  VAcad.  Fr., "  i^abdU"  is  a  coloar  "  entre  le  blane  et  le  Jatine, 
nuua  dans  leqnel  le  jaune  domise.    II  se  dit  snrtont  du  poU  dee  cheTanx." 

P.  5ae.  (•*)     "  Oph.  StiS  better,  ami  vont. 

Ham.  So  yru  muit  laie  j/mir  Aiu&aiu£i." 
So  the  quarto,  I S03,  except  that  it  has  "  hDsband."-^The  other  quartos  have 
"JIam.    So  yoB  mistake  ynr  ha^KauU"  which  is  the  reading  of  the  fbllo, 
except  that  it  omits  "  yonr." 

P.  626.  C*») 

"  Btgin,  murderer;  pox,  leave  lig  damiahU  fiieet,  and  begin.' 
So  the  folio;— with  which  the  qaarto,  1603,  nearly  agrees, — 
"btgat.  Mordred 
Begin,  apoxe,  Itaat  Ihg  daaambU  facet  and  begin." — 
The  later  qaartoa  omit  "poxi'  and  Ur.  Knight,  generally  so  deroted  to  the 
folio,  omits  it  too.    (Need  I  obeerre  that,  in  Shakespeare's  time,  this  impreca- 
tion nndoubtedly  referred  to  the  small-poi  1    Onr  author  in  Loa^e  labmu'e 
Iai(,act  r.sc  3,  makes  Eatherine  exclaim  "J  pOf  of  that  Jest  I") 

P.  5S6.  (*")      "  the  cToaiing  ranen  doth  beUowfor  revenge." 
Thsse  words  are  usually  given  in  the  modem  editions  M  a  quotation, — which 
probably  tliey  are. 
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p.  637.  (»)        "  WV.  It*  I*'  itnteiai  dttr  go  Ktep,"  &o. 
A  quotation  probablj. 

P,  827.  C)  "A  vtn/.  Bay — pejoch." 

Here  "pajocK'  il  oerUinlj  equiTslent  to  peaecck.  I  hare  often  heard  the 
loirar  claases  in  the  north  of  Scotland  call  the  peacock — the  "peapKjl.-"  and 
their  almost  mvariable  n&me  for  the  tuikej-cock  ii  "  babblfyociL" — Thue 
(bnr  Uoet  (excepting  the  word  "  p^ock")  would  seem  to  be  a  qaotation. 

P.  687.  C")       "ForifAe  king  iiki  Mt  At  eoaeify,"  *C 
A  qnotatJon  perhapa. 

P.  619.  (*>)  "Be-enter  Pti^itrt  widi  r«eorder«. 

O,  Ike  rteordtrti — Ul  «m  mt  ate." 
So  the  quartos,  I6<M,  &o.  (ezoept  that  there  the  stage-Jireetion  standi  "Enter 
the  plojiere  wiA  reconUr^'). — The  folio  hai, — 

"  Enter  one  aM  a  Bacorder. 
O  Ae  Becorder.  Let  me  eee ;" — an  alteration  which  I  have  not  the  aligbte*t 
doubt  we  mnit  attribute  to  the  "companf,"  who  were  obliged  to  be  ecooomi- 
«al  l>otb  of  peraoni  and  pnipertiei.  A  single  reoorder,  indeed,  snStsa  for  the 
mere  btuJneM  of  this  Kene:  hnt  the  alteration  u  quite  at  Tarianoe  with  what 
precedes,  p.  6S7,  "Come,  tome  muaic  1  come,  the  recordertt' 

P.  629.  (<*)       "and  there  is  mtich  aauie,  exeettent  txiice,  in  Ihii  Utile  organ  ; 
jlel  cannot  you  make  iltptak.    '  Silood,  do  you  Ikini,"  &a. 
So  the  qnartOB,  1604,  &c.  (in  the  quarto,  1603.  there  is  no  more  of  this  than 

"  Zouuda  do  you  Ikake,"  &c). — The  folio  has  " yet  canmit  you  make  it. 

Why,  do  yon  titinke,"  &c.— "  The  folio,"  observes  Mr.  Knight,  "  omits  tpeak. 
The  poet  may  have  meant  to  la;,  jet  cannot  you  make  this  music,  this  excel- 
lent *oioe ;  for  Guildenstem  might  hare  made  the  pipe  epeak,  but  he  conld 
not  command  it  to  any  nttenmoe  of  harmony.  We  now  prefer  to  consider  the 
folio  erroneona."  Tb&t  Hr.  Enlght  should  labonr  to  explain  a  reading  which 
be  now  allows  to  be  an  erroneona  one  1  How  it  originated  is  plain  enou^  : 
when  "'Sblood"  was  struck  ont,  to  be  replaced  by  "Why,"  the  preceding 
word  "  jpeai"  was  at  the  same  time  accidentally  struck  otit. 

P.  533.  {•)  "rUeHenanue'enkere." 

Hay  be  right:  but  the  alteration  made  by  Hanmer  (and  by  Mr.  Collier's  Ms. 
Corrector),  "  PU  sconce  me  even  [the  quartos,  1 604,  be  hare  "  euen"]  Am;" 
cannot  be  called  an  improbable  one, — the  corresponding  words  in  the  qnarto, 
1603,  being  "Pie  thrmede  mx/atlfe  behinde  the  ATras."-'Il]at  Eanmer's  altera- 
tion, whioh  has  long  been  adopted  on  the  stage,  should  not  be  noticed  in  the 
Variatm  Shakt^eare,  a  infficiently  strange, 
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[     SSI      ] 
P.533.  (")  "Huo.  MolJier,moAa;moaerr 

So  the  folio. — Not  In  the  qiuutoa,  ISOi,  ko. — Thera  U,  hoirerv,  a  trace  of  it 
in  the  qnarto,  1603, — 

"Sam.  MoAtT,  moAtr,  O  are  70a  hare  f 
How  ii't  with  jOD  mother  ?" 

P.  583.  C") 

"  Queen.  Coau,  tvme,  ymt  cattwtr  wifA  an  idlt  tongue. 
Hun,  Go,  go,  gou  quatim  with  a  wicked  ttmgut." 
80  the  qiutrtoa,  1604,  &c.  (these  two  speecheg  are  not  in  the  earUest  quarto). 
— The  folio  hu  "Ham.  Go,go,  you  qaettioti  aiA  an  idle  tongaei"  which  ia 
adopted  bj  Caldecott  (and  b;  Dr.  Deliiu),  under  the  idea  that  here  Hamlet 
should  echo  as  closely  aa  possible  the  words  of  his  mother.  It  was  formerly 
adopted  by  Mr.  Knight  also;  but  he  now  adheres  to  the  reading  of  the  quar- 
tos 1  and  wiselj, — for  the  "an  idle"  of  the  folio  was  eiidentlj  caaght  b;  the 
traoseriber  or  compositor  from  the  preceding  lioe.  Sooh  fiul^  repetitiona 
are  eztremelj  frequent  in  the  folio  Ihroughont  this  play:  e.g.  in  act  i.  so.  S 
(p.  «a).  it  has, 

"Hor,  There's  no  otffence  ny  Zord. 
Ham.  Tee,  b;  Saint  Patricke,  but  there  is  ny  Lord,"  Ac.  (in- 
stead of  " bnt  there  is,  Horatio,"  Sec.) 

and  in  act  T.  BC  3  (p.  STS), 

"  Bom.  Come  im,  tir. 
Lasr.  Come  <n  (d^  (instead  of  "  Come,  w^  l/ari"}. 
See  abo  notes  (*),  (»>,  C),  C").  (*).  ("> 

P.  936.  (■*)  "WJial  would  gourgraciouMfyuriif' 

So  the  quartos,  1604,  Sx. — Hie  folio  has  "  What  teoald  yon  gracUnu  Sgure  1" 
(the  compositor  haring  here  omitted  b;  mistake  the  letter  r, — jost  as  he  has 
done  afterwards  in  this  plaj,  p.  5G7,  "Strengthen  yen  patience  in  our  last 
night's  speech");  and  accordingly  Caldecott,  Mr.  Knight,  and  Hr.  Collier  do 
not  scruple  to  print  "  What  would  yiiii,  gracious  figure  ?" 

P.  598.  (»>  "  Thai  moiMer,  aatnm,  vAo  all  mut  dali  sol, 
O/kabiU  daiU,  is  angil  get  in  (Ui,— "  ftc 
This  passage  (from  "That  monster"  to  "put  on"  inclosiTe)  is  only  in  the 
quartos,  1604,  ftc — It  has  been  variously  pointed  aud  explained :  the  above 
pnnotuation  (which  Mr.  Knight  is  mistaken  in  supposing  that  ha  was  the  first 
to  adopt)  appears  to  me  preferable,  on  the  whole, — Theobald,  at  Tbirlby'i 
Ei^geetion,  printed, 

"  vio  all  MKt*  dotk  tai 
Ofhabiti  evil,  is  angtl,"  &c. 
and  the  Bev.  J.  UttiiDTd  (Gmt.  Magazait  for  Feb.  1B45,  p.  133)  proposes, 
"  uAo  off  sense  dolh  uO, 
If  ioiif's  devii,  U  OH^"  &c. 
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[  S9!  ] 
F.  538.  (••)  "  And  BtatOr  the  devil,  or  throiB  him  out,"  tfO. 
tbia  pauftge  (from  "  ^le  next  more  tmaj"  to  "  woDdrooi  potency"  inelanre) 
is  only  in  the  quartos,  1604,  &&:  the  two  earliest  have  "  And  d^ar  At  daoH^ 
tcc;  the  later  qoarlos  read  as  in  the  text, — affording  a  sense,  but  still  leaving 
the  metre  imper&ct  (though  Mr.  Collier  seems  Co  think  otherwise}.— The  line 
has  been  altered  to  "Attdvuuttr  even  (Ac  deriL,"  jtc,  and  to  "And  eitlur  CDib 
At  dttal,"  &0.— Sidney  Walker  (^Shaktipeart'i  VtrtiJicatioK,  &c.  p.  75)  cites  it 

thus, 

"  Aad  either  suuter  tht  dtoil  or  Ihnnc  Aim  uuf,"  &c. — 
and  by  mittAke  attributes  that  lection  to  the  quarto,  1604. 


P.  S4I.  (")  "to,  haph/  danda-f 

W&tae  wAtiper  o'er  Iht  itorld"!  diamtUr,"  Ibo. 
This  pauage  (&oin  "  Whose  whisper"  to  "woandleEs  air"  inclnsiTe)  is  odIj 
in  the  quartos,  IGM,  &c.,  and  imperfect  at  the  commencement     To  complete 
the   sense,  Theobald  inserted  "for  hapfy,  thuJer,"  which   was   afterwaida 
slightly  altered  as  above. 


P.  M4.  (<0  "tiUI  Jbuno  'tu  done, 

Btmt'er  wy  Aops,  mj/ji^i  mtrt  ne'er  begim." 

8a  the  fclio. — The  quartos,  1604,  gio.  have  " s^  ioj/et  will  iwre  begin:" 

but  a  rhyme  was  evidently  intended  here.— Johnson  suggested  IbM  "hop*" 
ought  to  be  **  hopes  ■"  and  Mr.  Collier's  Ma.  Corrector  agrees  with  him ; — 
see  Hr.  Collier'a  one-Tolnme  Siaittpeart. 


P.  54S.  (")  *>  Ytt,  it  it  tJreaify  garritm'd." 

Haa  been  altered  to  "O,  yet,  it  it,"  &c. 


P.  548.  (^        "'TWr*  good  the  vtrt  tpoliai  teiUi,"  &o. 
At  theeommettoementof  theicene  the  quartos,!  604,  &c.  hare  "EmttrBoratio, 
Ctrbvd,Mli  a  gentleman i"  and,  up  to  this  point,  tiify  make  the  dialogn* 
pass  between  the  Qneen  and  the  "  Oentleman."    They  Uien  have, — 

"  Bora,  "Twere  good  she  were  spoken  with,  for  she  may  strew 
DangeroDs  coniectures  in  ill-breeding  mindes, 
Let  her  oome  in. 

Enter  Ophelia. 

Quet.  To  my  siche  soule,  as  slnnes  tme  nature  is,"  &o. — 

He  folio  omits  the  *>  Gentleman,"  and  as  far  as  "  Though  nothing  sure,  y«t 

mnoh  unhappily"  Inclnrire,  distribntes  the  speeches  as  in  the  present  edititHi. 

It  then  has,— 
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[  ™  1 

"  Qu.  Twere  good  ihe  wera  ipoken  with 

For  lb*  may  strew  dangerous  aouleetnm 

In  ill  breeding  minds.    Let  her  coae  in. 

To  mj  Bicke  aonle  (u  linne'i  true  Nabire  is),"  &e, — 
There  oertunlj  U  room  tor  sospectiiij;  that  the  omission  of  the  "  Qentlemuk" 
is  to  be  Mtribnted  to  the  players.    Bat  b«  that  aa  it  maj,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  if  a  modem  editor  adheres  to  the  foBo  in  omitting  the  "  Gentle- 
man," he  onght  to  restore  to  Horatio  (what  comes  very  awltirardlj  frota  the 

"  Twere  good  she  were  spoken  with,  for  she  may  strew 
Dangerons  conjeotores  in  ill-breeding  minds;" 
and  that,  whether  he  ohtioeei  to  retain  or  omit  the  "  Gentleman,"  he  ought  to 
make  the  Queen's  qieech  commence  with  "  Iiet  her  oome  in." 


•'LardtdviA. 

~«(>«m; 

Which  bai^t  to 

rt*s™«jw« 

WiA  IrMt-Ieet  A-nrs." 

The  old  eds.  bare  " did  not  go,"  ftc, — a  reading  whioh  had  lieeD  rq^eoted 

fbr  many  a  long  jear,  when  Caldecott  with  great  pomp  restored  the  "  not"  to 
the  text.  "  QMtrafidem  omitiitm  codicum,"  be  says,  "and  following  a  leader 
whom  they  concnr  in  reprobating,  the  modem  editors  read  *  to  Iba  graye  go,' " 
— Caldecott,  thongh  hi  advanced  in  life  when  lie  edited  Samitt,  being,  it 
would  Beem,  Etill  ignorant  that  a  whole  series  of"  codices"  will  rery  often  agree 
in  the  grossest  error.  "  Bia  iMnmd,  or  corpse, '  did  not  go  bewept  with  true- 
loTS  showers,'  for  his  was  no  loTe-casei  his  death  had  the  tragical  character 
of  fierce  ontrage,"  &o.  &o.  That  any  one  should  fail  at  once  to  perceire  that 
the  original  reading  "  did  not  i;d"  is  utterly  irreconcilable  with  the  preceding 
"  Zdu^ed  with  sweet  flowers"  t  And  that  any  one  should  bare  the  folly  to 
suppose  that  the  ballad  now  lung  by  Ophelia  most  apply  in  minute  particulars 
to  her  father  I  Enongh  far  her  that  it  is  a  ditty  about  death  and  burial;  no 
matter  that  its  hero  ia  a  youthful  lover, — be  was  cut  off  by  a  sudden  fote,  and 
so  far  reaembled  Polonina. — Here  Mr.  Knight  also  retains  "not." — So  does 
Mr.  Collier  in  tb«  first  ed.  of  bis  Shafi*tp*an,  remarking,  however,  that  it 
"  may  possibly  be  an  error:"  in  hli  one-Tolume  ed.  I  find  that  be  milts  it 
on  the  authority  of  his  Ma.  Corrector. 


F.  548.  C)  "  WiU  nothing  tfieh  «»r  ptrmm  bt  arraign,''  fta 
So  the  quartos,  1S04,  ftc—'Hie  foUo  has  "oar  persons  to  A 
to  Caldecott,  Mr.  Knight,  and  Mr.  Collier.  But  tbe  king  I*  certainly  speak- 
ing of  himself  only :  oompare  what  he  has  before  said  to  the  Queen  on  the 
same  subject  (the  death  of  Polonius),  p.  fi40 1 

"  0  heavy  deed  t 
It  had  been  to  with  us,  had  w*  been  there : 
Bis  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all; 
To  yon  yourself,  to  «i,  to  ti^wrj  one. 
VOL.  V.  QQ 
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Agkia,  p.  M9,  we  have, 

"Let  himgo,  Qsrtrade;  do  not  fear  oiirpa-jra,"  ftc 
And,  p.  S50, 

"  Tkat  I  am  gialdat  0/ your  falhar't  dtath,"  la:. 


P.  S9 1.  C*)      " '  DomH  a-donni,  a*  jou  eaS  Atn  a-do¥m-a.' " 
Whether  th«M  wordf  are  rightly  given  »  above,  I  cannot  determina.     (On 
the  niodem  stage  thej  are  natg  by  Ophelia.) 

P.55I.  C")  *'Gotorty<feort-i«if,"Jec 

Hr.  Collier's  Us.  Correotor  snbatitutes  "Gone  lo  his  death-btd,"  be.;  which 
agrees  with  what  seenis  to  be  a  sort  of  parody  on  this  ballad  in  Eastward  Ho, 
by  Jonson,  lianton,  and  Chapman  (see  Dodsley'a  Old  I^t,  toL  ir.  SS^  last 

"  Bnt  now  he  ie  dead, 
And  fan  tn  hit  bed. 
And  nerer  will  come  again." 


F.  SSS.  (N)  •'ImiatcimmwminlifeM-gr^f,''  lea. 
So  the  qoartoa,  1604,  &c — The  folio  haa  "linut  oonunon  vilh  jwr  grttf*," 
tco.,  which  Boswell  would  understand  aa  "  I  must  be  allowed  to  participate  in 
yonr  grief,  to  f^l  in  common  with  youj"  and,  much  to  my  inrpriie,  Hr. 
Grant  White  (Sltalittptare't  Sckolar,  tec  p.  431)  approve*  of  Chat  most  eiro- 
neona  Interpretation. — The  "  ootDinoa"  of  the  fblio  is  merely  an  old  spelling 
''  see  Richardson's  DieL  in  "  Common"  and  "  Commune." 


P.  M5.  (")  "Ai  cheeking  at  hit  voyagt"  4«. 

Mr.  Collier  prints  "Am  Uking  not  hU  voyage,"  &c,  and  obserres,  "  This  is  tha 
clear  and  correct  reading  of  the  undated  quarto,  that  of  IS11,  &c  Halone 
seems  to  have  referred  here  to  no  other  qoarto  than  that  of  1 6(M,  uid  flmUng 
it  read  oorruptly, '  As  &e  iing  at  his  vo  jige,'  he  adapted  the  text  of  the  folio, 
'  As  checking  at  his  voyage,'  wbich,  no  doubt,  was  there  introduced  as  a  ooa- 
jectoral  emendation."  Here  I  altogether  difiiar  &om  Mr.  Collier  1  "  the  king 
at"  of  the  quarto,  1 604,  is  obvioosly  a  mistake  for  "  <Aechimg  at," — a  reading- 
much  more  in  Shakespeare's  manner  than  "  liking  not." 

P.  SS6.  (")  "And  ihty  can  wdl  on  hontback,'  be 

So  the  quartos,  1604,  &«.— "The  folio  has  ran  tar  '  can.'  It  was  a  mere  mis- 
print."   CoiLiaR.— AssnredljitWMi  yetCaldeeottaodMr.Knightretainit. 
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[     595     ] 
P.557,  (")  "aiptiiMriftiish,"  Sic 

This  paMlLge  (from  "  There  lirea  withia  the  yeiy  flune"  to  "  the  quick  o'  the 
nicer''  inclosiTe)  ii  oalj  in  Che  quartos,  1604,  &c.; — all  which,  except  that  ot 
1637,  hsTO  "o  spend-thriRs  ligh,"  —  quite  wroi^ij,  I  conceire,  though  Mr. 
Collier  and  Mr.  Knight  think  olheciriie. 


So  the  qnutos,  1604,  &0.— The  folio  hu" un  joNrcoiiiniingB,"&c.;  which 

Caldeoott  uid  Mr.  Knight  retain  (old  speKiig  and  all)  in  the  sense  of— 


P.  558.  C)  "  How  tu>v,niietl  queen  r 

Here  the  "kmo,"  which  had  been  aocideotaUj  omitted  in  the  first  fatio,  waa 
inserted  b;  the  editor  of  the  second  folio. — Tbew  words  ore  not  in  the  quar- 
tos, 1604,  &c. :  but  the  corresponding  passage  of  the  quarto,  1603,  it,  "How 

rune  Gertred,  why  looke  jot  heaoUy?" 


P.  561.  ("^  "get  Hue  to  Yaughan,"  4c. 

So  the  folio.— The  quartos,  1601,  &c.  have  "  Go  get  lies  in,"  &c— Mr.  Collier 
ad  I.  oddly  coiyeotarei  that "  Yaiighiai"  tnMj  be  "  a  mis-spelt  stage-direction  to 
infarm  Ae  playOT  that  he  was  to  ynvn  at  this  point;"  and  his  Ma.  Corrector, 
oddly  too,  iDbstitnles  "gel  Ate  to  yon'." 


P.  661.  C)  "  ahick  Ihi*  0*1  now  o'er-rearliu,"  &c 

So  the  quartos,  1604,  &c — The  folio  has  "  which  tJiU  Atte  e're  office*,"  &&, — 
the  less  proper  readii^  undoubtedly :  see  Johnson's  note  ad  I. 


P.  562.  (")  "  For  and  a  ehroudiag  sheet,"  &c 

Is  generally  ju'inted  "  For — and  a,"  &«., — wrongly.  See  examples  of  "fir 
and"  (i.  e.  and  alio)  in  my  Stmarkt  on  JIfr.  Callier'i  and  Mr.  Knight't  td*.  of 
Shake^>eaTe,  p.  218. 


P.  564.  (")  "  Thu  MflU  ikidl,  tir,  uai  Yorick'i  tkuH,"  &0. 
So  the  quartos,  1 604,  ftc.— The  (blio  has  "  TTiu  eane  SeuU  Sir,  this  same  Scull 
sir,  tBOj  Yorickt  ScvU,"  &c.,  which  is  given  by  Mr.  Collier  and  Mr.  Knight, 
(Mr.  Collier  obserres  that  the  folio  "  charaeteriMticaBj/  repeats"  the  words) — 
which  is  rery  true,  it  being  a  marked  characteristic  of  (he  jToUo  to  blunder  in 
that  way.) 


itizecoy  Google 


[     !W6    ] 
T.  664.  (**)  "Imperial  Catar,"  fto. 

So  ttie  folio. — All  the  qnuto*  hare  "Imperious  Ctenr,"  &c. — HkIodb  Baji 
"llie  editor  of  tbe  folio  Bobatitated  in^trial,  not  knowing  th&t  anperiout  wu 

used  in  the  lame  wiue :"  uid  snch  perhaps  wu  the  cam  [see  my  Fem  JVota, 
&c  p.  1+*).  We  find,  indeed,  "  The  imperud  Caaar,"  ic  in  CyaMtne,  act  t. 
(c.  5 :  but  then  that  plaj  comes  to  as  only  throngh  the  folio. — Qj.  are  theae 
fonr  lines  a  quotation  F 


P.  565.  (")  "btr  vtrgitt  cratHi,"  && 

So  the  quartos,  1604,  &c.— The  folio  hu  "fur  Kiiyia  Bites,"  &c;  vhich  is 
retained  bj  Caldecotti  and  by  Mr.  Knifthc, — who  prefers  it  for  the  tvason 
which,  in  &ct,  renders  it  Tery  objectionable.  Johnson  long  ago  obserred, 
that  '''inrjm  riltt'  give  no  certain  or  definite  image;" — and  such  the  context 
plainly  requires.  (Dr.  Delius,— of  whose  skill  in  coojectaral  emendation  * 
■pedmen  has  already  been  given  (see  p.  583), — suggests,  most  ridicnlonsly, 
thft  here  "craxti"  may  be  SD  error  for  "grants.") 


F,  SSS.  (**)  "  To  M^  a  regvtaa,  luid  oicA  red  to  her 
Am  to  peaee-parted  teKlt." 
Bo  tbe  qnuios,  1604,  fto. — Tbe  folio  has  "  To  tmg  sage  HeqmaL,"  fcc, — an 
error  of  the  transcriber  or  printer, — which  Caldecott  and  Ur.  Knight  adopt. 
(In  Mr-  Collier's  one-rolnme  Siataptare,  I  find  the  "sage"  of  the  folio 
altered,  mi  the  authority  of  his  Ms.  Corrector,  to  "sad:"  but  qy.  is  it  not 
rather  a  mistake  for  "such"  ?) 


P.  566.  (")  "  Woo't  Jrini  ip  eitdr 

The  quarto,  1603.  has  "  WUt  dritiit  up  reisels,"  Ac— The  later  quartM 
hBTc  "  Woo't  AiiiU  vp  EsiU,"  &c— The  folio  has  "  Woo't  drMie  vp  Eaile." 
&0. — A  great  dispute  has  arisen  about  the  "  Eaill"  or  "  Esile"  of  this  line, — 
whether  we  are  to  understand  by  It  "  the  river  Yutll,  I—dl,  or  Izd,  the  most 
northern  branch  of  tjie  Rhine,"  or  else  titet  (L  e.  vinegar).  For  mj  own  part, 
I  certainly  believe  that  tiiei  is  meant  here :  the  wo^  (and  it  was  formerly 
common  enough)  is  used  by  our  author  in  his  cxi'*  Sonnet, 
"Iwillcfri'Mi 
Potiau  qfeud  [old  ed.  EfteS]  'gainst  my  strong  inAotkA,'  ftc 
Nor  is  the  expression  "drink  up"  at  all  opposed  to  that  int«rpr«talioii|  tor 
Shakespeare  has  varioo*  other  pass^^  where  "  igT  is  what  we  should  now 
consider  as  redundant: — e.g.j 

"prisons  up 
The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arteries,"  &o. 

LoBt't  Labour'M  ItM,  act  iv,  se.  9. 
"dsTonn  tip  all  the  fiy  it  finds." 

AlPt  wtB  Aal  iMdb  mA,  act  It.  to.  a. 
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"  Enough  to  stifle  snob  a.  Tillun  ap." 

Xing  John,  act  ir,  ac  S. 

"To  fright  the  aninuUs  aod  to  kiU  them  up,"  &o. 

AtgoH  liitt  it,  act  iL  le.  1. 

"Jia  tme  u  Troilus  ihall  crown  up  tbe  Tcne,"  &□. 

rroi/iiJ  and  Crtaida,  act  iEL  SO;  S. 
Oq  the  phmse,  "kills  them  all  up,"  in  Jonson's  Eitiy  Man  is  Hit  Bmnour, 
GiSord  obserres;  "off,  out,  knd  tip,  are  continuftllj  uaed  by  the  purest  and 
moat  excellent  of  our  old  wrilen  after  Terl>a  of  destroying,  consuming,  eating, 
drinking,  &c.;  to  us,  who  are  less  conversant  with  the  power  of  language, 
they  appenr,  indeed,  somewhat  like  expletives ;  bnt  Ihej  undoubtedly  contri- 
buted Eomething  to  the  force,  and  something  to  tbe  roundness  of  Che  sentence. 
There  is  much  wretched  criticism  on  a  similar  expression  in  Shakespeare, 
'  Woo't  (frinl  1^  eisel  t'  Theobald  gives  the  sense  of  the  passage  in  a  dumsj 
note  [deciding  that  megar  ia  meant] ;  Hanmer,  who  had  more  taste  than 
jodgment,  and  more  jodgmont  than  knowledge,  corrupts  the  language,  m 
usual  [reading,  '  Will  drink  ap  Nile  7'] ;  SteeTens  gaily  perrerta  the  senM 
[declaring  himself  for  a  n'tvrj;  and  Malone,  with  great  effort,  bringa  the 
reader  bavk  to  the  meaning  which  poor  Theobald  bod  long  before  exe<^- 
tated."  Jonson's  Warki,  i.  122. — Malone,  however,  afterwards  changed  his 
mind,  and  was  convinced  that  Steerens  had  rightly  explained  the  word  to 
mean  a  river,  because  "  this  tort  of  hyperbole  was  common  among  our  ancient 
poets."  But,  in  tbe  "hyperbolical"  pass^^  cited  by  Malone,  vAatrivers  do 
those  poets  mention  7  The  Bhine,  the  Thama,  the  Meander,  the  Euphrata, 
— and  not  such  obscure  streams  as  the  Yuell,  the  existence  of  which  the 
commentators  had  some  dif&culty  in  detecting.  (In  this  speech  the  "  Woo'f 
(Lb.  WiU)  of  the  old  eds.  is  usually  altered  to  "WonlX" — no  improvement 

P.  568.  (")  "Whtniiiirdi!iirjiloUdepaa,"Si^ 

So  the  folio. — The  quarto,  1604,  has  "  When  our  Aeepe  plaU  dot  pall,"  Acj  the 
later  quartos  have  "  When  but  deepe  plolt  dot  hH,"  fto., — which  has  been 
altered  to  "  When  mr  deep  jJoU  do  fail,"  &c  (Compare  "And,  If  I/ail  not 
in  my  deep  intent,"  &c  Bickard  III,  act  i.  so.  1.) 


P.  960.  (*)     "  Being  thai  be-Rttted  round  m'M  nSaniet,"  &0. 
The  old  edi.  have  " niih  villainea,"  4c 


P.  968.  C°)  "  ^^  '^"^  »  comma  'tween  their  amttee,"  &o. 
On  this  line  Mr.  Singer  writes:  "Warburton  suggested  tstand  a  eommirt;' 
Hanmer,  'stand  a  eementi  others,  'a  ealmtn,'  aod  *  stand  wmMrcnf.'  Well 
might  uma  one  say,  ■  none  of  theie  vrords  please  me,  jet  I  would  rather  it 
should  be 'stand  an  efepAcuif  than  a  eonsu.'  It  ii  evident  that  P«aoe  is  pw- 
sonifled,  and  if  we  read  '  stand  a  co-mere  'tween  their  unilias,'  it  wonld  be  that 
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Peace  might  stutd  u  a  mark  or  emdenct  between  llien.  A  eo-wttrt  would  be 
a  Joint  LaAmri,"  Ac  ShaMetptart  VauHeattd,  &c.  p.  Sfl8  — Bat  onr  author's 
text  U  not  to  b«  amended  bj  the  intertion  of  wto^  conied  ezprasd;  far  the 
l:  and  lo  ma  at  leaat  all  thia  tampering  of  eritica  with  tfaa  pawa^ 
e  that  it  ii  oormpL 


P.  «»,  (") 

"Do**  it  not,  tkiai^l  Att,  ilaitd  mt  mmd  ^fwa— "  fto. 
Tbe  qnartoa,  lOM,  ftc  hare  "  Dcoet  it  not  thinke  Alt,"  fto.— The  folio  has 
"Dvtt  it  net,  thinkat  fAw,"  &c.— Kdnej  Walker  (Sialit^kiin't  Vert^icatiem, 
&0.  p.  SSI)  obserrea,  that  "IJUail  it  iJue  occun  in  the  Eluabethan  poeta  in 
tiie  aenae  of  iijir  ttttTam;"  and,  after  citing  and  correcting  the  present  pa>- 
aage,  he  addooea  tntn  Cartwright's  Ordixaiy  (Dodaley's  Old  Ftaf,  toL  x. 
316,  last  ed.), 

"little  UUaA'tf  tiw,  how  diligent  then  art 
To  little  pnrpose,** — 
adding^  "iJmiit'l  (Am,  of  coorse."— Compare)  too,  in  Altt  wtB  Aal  aidt  mtB 
(toL  iL  541),  "wttOiailu't,  then  art  a  genenl  offonce,"  ka. 


P.  9S9.  (**)  "ToquU  Urn  vtA  tAtt  onar 

Ur.  Collier's  Ms.  Coireclor  reads  "  To  jutt  Aim  aq(A  his  own  f  see  Mr.  Col- 
lier's one-rolanM  SItaittpeart. 

P.  SSft.  (**)  "rUeoto'lhiM/atOB-t,' Bos. 

Bowe'a  coneotion. — He  folio  has  "  He  count  kit  Jkaaa-t,"  &a — From  "  To 
qnit him  witli  thia  arm"  in  tbe  preceding  speech  bat  one  to  "Peacel  wha 
comaa  here  f "  indiisiT^  is  not  in  the  qnartoa. 


P.  670.  (••)  "i/ymir  lonUiip,"  Ice 

So  the  qnarlos,  leOt,  &&— The  folio  has  "if  your  Mendship,"  Ac,  which  Mr. 
Enigbt  retains  (and  so  does  Dr.  Delias,  who  defenda  it  in  a  note).  Bat  I  be- 
tieTc  it  to  be  merely  an  error: — and  how  easily  soch  errors  creep  in  I  Tlioag^ 
the  copy  from  which  the  present  edition  was  printed  had  here  "i/intr  lonU^" 
&0,  yet  in  the  first  proof-sbeet  which  was  sent  to  me  I  fonnd  "j/ovr  woi~ 
■hip,"  &C. — Elsewhere  in  this  scene  Osric  Jour  (T  ~     ~ 

"  jNnir  lorcUkip." 


F.Sro.  (^  "  aitd  it  ha  fme  ntitker,"  &C. 

So  the  quarto,  It04,exc^t  that  it  has  "and  yet  but,"  tc — The  later  qoar. 
toa  bate  "  and  yet  but  raw  natier,"  &e. — The  praoeding  speech  (except  ita 
€r«t  sentence),  the  present  speeeh,  and  a  good  deal  more  of  the  dialogBa  till 
■e  of  the  King,  Qneen,  frc,  are  not  in  the  folio;  nor  to  ba  traced 
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in  the  qonrki,  1 603.  (The  verb  j/mc,  m  well  u  the  labituitive,  ms  fonnarlj 
in  common  lue:  see  my  Bewnrti  on  Mr.  CoUitr't  and  Mr.  Knighft  edt,  of 
ShaktMpean,  p.  220.) 


P.  S7 1.  (")  "  Tit  king,  tir,  halh  aagend  wili  him,"  &c. 
So  the  qnarCoa,  1604,  &c— The  folio  hu  "  Th>  lir  Eii%  ha'i  wag'd  with  Um," 
&c.,  tha  "  wiig'd"  hsTing  perhaps  grown  out  of  the  ipelling  "  wagertT'  in  the 
quartos. — Comp&re  ■ftenrordt  in  this  pMge, "  The  king-,  sir,  hath  lud,"  &e. 
(Here  the  quarto,  1603,  hu  "The  King,  aweete  Prinoe,  hath  Ujd  a  wager  on 
your  aide,"  flee.) 

P.  STS.  C)        "a  hind  o/ya^  eolUetian,  nhick  carritt  thtn  through  and 
Ihnmgh  tie  motijitnned  and  miiimoiotd  qptNUXi,"  &c. 

The  qaartoi,  1S04  and  1G05,  hare  " tic  mott  propbane  and  trennowed 

opinioiu!'  Ice,  and  so  the  Utar  quartoa,  except  that  they  hare  "  trennowned." 

— The  folio  has  " Iht  mut  fond  and  winnoiotd  opinunu,"  &C. — In  my  lU- 

markt  on  Mr.  CaHia-'i  and  Mr.  Knightt  edt.  of  Shahetptare,  p.  330, 1  main- 
tained that  "  fond  and  minnomt^  had  been  rightly  altered  to  "fmaied  and 
teiniuncedi"  and  I  atill  tliink  that  it  is  an  alteration  which  most  probably 
restores  the  true  reading,  though  Mr.  Grant  White  iShaie*pear^t  Sdtolar, 
&e.  p.  432)  pronounces  it  to  be  altogether  wrong.  He  says  that  "carriet 
them  tlirougb  and  through  the  most  fond  and  winnowed  opinions"  means, 
"  ^ey  go  through  and  through  [diey  stop  at  no  absnrdity  in^  the  most  fond 
[aSeuled  or  fooUsb]  and  winnowed  [etaboralely  sought  out]  opinions," — an 
interpretation  which,  in  my  judgment,  the  wcffds  cannot  possibly  bear. 


"Mac!  no  man  bat  aKg/U  qftahat  he  leavet,  lohat  i^l  to  leavt  bttimeif" 
A  suspicious  passage.    I  gire  it  as  it  standa  in  the  folio. — Tha  quarto*,  1S04, 
&c  have  "  linci  no  man  of  oaght  het  leavei,  knowes  what  itt  to  haut  bttimti, 
let  bee." 


P.  576.  (»)  "  She  nBoont,"  Sea. 

The  old  eds.  hare  "  Sh*  sounds,"  Jkc.— See  note  (V),  p.  8S. 


P.  BTG.  {™)  "Hoi  Ut  Ihe  door  be  toch'd." 

Here  Caldecott,  Mr.  Knight,  and  Blr.  Collier,  moil 
"Bow?  lei  the,"  &C, — rettuning  the  old  spellii^  of  so 
of  the  folio. 


P.  S78,  0")    "  TaHe  up  the  bodiet  :—tvch  a  tight  at  Ihit 

Bteomtt  the  field,  bnl  herr  thoai  nvA  anut." 

a  the  quutoa,  1604,  &c— The  folio  has  "  Takt  itp  the  boiy,"  Ice.,— wUoh 
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CaldBOott,  Ht,  Knight,  and  Hr,  Collier,  adopt,  though  it  u  moh  a  manifaat 
•rror,  dut,  eren  without  ths  •nthority  of  mj  old  oop)',  wi  editor  would  be 
bound  to  make  tin  word  pluiiiL  fortinbiM  !■  now  tptaktog  of  tttiodie*  gens- 
rally, — of  Hamlet,  the  King,  Aa  Qneen,  and  LMrtas,  who  are  all  lying  dead, 
and  who,  he  layi,  praient  a  spectacle  that  only  become*  the  field  of  battle.  It 
would  almost  Mem  that  the  leetoren  of  "  body"  had  fbrgotten  what  preoedea 
the  present  tpeech,  ns , — 

"flor. 

give  order  thM  dsss  bodit* 
High  on  a  itage  be  plaoM  to  the  rlew ; 
And  let  me  speak  to  the  yet  nnknowing  worid,"  Ico. 

Fort.  JLtt  US  huts  to  hear  it, 

And  call  the  uobleet  to  the  aadience." 


SM  Ut  AU  tame  i»  prttm&i  ptrjonu'd, 
Even  while  men's  n^ds  are  wild,"  ftc. 


I  And  that  in  note  0*),  p.  S8S,  I  hare  made  a  ali^t  mistake  u 
Delios's  nnli^py  emendadoni  he  reads, — 

"  tis  dram  c/'bale 
Dotl  aB  A*  mMa  tubttoM^  off  and  out 
To  hit  oani  teandal," 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Lsia,  king  of  BriUiit. 

King  of  France. 

Duke  of  Bnrgnndj. 

Duke  of  CornwilL 

Dnkeaf  Albuij. 

EwrlofKenl 

Earl  of  Okstsr. 

ED0.1B,  nm  to  Qloiter. 

EDHiniD,  bMtard  Mm  to  Oloatar, 

Cinuii,  m  conrtiar. 

OM  Han,  tenant  to  Olotter. 

PhyrioiwL 

FooL 

OswAU),  aleward  to  OoneriL 

An  Officer  employed  hj  Edmund. 

GMitlemu  atteudaat  on  Cordelia. 

A  Herald. 

Serrant*  to  Cornwall. 

BsQAir,        V  daughter*  to  Lear. 

COBDBLtA,  } 


Knighta  attending  on  the  Kii^,  Officers,  HeHengera,  SoMIcn,  wd 
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KING  LEAR. 


ACT  I. 

ScEKB  I.    ^  room  of  itate  in  King  "Lkavi^s  palace, 
EnUr  Eext,  Olostxh,  and  Editohd. 

Kent.  I  thought  the  king  had  more  affected  the  Duke  of 
Albany  than  Cornwall. 

Qlo.  It  did  always  seem  ao  to  ua:  but  now,  in  the  divi- 
sion of  the  kingdom,  it  appears  not  which  of  the  dukes  he 
values  most ;  for  equalities  are  so  weighed,  that  curiosity  in 
neither  can  make  choice  of  cither's  moiety. 

Kent.  Is  not  this  your  son,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  Hb  breeding,  sir,  hath  been  at  my  chaise :  I  have 
so  often  blushed  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I  am  brazed 
to't. 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Olo,  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could :  whereupon 
she  grew  round-wombed,  and  had,  indeed,  sir,  a  son  for  her 
cradle  ere  she  had  a  husband  for  her  bed.  Do  you  smell  a 
fault? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wish  the  fault  undone,  the  issue  of  it 
being  so  proper. 

Qlo.  But  I  have  a  son,  sir,  by  order  of  law,  some  year 
elder  than  this,  who  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my  account:  though 
this  knave  came  something  saucily  into  the  world  before  he 
was  sent  for,  yet  was  his  mother  fair ;  there  was  good  sport 
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at  hia  making,  and  the  whoreson  must  be  acknowledged, — 
Do  you  know  this  noble  gentleman,  Edmund  f 

£dm.  No,  my  lord. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Kent :  remember  bim  hereafter  aa  my 
honourable  friend. 

Mdm.  My  services  to  your  lordship. 

Kent.  I  must  love  you,  and  sue  to  know  you  better. 

Edm.  Sir,  I  shall  study  deserving. 

Glo.  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  he  shall 
again.' — The  king  is  coming.  [Sennet  utitAiti, 

Enter  Leab,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Gonebil,  Reoah,  Cokdslia, 
and  Att«ndaDt«. 

Lear.  Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Burgundy,  Glos- 
ter. 

Glo.  I  shall,  my  liege.         [Exeunt  Oloster  and  Edmund. 

Lear.  Meantime  we  shall  express  our  darker  purpose. — 
Give  me  the  map  there. — Know  that  we  have  divided 
In  three  our  kingdom :  and  'tis  our  fast  intent 
To  shake  all  cares  and  business  from  our  age ; 
Conferring  them  on  younger  strengths,  while  we 
Unburden'd  crawl  toward  death. — Our  son  of  Cornwall, 
And  you,  our  no  less  loving  son  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  a  constant  will  to  publish 
Our  daughters'  several  dowers,  that  future  strife 
May  be  prevented  now.     The  princes,  France  and  Bur- 
gundy, 
Great  rivals  in  our  youngest  daughter's  love. 
Long  in  our  court  have  made  their  amorous  sojourn,   . 
And  here  are  to  be  answer'd. — Tell  me,  my  daughters, 
(Since  now  we  will  divest  us,  both  of  rule, 
Interest  of  territory,  cares  of  state,) 
Which  of  you  shall  we  say  doth  love  us  most  { 
That  we  our  largest  bounty  may  extend 
Where  nature  doth  vrith  merit  challenge, — Goneril, 
Our  eldest-bom,  speak  first, 

Otm.  Sir,  I  love  you  more  than  words  C)  can  wield  the 
matter; 
Dearer  than  eye-sight,  space,  and  liberty  J 
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Beyond  what  can  be  valu'd,  ricli  or  rare  i 

No  less  than  life,  with  ^ace,  health,  beauty,  honour ; 

As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  oi  father  found ; 

A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  speech  unable ; 

Beyond  all  manner  of  so  much  I  love  you. 

Cor.  What  shall  Cordelia  do  ?(^)     Love,  and  be  silent. 

[Aiide. 

Lear.  Of  all  these  bounds,  even  from  this  line  to  this. 
With  shadowy  forests  and  with  champains  rich'd. 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-skiited  meads. 
We  make  thee  lady :  to  thine  and  Albany's  issue 
Be  this  perpetual. — What  says  our  second  daughter, 
Our  dearest  B^gan,  wife  to  Cornwall?     Speak. (^) 

Reg.  I  am  made  of  that  self  metal  as  my  sister, 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.     In  my  true  heart 
I  find  she  names  my  very  deed  of  love ; 
Only  she  comes  too  short, — that  I  profess 
Myself  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys, 
Which  the  most  precious  square  of  sense  possesses ; 
And  find  I  am  alone  felicitate 
In  your  dear  highness'  love. 

Cor.  Then  poor  Cordelia !  [^Atide. 

And  yet  not  so ;  since,  I  am  sure,  my  love's 
More  ponderous  than  my  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee  and  thine  hereditary  ever 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom ; 
No  less  in  space,  validity,  and  pleasure, 
Than  that  conferr'd  on  Goneril. — Now,  our  joy, 
Although  the  last,  not  least ;  (*)  to  whose  young  love 
The  vines  of  France  and  milk  of  Burgundy 
Strive  to  be  interess'd ;  what  can  you  say  to  draw 
A  third  more  opulent  than  your  sisters  7     Speak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Lear.  Nothing! 

Cor.  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  will  come  of  nothing :  speak  again. 

Cor,  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth :  I  love  your  majesty 
According  to  my  bond ;  nor  more  nor  less. 
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Lear,  How,  how,  Cordelia!  mend  jour  speecli  a  little, 
Ijcst  you  may  mar  jour  forttmes. 

Cor.  Good  my  lord. 

You  have  b^ot  me,  bred  me,  lov'd  me :  I 
Return  those  duties  back  aa  are  right  fit, 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  moBt  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  sisters  husbands,  if  they  say 
They  love  you  all  t     Haply,  when  I  shall  wed. 
That  lord  whose  hand  must  take  my  plight  shall  carry 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care,  and  duty : 
Sure,  I  shall  never  marry  like  my  sisters, 
To  love  my  father  all. 

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this? 

Cor.  Ay,  good  my  lord.(') 

Lear.  So  young,  and  so  untender  ! 

Cor.  So  young,  my  lord,  and  true. 

Lear,  Let  it  be  so,— thy  truth,  then,  be  thy  dower : 
FcH-,  by  the  sacred  radiance  of  the  sun. 
The  mysteries  (')  of  Hecate,  and  the  night ; 
By  all  the  operation  of  the  orbs 
From  whom  we  do  exist,  and  cease  to  be ; 
Here  I  disclaim'  all  my  paternal  care. 
Propinquity  and  property  of  blood. 
And  as  a  stranger  to  my  heart  and  me 
Hold  thee,  from  this,  for  ever.     The  barbarous  Scythian, 
Or  he  that  makes  his  generation  messes 
To  gorge  his  appetite,  shall  to  my  bosom 
Be  as  well  neighbour'd,  pitied,  and  reliev'd. 
As  thou  my  sometime  daughter. 

Kent.  Good  my  liege, — 

Lear.  Peace,  Kent  [ 
Come  not  between  the  dragon  and  his  wrath. — 
I  lov'd  her  most,  and  thought  to  set  my  rest 
On  her  kind  nursery. — Hence,  and  avoid  mj  sight ! — O 
So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 
Her  father's  heart  from  her ! — Call  France ; — who  stirs  f 
Call  Burgundy. — Cornwall  and  Albany, 
With  my  two  daughters'  dowers  digest  the  third : 
Let  pride,  which  E^e  calls  plainness,  marry  her. 
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I  do  inveBt  jou  jointly  with  my  power, 

Pie-emiueoce,  and  all  the  large  efiecta 

That  troop  with  majesty. — Ouraelf,  by  monthly  course, 

With  reservation  of  an  hundred  knights, 

By  you  to  be  suBtain'd,  shall  out  abode 

Make  with  you  by  due  turns.     Only  we  still  retain 

The  name,  and  all  the  additions  to  a  king ; 

The  sway. 

Revenue,  execntion  of  the  rest, 

Beloved  sons,  be  yours :  which  to  confirm. 

This  coronet  part  between  you.  [(riving  the  crown. 

Kent.  Royal  Lear, 

Whom  I  have  ever  hooour'd  as  my  king, 
Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  master  follow'd, 
As  my  great  patron  thought  on  in  my  prayers, — 

Lear.    The  bow  is   bent  and  drawn,  make  from  the 
shaft. 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  invade 
The  region  of  my  heart :  be  Kent  unmannerly, 
When  liear  is  mad.    What  wouldst  thou  do,  old  man  t 
Think'st  thou  that  duty  shall  have  dread  to  speak, 
When  power   to  flattery  bows  7     To  plainness  honour's 

bound, 
When  majesty  falls  to  folly.     Reserve  thy  state ;(") 
And,  in  thy  best  consideration,  check 
This  hideous  rashness :  answer  my  life  my  judgment, 
Thy  youngest  daughter  does  not  love  thee  least ; 
Nor  are  those  empty-hearted  whose  low  sound 
Reverbs  no  hollowness. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life,  no  more, 

Kent,  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  against  thine  enemies ;  nor  fear  to  lose  it, 
Thy  safety  being  the  motive. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  sight  I 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear ;  and  let  me  still  remain 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 

Lear.  Now,  by  Apollo, — 

Kent.  Now,  by  Apollo,  king. 

Thou  swear'st  thy  gods  in  vain. 
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Lear.  O,  vassal  1  miflcreant ! 

[Laying  kit  hand  on  Jus  Mword, 

AU}.  Com.  Dear  sir,  forbear. 

Kent.  Do; 
Kill  thy  physician,  and  the  fee  bestow 
Upon  the  foul  disease.     Revoke  thy  gift ; 
Or,  whilst  I  can  Tcnt  clamour  &om  mj  throat, 
I'll  tell  thee  thou  dost  evil. 

Lear.  Hear  me,  recreant ! 

On  thine  allegiance,  hear  me! — 
Since  thou  hast  sought  to  make  us  break  our  tow 
(Which  we  durst  never  yet),  and  with  aCrain'd  pride 
To  come  betwixt  our  sentence  (B)  and  our  power 
(Which  nor  our  nature  nor  our  place  can  beat). 
Our  potency  made  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee,  for  provision 
To  shield  thee  from  disasters  1^'')  of  the  world ; 
And,  on  the  sixth,  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom ;  if,  on  the  tenth  day  following, 
Thy  banish'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions, 
The  moment  is  thy  death.     Away !  by  Jupiter, 
This  shall  not  be  revok'd. 

Kent.  Fare  thee  well,  king :  sith  thus  thou  wilt  appear. 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banishment  is  here. — 
The  gods  to  their  dear  shelter  take  thee,  maid,    [7b  Cordelia. 
That  justly  think'st,  and  hast  moat  rightly  said  i — 
And  your  large  speeches  may  your  deeds  approve, 

\To  Regan  and  GonerU. 
That  good  effects  may  spring  from  words  of  love. — 
Thus  Kent,  O  princes,  bids  you  all  adieu ; 
He'll  shape  his  old  course  in  a  country  new.  {Emt, 

Flouriih.     Jie-enl«r  Gloster,  wUh  Fbutcx,  BnaauiniT,  and 
Attendants. 

Olo.  Here's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  noble  lord. 

Lear.  My  lord  of  Burgimdy, 
We  first  address  toward  you,  who  with  this  king 
Hath  rivall'd  for  our  daughter :  what,  in  the  least. 
Will  you  require  in  present  dower  with  her, 
Or  cease  your  quest  of  love  t 
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Bur.  Most  royal  majesty, 

I  crave  no  more  than  hath  your  highoess  offei'd, 
Nor  will  you  tender  less. 

Zear.  Right  noble  Burgundy, 

When  she  was  dear  to  us,  we  did  hold  her  so ; 
But  now  her  price  is  fiiirn.     Sir,  there  she  stands : 
If  aught  within  that  little  seeming  substance, 
Or  all  of  it,  with  our  displeasure  piec'd. 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  grace, 
She's  there,  and  she  is  yours. 

Bur,  I  know  no  answer. 

Lear.  Will  you,  with  those  infirmities  she  owes. 
Unfriended,  new-adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dower'd  with  out  cuiae,  and  stranger'd  with  our  oath. 
Take  her,  or  leaye  her  ? 

Bur.  Pardon  me,  royal  sir  -, 

Election  makes  not  up  on  such  conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leave  her,  sir ;  for,  by  the  power  that  made 
me^ 
I  tell  you  all  her  wealth. — For  you,  great  kii^,    [To  IVaaee. 
1  would  not  from  your  love  make  such  a  stray. 
To  match  you  where  I  hate ;  therefore  beseech  you 
To  avert  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  asham'd 
Almost  to  acknowledge  hers. 

France.  This  is  most  strange. 

That  she,  who(")  even  but  now  was  your  best  object. 
The  argument  of  your  praise,  balm  of  your  age. 
Most  best,  most  dearest,('')  should  in  Uiis  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  so  monstrous,  to  dismantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour.     Sure,  her  offence 
Must  be  of  such  unnatural  degree, 
That  monsters  it,  or  your  fore-vouch'd  afiecdon 
Fall  into  taint :  which  to  believe  of  her, 
Must  be  a  faith  that  reason  without  miracle 
Should  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  beseech  your  majesty 

(If  for  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 
To  speak  and  purpose  not;  nnce  whati  we]l(")  intend. 
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I'll  do't  before  I  speak),  that  you  make  known 

It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murder,('*)  or  foulness, 

No  unchaste  action,  or  disfaonour'd  step. 

That  bath  depriv'd  me  of  your  grace  and  favour ; 

But  even  for  want  of  that  for  which  I  am  richer, — 

A  still -soli  ci  dug  eye,  and  sucb  a  tongue 

That  I  am  glad  I  have  not,  though  not  to  have  it 

Hath  lost  me  in  jour  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou 

Hadat  not  been  bom  than  not  to  have  pleas'd  me  better. 

IVance.  Is  it  but  thi8,-:7-a  tardiness  in  nature 
Which  often  leaves  the  history  itfisppke 
That  it  intends  to  do  ? — My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
What  say  you  to  the  lady  ?    Love 's  not  love 
When  it  is  mingled  with  regards  that  stand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  point.     Will  you  have  her  ? 
She  is  herself  a  dowry. 

Bur.  Royal  kingi^ii). 

Give  but  that  portion  which  yourself  propos'd. 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand. 
Duchess  of  Burgundy. 

Lear.  Nothing :  I  have  sworn ;  I  am  firm. 

Sur.  I  am  sorry,  then,  you  have  so  lost  a  father 
That  you  must  lose  a  husband. 

Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy  ! 

Since  that  respects  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
I  shall  not  be  his  wife. 

li-anoe.   Fairest   Cordelia,   that  art  most  rich,  being 
poor; 
Most  choice,  forsaken ;  and  most  lov'd,  despia'd ! 
Thee  and  thy  virtues  here  I  seize  upon : 
Be  it  lawful  I  take  up  what's  cast  away. 
Gods,  gods !  'tis  strange  that  ^m  their  cold'st  Delect 
My  love  should  kindle  to  inflam'd  respect, — 
Thy  dowerless  daughter,  king,  thrown  to  my  chance. 
Is  queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France: 
Not  all  the  dukes  of  waterish  Burgundy 
Can  buy  this  unpriz'd  precious  maid  of  me. — 
Bid  them  farewell,  Cordelia,  though  unkind : 
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Thou  loseat  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear.  Thou  hast  her,  France :  let  her  be  thine ;  for  we 
Have  no  such  daughter,  nor  shall  ever  see 
That  face  of  hera  a^in ; — Therefore  be  gone 
Without  our  grace,  our  lore,  oat  benison. — 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

\FhuTuh,    Exeunt  Lear,  Burgundy,  Cornwall, 
Albany,  Glotter,  and  Attendant*. 
France,  Bid  farewell  to  your  sisters. 
Cor.  The  (i")  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wash'd  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you :  I  know  you  what  you  are ; 
And,  like  a  sister,  am  most  loth  to.  call 
Your  feults  as  they  are  nam'd.     Love  well  our  father : 
To  your  professed  bosoms  I  commit  him : 
But  yet,  alas,  stood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So,  farewell  to  you  both. 

Reg,  Prescribe  not  us  our  duty. 
Gon,  Let  your  study 

Be  to  coutent  your  lord,  who  hath  receiv'd  yon 
At  fortune's  alms.     You  have  obedience  scanted, 
And  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  have  wanted. 

Cor.  Time  shall  unfold  what  plighted  canning  hides ; 
Who  cover  faults,  at  last  shame  them  derides.^') 
Well  may  you  prosper ! 

France.  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

[Exeunt  France  and  Cordelia, 
Gon.  Sister,  it  is  not  little  I  have  to  say  of  what  most 
nearly  appertains  to  us  both.     I  think  our  father  will  hence 
to-night. 

Reg.  That's  most  certain,  and  with  you ;  next  month 
with  us. 

Oon.  You  see  how  fiill  of  changes  his  age  is ;  the  obser- 
vation we  have  made  of  it  hath  not('B)  been  little :  he  always 
loved  our  sister  most;  and  with  what  poor  judgment  he  hath 
now  cast  her  qS  appears  too  grossly. 

Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age :  yet  he  hath  ever  but 
slenderly  known  himself. 

Gon.  The  best  and  soundest  of  his  time  hath  been  but 
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rash ;  then  must  we  look  to  receive  ftom  his  age,  not  alone 
the  imperfections  of  long-engraffed  condition,  but  there- 
withftl  the  unruly  waywardness  that  infirm  and  choleric  years 
bring  with  them. 

Reg,  Such  unconstant  starts  are  we  like  to  hare  firom 
him  as  this  of  Kent's  banishment. 

Con.  There  is  further  compliment  of  leave-taking  be- 
tween France  and  him.  Pray  you,  let  us  hit(")  together:  if 
our  father  carry  authority  with  such  dispositions  as  he  bears, 
this  last  surrender  of  his  will  but  ofiend  us. 

Reg.  We  shall  further  think  of  it. 

Oon.  We  must  do  something,  and  i'  the  heat.      [ExewU. 


Scene  II.     A  hall  in  the  £arl  of  Gloster's  cattle. 

Enter  Edkdnd,  irtlA  a  letter. 
Edm.  Thou,  nature,  art  my  goddess ;  to  thy  law 
My  services  are  bound.     Wherefore  should  I 
Stand  in  the  plague  of  custom,  and  permit 
The  curiosity  of  nations  to  deprive  me. 
For  that  I  am  some  twelve  or  fourteen  moonshines 
Lag  of  a  brother  t    Why  bastard  7  wherefore  basef 
When  my  dimensions  are  as  well  compact. 
My  mind  as  generous,  and  my  shape  as  true, 
As  honest  madam's  issue  ?     Why  brand  they  us 
With  base  ?  with  baseness  ?  bastardy  ?  base,  base  f 
Who,  in  the  lusty  stealth  of  nature,  take 
More  composition  and  fierce  quality 
Than  doth,  within  a  dull,  stale,  tired  bed. 
Go  to  the  creating  a  whale  tribe  of  fops, 
Got  'tween  asleep  and  wake  ? — Well,  then. 
Legitimate  Edgar,  I  must  have  your  land : 
Our  father's  lore  is  to  the  bastard  Edmund 
As  to  the  legitimate :  fine  word, — legitimate  \ 
Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  speed. 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  base 
Shall  top  theC")  legitimate.     I  grow;  I  prosper:^ 
Now,  gods,  stand  up  for  bastards ! 
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Olo.  Kent  banish'd  thus  1  and  France  in  choler  parted ! 
And  the  king  gone  to-night !  subscrib'd  his  power ! 
Confin'd  to  exhibition !     All  this  done 
Upon  the  gad ! — Edmund,  how  now !  what  news  f 

Edm.  So  please  your  lordship,  none. 

[PtttHnff  up  the  letter, 

Glo.  Why  so  earnestly  seek  you  to  put  up  that  letter  ? 

Edm.  I  know  no  news,  my  lord. 

Glo.  What  paper  were  you  reading  ? 

Edm.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Glo.  No  ?  What  needed,  then,  that  terrible  dispatch  of 
it  into  your  pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing.-hath  not  such 
need  to  hide  itself.  Let's  see :  come,  if  it  be  nothing,  I  shall 
not  need  spectacles. 

Edm.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  pardon  me ;  it  is  a  letter  from 
my  brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o'er-read ;  and  for  so  much 
as  I  have  perused,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your  o'er-looking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter,  sir. 

Edm.  I  shall  offend,  either  to  detain  or  give  it.  The 
contents,  as  in  part  1  imderstand  them,  are  to  blame. 

Glo,  Let's  see,  let's  see. 

Edm.  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  justification,  he  wrote  this 
but  as  an  essay  or  taste  of  my  virtue. 

Glo.  \reads\  "This  policy  and  reverence  of  age  makes  Hie 
world  bitter  to  the  beet  of  our  times  ;  keeps  our  fortunes  from  us 
till  our  oldneas  cannot  relish  tbem.  I  be^u  to  find  an  idle  and 
fond  bondage  in  the  oppreasion  of  aged  tyranny  ;  who  sways,  not 
as  it  hath  power,  but  as  it  is  suffered.  Come  to  me,  that  of  this  I 
may  speak  more.  If  our  father  would  sleep  till  I  waked  him,  you 
should  enjoy  half  his  revenue  for  ever,  and  live  the  beloved  of  your 
brother,  Edoab." 

Hum — conspiracy! — "Sleep  till  I  waked  him, — you  should 
enjoy  half  his  revenue," — My  son  Edgar  1  Had  he  a  hand 
to  write  thisf  a  heart  and  brain  to  breed  it  in? — When 
came  this  to  you  I  who  brought  it  t 

Edm.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  lord, — there's  the  cun- 
ning of  it ;  I  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  casement  of  my  closet4 
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Glo.  You  know  the  cbaiacter  to  be  your  brother's  ? 

Edm,  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I  durst  swear 
it  were  his ;  but,  in  respect  of  that,  I  would  fain  think  it 
were  not. 

Glo.  It  is  hia. 

£da.  It  is  hie  hand,  my  lord ;  but  I  hope  bia  heart  is  not 
in  the  contents. 

Oio.  Has  he  never  before  sounded  you  in  this  boaness  ! 

Sdm.  Nerer,  my  lord :  but  I  have  heard  him  oft  main- 
tain it  to  be  fit,  that,  sons  at  perfect  age,  and  fathers  declined, 
the  father  should  be  as  ward  to  the  son,  and  the  son  manage 
his  revenue, 

Glo,  O  villain,  villain ! — His  very  opinion  in  the  letter ! 
— 'Abhorred  vilhiin !  Unnatural,  detested,  brutish  villain ! 
worse  than  brutilh! — Go,  sirrah,  seek  himj  I'll  apprehend 
him : — abominable  villain ! — Where  is  be  7 

£dm,  1  do  not  well  know,  my  lord.  If  it  shall  please 
you  to  suspend  your  indignation  sigainst  my  brother  till  you 
can  derive  from  him  better  testimony  of  his  intent,  you  shall 
run  a  certain  course;  where,  if  you  violently  proceed  against 
him,  mistaking  his  purpose,  it  would  make  a  great  gap  in 
your  own  honour,  and  shake  in  pieces  the  heart  of  his  obedi- 
ence. I  dare  pawn  down  my  life  for  him,  that  he  hath  vnit 
this  to  feel  my  affection  to  youx  honour,  and  to  no  other  pre* 
tence  of  danger. 

Glo.  Think  you  so  ? 

Edm.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you 
where  you  shall  hoar  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an  auricular 
assurance  have  your  satisfaction ;  and  that  without  any  fur- 
ther delay  than  this  very  evening. 

Glo.  He  camiot  be  such  a  monster — 

Edm,  Nor  is  not,  sure, 

Gh.  To  his  father,  that  so  tenderly  and  entirely  loves 
him. — Heaven  and  earth! — Edmund,  seek  him  out;  wind 
me  into  him,  X  pray  you :  frame  the  business  after  your 
own  wisdom.  I  would  unatate  myself,  to  be  in  a  due  reso- 
lution. 

Edm.  I  wiU  seek  him,  sir,  presently ;  convey  the  business 
as  I  shall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal. 
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Gio.  These  late  eclipses  in  the  sua  and  moon  portend  no 
good  to  lis :  though  the  wisdom  of  nature  can  reason  it  thus 
and  thus,  yet  nature  finds  itself  scourged  by  the  sequent 
effects :  love  cools,  friendship  falls  off,  brothers  divide :  in 
cities,  mutinies ;  in  countries,  discord ;  in  palaces,  treason ; 
and  the  bond  cracked  'Cwixt  son  and  father.  This  villain 
of  mine  comes  imder  the  prediction;  there's  son  against 
father:  the  king  falls  from  bias  of  nature;  there's  father 
against  child.  We  hare  seen  the  best  of  our  time :  machina- 
tions, hollowness,  treachery,  and  all  ruinous  disorders,  follow 
us  disquietly  to  our  graves. — Find  out  this  villain,  Edmund; 
it  shall  lose  thee  nothing ;  do  it  carefully. — And  the  aoble 
and  true-hearted  Kent  banished!  his  offence,  honesty!^ 
'Tis  strange.  [JExit. 

Edm.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world,  that, 
when  we  are  aick  in  fortune  (often  the  surfeit  of  our  own 
behaviour),  we  make  guilty  of  our  disasters  the  sun,  the 
moon,  and  the  stars :  as  if  we  were  villains  by  necessity ; 
fools  by  heavenly  compulsion ;  knaves,  thieves,  and  treacheis, 
by  spherical  predominance ;  drunkards,  liars,  and  adulterers, 
by  an  enforced  obedience  of  planetary  influence ;  and  all 
that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thrusting  on :  an  admirable 
evasion  of  whoremaster  man,  to  lay  his  goatish  disposition  to 
the  charge  of  s  star !  My  father  compounded  with  my  mo- 
ther under  the  dragon's  tail;  and  my  nativity  was  under 
urta  major;  so  that  it  follows,  I  tan  rough  and  lecherous. — 
Tut,(^')  I  should  have  been  that  I  am,  had  the  maidenliest 
star  in  the  firmament  twinkled  on  my  bastardizing. 

Patt — he  comes  like  the  catastrophe  of  the  old  comedy: 
my  cue  is  villanous  melancholy,  with  a  sigh  like  Tom  o' 
Bedlam. — O,  these  eclipses  do  portend  these  divisions  1  fa, 
sol,  la,  mi. 

£dff.  How  now,  brother  Edmund]  what  serious  cont«m- 
plation  are  you  in  7 

£dm.  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  prediction  I  read  tbis 
other  day,  what  should  follow  these  eclipses. 

Edff.  Do  you  busy  yourself  with  that? 
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Edm.  I  promiae  jou,  the  effects  be  writes  of  succeed 
unliappily;  aa  of  unnaturalneas  between  the  child  and  the 
parent;  de&th,  dearth,  dissolutions  of  ancient  amities ;  divi- 
sions in  state,  menaces  and  maledictions  against  king  and 
nobles ;'  needless  diffidences,  banishment  of  friends,  dismpa- 
tion  of  cohorts,  nuptial  breaches,  and  I  know  not  what. 

Edg.  How  long  have  you  been  a  sectary  astronomical  f 

£dm.  Come,  come ;  when  saw  you  my  &ther  last  t 

Edg.  The  ni^t  gone  by. 

Edm.  Spake  you  with  him  ? 

Edg.  Ay,  two  houia  together. 

Edm.  Parted  you  in  good  terms?  Found  you  no  dis- 
pleasure in  him  by  word  nor  countenance  ? 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Edm,  Bethiuk  yourself  wherein  you  ma.y  have  ofiended 
him :  and  at  my  entreaty  forbear  his  presence  till  some  little 
time  hath  qualified  the  heat  of  his  displeasure ;  which  at 
this  instant  so  rageth  in  htm,  that  with  the  mischief  of  your 
person  it  would  scarcely  allay, 

Edg.  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wtou^. 

Edm.  That's  my  fear.  I  pray  you,  have  a  continent  for- 
bearance till  the  speed  of  his  rage  goes  slower ;  and,  as  I 
say,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodging,  from  whence  1  will  fitly 
bring  you  to  hear  my  lord  speak :  pray  you,  go ;  there's  my 
key : — if  you  do  stir  abroad,  go  armed. 

Edg.  Armed,  brother ! 

Edm,  Brother,  I  advise  you  to  the  best;  I  am  no  honest 
man  if  there  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you :  I  have  told 
you  what  1  have  seen  and  heard  but  faintly,  nothing  like 
the  image  and  horror  of  it :  pray  you,  away. 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ? 

Edm,  I  do  serve  you  in  this  business.  [Exit  Edgar. 

A  credulous  father !   and  a  brother  noble. 
Whose  nature  is  so  far  from  doing  harms. 
That  he  suspects  none ;  on  whose  foolish  honesty 
My  practices  ride  easy  I — I  see  the  business.' — 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  vrit : 
All  vrith  me's  meet  that  I  can  fashion  fit.  [Emt. 
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Scene  III.     A  room  in  the  Duke  of  Albany's  palace. 
Enter  Goitebil  and  Obvaii>. 

Gob.  Did  my  father  Btrike  my  gentleman  for  chiding  of 
his  fool  ? 

One.  Ay,  madam. 

Gon.  By  day  and  night,  he  wrongs  me ;  every  hour 
He  flashes  into  one  gross  crime  or  other. 
That  sets  us  all  at  odds :  I'll  not  endure  it : 
His  knights  grow  riotous,  and  himself  uphruds  us 
On  every  trifle. — When  he  returns  from  hunting, 
I  will  not  speak  with  him  ;  say  I  am  sick : — 
If  you  come  slack  of  former  services. 
You  shall  do  well ;  the  fault  of  it  I'll  answer. 

Otw.  He's  coming,  madam ;  I  hear  him.     {^Homt  vnthin, 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you  please. 
You  and  your  fellows;  I'd  have  it  come  to  question : 
If  he  distaste  it,  let  him  to  my  sister. 
Whose  mind  and  mine,  I  know,  in  that  are  one. 
Not  to  be  over-rul'd.     Idle  old  man. 
That  still  would  manage  those  authorities 
That  he  hath  given  away ! — Now,  by  my  life, 
Old  fools  are  babes  again ;  and  must  be  us'd 
With  checks  as  flatteries, — when  they  are  seen  abus'd. 
Remember  what  I  have  said. 

Ono.  Well,  madam. 

Gon.  And  let  his  knights  have  colder  looks  among  you ; 
What  grows  of  it,  no  matter ;  advise  your  fellows  so : 
I  would  breed  from  hence  occasions,  and  I  shall. 
That  I  may  speak : — 111  write  straight  to  my  sister, 
To  hold  my  course. — Prepare  for  dinner.  \_Eseunt. 


Scene  IV.     dhall  in  the  tame. 
Enter  Kekt,  ditgnited. 
Kent.  If  hut  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow, 
That  can  my  speech  diffuse,  my  good  intent 


itizecoy  Google 


tl8  KINQ  LEAB.  [act  i. 

May  carry  Uirough  itself  to  that  full  issue 
For  which  I  laz'd  my  likeness. — Now,  banist'd  Kent, 
If  thou  canst  serve  where  thou  dost  stand  coDdemn'd, 
So  may  it  come,  thy  master,  whom  thou  lov'st. 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horns  mthin.    Enter  T.mn,  Knighla,  otuf  Attendante. 

Lear.  Let  me  not  stay  a  jot  for  dinner ;  go  get  it  ready. 
[Exit  an  Attendant.']  How  now !  what  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A  man,  sir. 

Lear.  What  dost  thou  profess  7  What  wouldst  thou 
with  us  f 

Kent.  I  do  profess  to  be  no  less  than  I  seem ;  to  serve 
him  truly  that  will  put  me  in  trust ;  to  love  him  that  is  hon- 
est ;  to  converse  with  him  that  is  wise,  and  says  little ;  to  fear 
Judgment ;  to  fight  when  I  cannot  choose ;  and  to  eat  no  fish. 

Lear,  What  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A  very  honest-hearted  fellow,  and  as  poor  as  the 
king. 

Lear.  If  thou  be'st  as  poor  for  a  subject  as  he's  for  a 
king,  thou  art  poor  enough.     What  wouldst  thou  ? 

Kent.  Service. 

Lear.  Who  wouldst  thou  serve  f 

Kent.  You. 

Lear.  Dost  thou  know  me,  fellow  f 

Kent.  No,  sir;  but  you  have  that  in  your  countenance 
which  I  would  fain  call  master, 

Lear.  What's  that? 

Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  services  canst  thou  do  f 

Kent.  I  cui  keep  honest  counsel,  ride,  run,  mar  a  curious 
tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  message  bluntly :  that 
which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I  am  qualified  in ;  and  the 
bent  of  me  is  diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  Not  so  young,  sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  singing, 
nor  so  old  to  dote  on  her  for  any  thing :  I  have  years  on  my 
back  forty-eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me ;  thou  shalt  serve  me :  if  I  like  thee  no 
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worse  after  diimer,  I  will  not  part  from  thee  yet. — Dinner, 
ho,  dinner ! — Where's  mj  knave  ?  mj  fool  ? — Go  you,  and 
call  my  fool  hither.  [Exit  an  Attendant. 

Enter  Osvalo. 
Toil,  you,  sirrah,  where's  my  daughter  f 

One.  So  pleaae  you, —  [Exit. 

Lear.  What  says  the  fellow  there?  Call  the  clotpoU 
back.  [Exit  a  JTni^A^.]— Where's  my  fool,  ho?— I  think 
the  world's  asleep. — 

Re-enter  Knight. 
How  now !  where's  that  mongrel  ? 

Knight.  -He  says,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well. 

Lear.  Why  came  not  the  slave  back  to  me  when  I  called 
him? 

Knight.  Sir,  he  answered  me  in  the  roundest  manner,  be 
wonld  not. 

Lear.  He  would  not  i 

Knight.  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is ;  but, 
to  my  judgment,  your  highness  is  oot  entertained  with  that 
ceremonious  affection  as  you  were  wont ;  there's  a  great 
abatement  of  lundness  appears  as  well  in  the  general  de- 
pendants as  in  the  duke  himself  also  and  your  daughter. 

Lear.  Ha !  sayest  thou  so  ? 

Knight.  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I  be  mis- 
taken j  for  my  duty  cannot  be  silent  when  I  think  your 
highness  wronged. 

Lear.  Thou  but  rememberest  me  of  mine  own  concep- 
tion :  I  have  perceived  a  most  faint  neglect  of  late ;  which  I 
have  rather  blamed  as  mine  own  jealous  curiosity  than  as  a 
Tery  pretence  and  purpose  of  unkindness:  X  will  look  fur- 
ther into't. — But  where's  my  fool  ?  I  have  not  seen  him  this 
two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  lady's  going  into  France,  sir, 
the  fool  hath  much  pined  away. 

Lear,  No  more  of  that ;  I  have  noted  it  well. — Qo  you, 
and  tell  my  daughter  I  would  speak  with  her.  [Emt  an  At- 
tendant."]— Go  you,  call  hither  my  fool.     [Exit  an  Attendamt. 

Se-entar  Oswald. 
O,  you  sir,  you,  come  you  hither,  sir :  who  am  Ij  sir  ? 
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One,  My  lady's  father. 

I^ar,  My  lady's  father !  my  lord's  knare :  you  whoreson 
dog !  you  sUre !  you  cur  1 

Ota.  1  am  none  of  these,  my  lord ;  I  beseech  your  par- 
don. 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  rascal  f 

[Striiiag  him. 

One,  I'll  not  be  struck,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tripped  neither,  you  base  foot-ball  player. 

[Trippififf  up  hi*  heelt. 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow;  thou  serrest  me,  and  I'll 
love  thee. 

Kent.  Come,  sir,  arise,  away !  I'll  teach  you  diflerences : 
away,  away !  If  you  will  measure  your  lubber's  length  again, 
tarry :  but  away !  go  to ;  bare  you  wisdom  t  so. 

\Piahei  Oneald  out. 

Lear.  Now,  my  friendly  knave,  I  thank  thee :  there's 
earnest  of  thy  service.  {^Giving  Kent  money. 

Snter  Fool. 

Fool.  Let  me  hire  him  too : — here's  my  coxcomb. 

[Giving  Kent  hi*  cap, 

Lear.  How  now,  my  pretty  knave !  how  dost  thou  f 

Fool.  Sirrah,  you  were  best  take  my  coxcomb. 

Kent.  Why,  fool? ^ 

FooL  Why,  for  taking  one's  part  that 's  out  of  favour : 
nay,  an  thou  canst  not  smile  aa  ^e  wind  sits,  thoult  catch 
cold  shortly :  there,  take  my  coxcomb :  why,  this  fellow  has 
banished  two  on's  daughters,  and  did  the  third  a  blessing 
against  his  vrill ;  if  thou  follow  him,  thou  must  needs  wear 
my  coxcomb. — How  now,  nuncle  I  Would  I  had  two  cox- 
combs and  two  daughters ! 

Lear.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

Fool.  If  I  gave  them  all  my  living,  I'd  keep  my  cox- 
combs  myself.    There's  mine ;  beg  another  of  thy  daughters. 

Lear.  Take  heed,  sirrah, — the  whip. 

Fool.  Truth's  a  dog  must  to  kennel ;  he  must  be  whipped 
out,  when  the  lady  bracb(")  may  stand  by  the  fire  and 
stank. 


itizecoy  Google 


•oiBB  ir.]  KING  LEAB.  681 

Lear.  A  pesdlent  gall  to  me  t 
Fool.  Sirrah,  1*11  teach  thee  a  speech. 
Lear.  Do.(M) 

Fool.  Mark  it,  nuncle : —  * 

Have  more  than  thou  showest. 
Speak  less  than  thou  knowest, 
Lend  less  than  thou  owest, 
Ride  more  than  thou  goest, 
Learn  more  than  thou  tiowest, 
Set  less  than  thou  throwest; 
Leave  th;  drink  and  thy  whore, 
And  keep  in-a-door, 
And  thou  shalt  have  more 
Than  two  teas  to  a  score. 
Kent.  This  is  nothing,  fool. 

Fool.  Then  'tis  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  lawyer, — you 
gave  me  nothing  for't. — Can  you  make  no  use  of  nothing, 
nuncle  f 

Lear.  Why,  no,  boy ;  nothing  can  be  made  out  of  no- 
thing. 

Fool.  Prithee,  tell  him,  so  much  the  rent  of  his  laqd 
comes  to :  he  will  not  believe  a  fool.  \To  Kent, 

Lear.  A  bitter  fool ! 

Fool.  Dost  thou  know  the  difference,  my  boy,  between  a 
bitter  fool  and  a  sweet  one  ? 
Lear.  No,  lad ;  teach  me. 
Fool.      That  lord  that  counsell'd  thee 
To  give  away  thy  land. 
Come  place  him  here  by  me, — 

Do  thou  for  him  stand : 
The  sweet  and  bitter  fool 
Will  presently  appear ; 
The  one  in  motley  here, 
The  other  found  out  there. 
Lear.  Dost  thou  call  me  fool,  boy  ? 
Fool.   All  thy  other  titles  thou  hast  given  away ;   that 
thou  wast  born  with. 

Kent.  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my  lord. 

Fool.  No,  faith,  lords  and  great  men  will  not  let  me;  if 
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I  had  a  monopoly  out,  they  would  have  part  on't,  and  loads 
too:  they  will  not  let  me  have  all  fool  to  myself;  they'll  be 
anatching,— Nuncle,  give  me  au  egg,  and  I'll  give  thee  two 
crowns.  * 

Lear.  What  two  crowns  shall  they  he  ? 
Fool.  Why,  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'  the  middle,  and 
eat  up  the  meat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg.  When  thou 
devest  thy  crown  i'  the  middle,  and  gavest  away  both  parts, 
thou  borest  thine  ass  on  thy  back  o'er  the  dirt :  thou  hadst 
litde  wit  in  thy  hald  crown,  when  thou  gaveat  thy  golden  one 
away.  If  I  speak  like  myself  in  this,  let  him  be  whipped 
that  first  finds  it  so. 

Foob  had  ne'er  lees  grace  in  a  year ;  [^Siitging. 

For  vise  men  are  grown  foppish, 
And  know  not  how  their  wits  to  wear, 
llieir  manners  are  so  apish, 

Lear.  When  were  you  wont  to  he  so  full  of  songs,  sirrah  t 
Fool,  I  have  used  it,  nuncle,  e'er  since  thou  madest  thy 

daughters  thy  mothers :  for  when  thou  gavest  them  the  rod, 

and  puttest  down  thine  own  breeches. 

Then  they  for  sudden  joy  did  weep,  [Singiitg. 

And  I  for  sorrow  snng. 
That  such  a  king  should  play  bo-peep, 

And  go  the  fools  among. 

Prithee,  nuncle,  keep  a  schoolmaster  that  can  teach  thy  fool 
to  lie :  I  would  fain  learn  to  lie. 

Zear.  An  you  lie,  arrah,  we'll  have  yoa  whipped. 

Fool.  I  marvel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  are : 
they'll  have  me  whipped  for  speaking  true,  thoult  have  me 
whipped  for  lying ;  and  sometimeB  I  am  whipped  for  holding 
my  peace.  I  had  rather  be  any  kind  o'  thing  than  a  foo] : 
and  yet  I  would  not  be  thee,  nuncle ;  thou  hast  pared  thy 
wit  o'  both  sides,  and  left  nothing  i'  the  middle : — here  comes 
one  o'  the  parings. 

£7Uer  OoKEBil. 
Lear.  How  now,  daughter  1  what  makes  that  &ontlet  onf 
Methinks  you  are  too  much  of  late  i'  the  frown. 
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Fool.  Thou  wast  a  pretty  fellow  when  thou  kadst  do 
need  to  care  for  her  frowmng ;  now  thou  art  an  O  without 
a  figure :  I  am  better  than  thou  art  now ;  I  am  a  fool,  thou 
art  nothing. — Yes,  forsooth,  I  will  hold  my  tongue-;  bo  your 
face  [to  Gon.']  bids  me,  though  you  say  nothing.  Mum, 
mum, 

He  that  keeps  nor  crust  nor  crum. 
Weary  of  all,  shall  want  some. — 
That's  a  sbealed  peascod.  [Pointing  to  Lear, 

Gon.  Not  only,  sir,  this  your  all-licens'd  fool. 
But  other  of  your  iuBolent  retinue 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel ;  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not-to-be-endured  riots.     Sir, 
I  had  thought,  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you. 
To  have  found  a  safe  redress ;  but  now  grow  fearful, 
Sy  what  yourself  too  late  have  spoke  and  done. 
That  you  protect  this  course,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance ;  which  if  you  should,  the  fault 
Would  not  scape  censure,  nor  the  redresses  sleep, 
Which,  in  the  tender  of  a  wholesome  weal. 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence. 
Which  else  were  shame,  that  then  necessity 
Will  call  discreet  proceeding. 

Fool.  For,  you  know,  nuncle. 

The  hedge-sparrow  fed  the  cuckoo  so  long, 
That  it  had  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young. 
So,  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  daughter  t 

Gon.  I  would  you  would  make  use  of  your  good  wisdom. 
Whereof  I  know  you  are  fraught ;  and  put  away 
These  dispositions,  which  of  late  transport  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Fool.  May  not  an  ass  know  when  the  cart  draws  the 
horse  ? — Whoop,  Jug  t  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  know  me  ? — This  is  not  Ijear : 
Does  Lear  walk  thus  ?  speak  thus  ?     Where  are  his  eyes  ? 
Either  his  notion  weakens,  his  discemings 
Are  lethargied — Ha  1  waking  I  'tis  not  so. — 
Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am  ? — 

Fool.  Lear's  shadow. 
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Lear.  I  would  learn  thatj  fot.by  themarksofsoYereignty, 
Knowledge,  and  reason, 
I  should  be  false  persuaded  I  had  daughters.(^) 

Fool.  Which  they  will  make  an  obedient  father. 

Lear.  Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman  ? 

Qon.  This  admiration,  sir,  is  much  o'  the  favour 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.     I  do  beseech  you 
To  understand  my  purposes  aright: 
As  you  are  old  and  reverend,  should  be  wise. 
Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  knights  and  squires ; 
Men  BO  disorder'd,  so  debosh'd,  and  bold. 
That  this  our  court,  infected  with  their  manners, 
Shows  like  a  riotous  inn :  epicurism  and  lust 
Make  it  more  like  a  tavern  or  a  brothel 
Than  a  grac'd  palace.     The  shame  itself  doth  speak 
For  instant  remedy :  be,  then,  desir'd 
By  her,  that  else  will  take  the  thing  she  begs, 
A  little  to  disquantity  your  train ; 
And  the  remainder,  that  shall  still  depend, 
To  be  such  men  as  may  besort  your  age, 
Which  know  themselves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darkness  and  devils  1 — 

Saddle  my  horses ;  call  my  train  together. — 
Degenerate  bastard !  I'll  not  trouble  thee : 
Yet  have  1  left  a  daughter. 

Gon.  You  strike  my  people ;  and  your  disorder'd  rabble 
Make  servants  of  their  betters. 

ErUtfr  A  LB  AMY. 

Lear.  Woe,  that  too  late  repents, — \to  Alb.]    O,  sir,  are 
you  come  ? 
Is  it  your  will  t    Speak,  sir. — Prepare  my  horses, — 
Ingratitude,  thou  marble-hearted  fiend. 
More  hideous  when  thou  show'st  thee  in  a  child 
Thau  the  sea-monster! 

Alb.  Pray,  sir,  be  patient. 

Lear.  Detested  kite  I  thou  liest :  [TV  Ooneril. 

My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rarest  parts. 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know. 
And  in  the  most  exact  regard  support 
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The  worships  of  their  name. — O  moat  small  feult, 

How  uglj  didat  thou  in  Cordelia  show ! 

WMch,  like  an  engine,  wrench 'd  m;  frame  of  nature 

From  the  fix'd  place ;  drew  from  mj  heart  all  love. 

And  added  to  the  gall.     O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear! 

Beat  at  this  gate,  Uiat  let  th;  foil;  in,         [Striking  hit  head. 

And  thy  dear  judgment  out ! — Go,  go,  mj  people. 

Alb.  My  lord,  I  am  guiltless,  aa  I  am  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  moT'd  you. 

Lear.i^)  It  may  he  bo,  my  lord. — 

Hear,  nature,  hear ;  dear  goddess,  hear  1 
Suspend  thy  purpose,  if  thou  didst  intend 
To  make  this  creature  fruitful ! 
Into  her  womb  convey  sterility ! 
Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increase ; 
And  from  her  derogate  body  never  spring 
A  babe  to  honour  her  1     If  she  must  teem, 
Create  her  child  of  spleen ;  that  it  may  live. 
And  be  a  thwart  dianatur'd  torment  to  her  1 
Let  it  stamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth ; 
With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks ; 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 
To  laughter  and  contempt ;  that  she  may  feel 
How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is 
To  have  a  thankless  child! — Away,  away !  [Exit. 

Alb,  Now,  gods  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  this  ! 

Oon.  Never  afiBict  yourself  to  know  more  of  it ; 
.  But  let  his  disposition  have  that  scope 
As  dotage  gives  it. 

Re-ent^  Lear. 

Lear.  What,  fifQ-  of  my  followers  at  a  clap ! 
Within  a  fortnight ! 

Alb.  What's  the  matter,  sir  ? 

Lear.  Ill  tell  thee, — Life  and  death !     I  am  asham'd 

[To  GoneriU 
That  thou  hast  power  to  shake  my  manhood  thus ; 
That  these  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  perforce, 
Should  make  thee  worth  them. — Blasts  and  fogs  upon  thee! 
The  untented  woundings  of  a  father's  curse 

VOL.  V.  s  s 
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Pierce  eYery  aeuse  about  thee ! — Old  fond  eyes, 
Beweep  this  cause  again,  I'll  pluck  you  out. 
And  cast  you,  with  the  waters  that  you  lose. 
To  temper  clay. — Hal 
Let  it  be  so : — I  have  another  daughter, 
Who,  I  am  sure,  is  kind  and  comfortable : 
When  she  shall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 
She'll  flay  thy  wolvish  visage.     Thou  shalt  find 
That  111  resume  the  shape  which  thou  dost  think 
I  have  cast  off  for  ever, 

[Exeunt  Lear,  Kent,  and  AtlendanU. 
Gon.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 
AB>.  I  cannot  be  so  partial,  Q-oneril, 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you, — 

Gob.  Pray  you,  content. — What,  Oswald,  ho ! — 
You,  air,  more  knave  than  fool,  after  your  master. 

[To  the  FooL 
Fool.  Nuncle  Lear,  nuncle  Lear,  tarry, — take  the  fool 
vrith  thee. — 

A  fox,  when  one  has  caught  her. 
And  such  a  daughter. 
Should  sure  to  the  slaughter, 
If  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter : 
So  the  fool  follows  after.  lExit. 

Oon.   This  man  hatb  had  good  counsel:  —  a  hundred 
knights! 
'Tis  politic  and  safe  to  let  him  keep 
At  point  a  hundred  knights :  yes,  that,  on  every  dream, 
Each  buzz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  dislike. 
He  may  enguard  his  dotage  with  their  powers, 
And  hold  our  lives  in  mercy. — Oswald,  I  say  I — 
Alb.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  far. 

Oon.  Safer  than  trust  too  far : 

liCt  me  still  take  away  the  harms  I  fear. 
Not  fear  still  to  be  taken :  I  know  his  heart 
What  he  hath  utter*d  I  have  writ  my  sister : 
If  she  sustain  him  and  bis  hundred  knights, 
When  I  have  diow'd  the  unfitness, — 
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Jie-ent&r  Oswald. 

How  now,  Oswald ! 
What,  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  siater  ? 

Otto.  Ay,  madam. 

Gob.  Take  you  some  compaDy,  and  away  to  hone  : 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fear ; 
And  thereto  add  such  reasons  of  your  own 
As  may  compact  it  more.     Get  you  gone ; 
And  hasten  your  return.  lExit  Otteald.']  No,  no,  my  lord. 
This  milky  gentleness  and  course  of  yours 
Thou^  I  condemn  not,(*')  yet,  under  pardon, 
You  are  much  more  attask'd  for  want  of  wisdom 
Than  prais'd  for  harmful  mildness. 

Alb.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce  I  cannot  tell : 
Striving  to  hetter,  oft  we  mar  what's  well. 

Oon.  Nay,  then — 

Alb.  Well,  well ;  the  event.  lExeunt. 


Scene  V.     Court  before  the  tame. 
ErUm-  LxAR,  Kent,  and  Pool 

Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Gloster  with  these  letters.  Ac- 
quaint my  daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you  know 
than  comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  letter.  If  your  dili- 
gence be  not  speedy,  I  shall  be  there  afore  you. 

Kera.  I  will  not  sleep,  my  lord,  till  I  have  delivered  your 
letter.  [EiM. 

Fool.  If  a  man's  brains  were  in's  heels,  were't  not  in  dan- 
ger of  kibes  ? 

Lear.  Ay,  boy. 

Fool.  Then,  I  prithee,  be  merry;. thy  wit  shall  not  go 
slip-shod. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha  < 

Fool.  Shalt  see  thy  other  daughter  will  use  thee  kindly ; 
for  though  she 's  as  like  this  as  a  crab  'g  like  an  apple,  yet  I 
can  tell  what  I  can  tell. 

Lear,  What  canst  tell,  boy  ? 
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JFool.  She  will  taste  as  like  this  as  a  ctali  does  to  a  cnb. 
Thou  canst  tell  why  ODe  's  oose  stands  i'  the  middle  on'i 
face? 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  one's  eyes  of  either  side's  nose;  tiul 
what  a  man  cannot  smeU  oat,  he  may  spy  into. 

Lear,  I  did  her  wrong — 

Fool.  Canst  tell  how  an  oyster  makes  his  shell? 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither;  hut  I  can  tell  why  a  snail  hti  t 
house. 

Lear.  Why? 

Fool.  Why,  to  put  his  head  in ;  not  to  give  it  away  tohij 
daughters,  and  leave  his  homs  without  a  case. 

Lear.  I  will  forget  my  natuie. — So  kind  a  father!— Be 
my  horses  ready  ? 

Fool.  Thy  asses  are  gone  about  'em.  The  reason  whj  ibe 
seven  stars  are  no  more  than  seven  is  a  pretty  reason. 

Lear.  Because  they  are  not  eight  ? 

Fool.  Yes,  indeed ;  thou  wouldst  make  a  good  fool. 

Lear.  To  take 't  again  perforce ! — Monster  ingratitude ! 

Fool.  If  thou  wert  my  fool,  nuncle,  I'd  have  thee  beaten 
for  being  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.  How's  that  ? 

Fool.  Thou  shouldst  not  have  been  old  till  thou  btdit 
been  wise, 

Lear.  O,  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  sweet  heaven ! 
Keep  me  in  temj>er :  I  would  not  be  mdd  t — 

fnter  Gentleman. 
How  now  I  are  the  horses  ready  ? 

Oent.  Ready,  my  lord. 

Lear.  Come,  boy. 

Fool.  She  that's  a  maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my  departnre, 
Shall  not  he  a  maid  long,  unless  things  be  cut  shorter. 
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Scene  I.    A  court  teithin  the  cattle  of  the  Earl  of  Oloster. 
£nl^  EoHinn)  and  Cukait,  meeting. 

Edn.  Save  thee,  Curan. 

Cur.  And  you,  sir.  I  haye  been  with  your  father,  and 
given  faim  notice  that  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  and'Began  his 
duchess  will  he  here  with  him  this  night. 

Edm.  How  comes  that  ? 

Car.  Nay,  I  know  not. — You  have  heard  of  the  news 
abroad, — I  mean  the  whispered  ones,  for  they  are  yet  but 
ear-kissing  ai^^ments  ? 

Edm.  Not  I :  pray  you,  what  are  they  ? 

Cur.  Have  you  beard  of  no  likely  wars  toward,  'twizt  the 
Cukes  of  Cornwall  and  Albany  7 

Edm.  Not  a  word. 

Cur,  You  may,  then,  in  time.   Fare  you  well,  sir.  \Ent„ 

Edm.  The  duke  be  here  to-night  ?    The  better  t  best  1 
This  weaves  itself  perforce  into  my  business. 
My  father  hath  set  guard  to  take  my  brother ; 
And  I  have  one  thing,  of  a  quea^  question, 
Which  I  must  act: — briefness  and  fortune,  wotkl — 
Brother,  a  word  ;^-descend : — brother,  I  say! 

ffltor  Edoab. 
My  father  watches : — O  air,  fly  this  place ; 
Intelligence  is  ^ven  where  you  are  hid ; 
You  have  now  the  good  advantage  of  the  night : — 
Have  you  not  spoken  'gainst  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  t 
He  's  coming  hither ;  now,  1'  the  night,  i'  the  haate, 
And  Regan  with  him :  have  you  nothing  said 
Upon  his  party  'gainst  the  Duke  of  Albany  t 
Advise  yourself. 

Edg.  I  am  sure  on't,  not  a  word. 

Edm.  I  hear  my  father  coming :— pardon  me ; 
In  cunning  I  must  draw  my  sword  upon  you : — 
Draw:  aeem  to  defend  yourself:  now  quit  you  well. — 
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Yield :— come  before  my  father. — Light,  ho,  here ! — 
Fly,  brother. — Torches,  torches ! — So,  farewell. 

[Exit  Edgar, 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me  would  beget  opinion 

[  Woandt  hit  arm. 
Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour :  I  have  seen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  sport. — Father,  &ther ! — 
Stop,  stop! — No  help? 

£nl«r  QLon^EB,  tmd  Servaute  tath  torehet. 

Glo.  Now,  Edmundi  where's  the  villain  7 

Edm.  Here  stood  he  is  the  dark,  his  sharp  sword  out. 
Mumbling  of  wicked  charms,  c6njuring  the  moon 
To  stand  auspicious  mistress, — 

Glo.  But  where  is  he  f 

Edm.  Look,  sir,  I  bleed. 

Glo.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund  ? 

Edm.  Fled  this  way,  air.    When  by  no  means  he  could — 

Glo,   Pursue  him,  ho! — Qo  after.     [Exeunt  some  Ser- 
vtutti.'] — By  no  means  what  ? 

Edm.  Persuade  me  to  the  murder  of  your  lordship ; 
But  that  I  told  him,  the  revenging  gods 
'Gtainst  parricides  did  all  their  thunders("')  bend ; 
Spoke,  with  how  manifold  and  strong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  the  father  j — sir,  in  fine, 
Seeing  how  loathly  opposite  I  stood 
To  his  unnatural  purpose,  in  fell  motion, 
With  his  prepared  sword,  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanc'd  mine  arm : 
But  when  he  saw  my  best  alarum'd  spirits, 
Bold  in  the  quanel's  right,  rous'd  to  the  encounter, 
Or  whether  gasted  by  the  noise  I  made. 
Full  suddenly  he  fled. 

Glo,  Let  him  fly  far : 

Not  in  this  land  shall  he  remain  uncaught ; 
And  found — di8patch.(*') — The  noble  duke  my  master, 
My  worthy  arch  and  patron,  comes  to-night: 
By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it, 
That  he  which  finds  him  shall  deserve  our  thanks. 
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Bringing  the  murderous  coward  to  the  stake; 
He  that  conceals  him,  death. 

£dm.  When  I  dissuaded  him  £iom  hia  intent. 
And  found  him  pight  to  do  it,  with  curst  speech 
I  threaten'd  to  discover  him  :  he  replied, 
"  Thou  unpossessing  hastard !  dost  thou  think. 
If  I  would  stand  against  thee,  would  the  reposal 
Of  an;  trust,  virtue,  or  worth,  in  thee 
Make  thy  words  faith'd  ?     No :  what  I  should  deny 
(As  this  I  would ;  ay,  though  thou  didst  produce 
My  very  character),  I'd  turn  it  all 
To  thy  suggestion,  plot,  and  damned  practice : 
And  thou  must  make  a  dullard  of  the  world, 
If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 
Were  very  pregnant  4nd  potential  Bpurs{*) 
To  make  thee  seek  it." 

Glo.  O  strong  and  fasten'd  villain  1 

Would  he  deny  his  letter? — I  never  got  him. — 

[^Tticket  within. 
Hark,  the  duke's  trumpets !  I  know  not  why  he  cones. — 
All  ports  I'll  bar ;  the  villain  shall  not  scape ; 
The  duke  must  grant  me  that:  besides,  his  picture 
I  will  send  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him ;  and  of  my  land. 
Loyal  and  natural  boy,  I'll  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable, 

EtOer  GoBMWAU^  Reoan,  and  Attendant!. 

Com.  How  now,  my  noble  friend !  since  I  came  hither 
(Which  I  can  call  but  now),  I  have  heard  strange  news. 

Jteg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  short 
Which  can  pursue  the  offender.     How  dost,  my  lord  t 

Glo,  O,  madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd, — it's  crack'd  ! 

Ssg.  What,  did  my  father's  godson  seek  your  life  f 
He  whom  my  &ther  nam'd  ?  your  Edgar  ? 

6lo.  O,  lady,  lady,  shame  would  have  it  hid  I 

Seg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous  kni^ts 
That  tend  upon  my  father? 
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Glo.  I  know  not,  madam : — 'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

£dm.  Yes,  madam,  he  was  of  that  consort. 

Seg.  No  marrel,  then,  though  he  were  ill  affected : 
Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death. 
To  have  the  expense  and  waste  of  his  rerenues. 
I  have  this  present  evening  from  my  sister 
Been  well  infonn'd  of  them ;  and  with  such  cautions. 
That  if  they  come  to  sojourn  at  my  house, 
I'll  not  he  there. 

Com.  Nor  I,  assure  thee,  Regan. — 

Edmund,  I  bear  that  you  have  shown  your  father 
A  child-Uke  office. 

£dm,  'Twas  my  duty,  sir. 

Glo.  He  did  bewray  his  practice ;  and  receiv'd 
Tiaa  hurt  you  see,  striving  to  apprehend  him. 

Com.  Is  he  pursu'd  ? 

Oto.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Com.  If  he  be  taken,  he  shall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm  :  make  your  own  purpose. 
How  in  my  strength  you  please. — For  you,  Edmund, 
Whose  virtue  and  obedience  doth  this  instant 
So  much  commend  itself,  you  shall  be  ours: 
Natures  of  such  deep  trust  we  shall  much  need ; 
You  we  first  seize  on. 

Edm.  I  shall  serve  you,  sir, 

Truly,  however  else. 

Glo.  For  him  I  thank  your  grace. 

Com.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  visit  you, — 

Beg.  Thus  out  of  season,  threading  dark-ey*d  night : 
Occa^ons,  noble  Gloster,  of  some  poise. 
Wherein  we  must  have  use  of  your  advice : — 
Our  father  he  hath  writ,  so  hath  our  sister. 
Of  differences,  which  I  best  thought  it  fit 
To  answer  from  our  home ;  the  several  messengers 
From  hence  attend  dispatch.     Our  good  old  friend. 
Lay  comforts  to  your  bosom ;  and  bestow 
Your  needful  counsel  to  our  busiuesses. 
Which  crave  the  instant  use. 
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Olo,  I  serre  you,  madam : 

Your  graces  are  right  welcome.  ^Exeunt. 


Scene  II.     Before  G-losteh's  castle. 
Enler  Kent  and  Oswau),  aeveraUtf. 

Ogw,  Good  dawning  to  thee,  friend :  art  of  this  house  ? 

Kent.  Ay. 

0«p.  Where  may  we  set  our  horses  ? 

Kent.  1'  the  mire. 

Otw,  Prithee,  if  thou  lovest  me,  tell  me. 

Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 

Oiw.  Why,  then,  I  care  not  for  thee. 

Kent.  If  I  had  thee  in  Lipsbury  pinfold,  I  would  make 
thee  care  for  me. 

Otw.  Why  dost  thou  use  me  thus  ?     I  know  thee  not. 

Kent,  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Osw.  What  dost  thou  know  me  for  f 

Kent.  A  knave ;  a  rascal ;  an  eaCer  of  broken  meats ;  a 
base,  proud,  shallow,  beggarly,  three-suited,  hundred-pound, 
filthy,  worsted-stocking  knave;  a  lily-livered,  action-taking, 
whoreson,  glass-gazing,  superserviceable,  finical  rogue ;  one- 
trunk-inberiting  slave ;  one  that  wouldst  be  a  bawd,  in  way 
of  good  service,  and  art  nothing  but  the  composition  of  a 
knave,  beggar,  coward,  paudar,  and  the  son  and  heir  of  a 
mongrel  bitch ;  one  whom  I  will  beat  into  clamorous  whin- 
ing, if  thou  deniest  the  least  syllable  of  thy  addition. 

Otw.  Why,  what  a  monstrous  fellow  art  thou,  thus  to 
rail  on  one  that  is  neither  known  of  thee  nor  knows  thee ! 

Kent,  What  a  brazen-faced  vartet  art  thou,  to  deny  thou 
knowest  me !  Is  it  two  days  since  I  tripped  up  thy  heels, 
and  beat  thee,  before  the  king  ?  Draw,  you  rogue :  for, 
though  it  be  night,  yet  the  moon  shines ;  I'll  make  a  sop  o' 
the  moonshine  of  you :  draw,  you  whoreson  cullionly  barber- 
monger,  draw.  [DratDtT^  hit  $word. 

Osw.  Away !  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw,  you  rascal :  you  come  with  letters  against 
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the  kin^;  and  take  vanity  the  puppet's  part  against  the  toj- 
alty  of  her  father :  draw,  you  rogue,  or  I'll  so  carbonado  your 
shanks : — draw,  you  rascal ;  come  your  ways. 

Osw.  Help,  ho!  murder!  help! 

Kent.  Strike,  you  slave ;  stand,  rogue,  stand ;  you  neat 
slave,  strike.  [Seatitig  kirn. 

0*10.  Help,  ho !  murder !  murder ! 

Enter  Edkuhd,  Cobnwall,  BsaAM,  Qlobteb,  and  Servants. 

Edm.  How  now!     What's  the  matter ;(") 

Kent.  With  you,  goodman  hoy,  if  you  please :  come,  111 
flesh  you ;  came  on,  young  master, 

Glo.  Weapons !  arms !    What's  the  matter  here  ? 

Com.  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives ; 
He  dies  that  strikes  again.     What  is  the  matter  J 

Reg.  The  messengers  (*^)  from  our  sister  and  the  king. 

Com.  What  is  your  difference  ?  speak. 

Otw.  I  am  scarce  in  breath,  my  lord. 

Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  so  bestirred  your  valour. 
You  cowardly  rascal,  nature  disclums  in  thee :  a  tailor  made 
thee. 

Com.  Thou  art  a  strange  fellow ;  a  tailor  make  a  man  ? 

Kent.  Ay,  a  tailor,  sir :  a  stone-cutter  or  a  painter  could 
not  have  made  him  so  ill,  though  they  had  been  but  two 
hours  o'  the  trade. 

Com,  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 

One.  This  ancient  ruffian,  sir,  whose  life  I  have  spared 
at  suit  of  his  gray  beard, — 

Kent.  Thou  whoreson  zed!  thou  unnecessary  letter! — 
My  lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this  unbolted 
villain  into  mortar,  and  daub  the  wall  of  a  jakes  with  him. — 
Spare  my  gray  beard,  you  wagtail  f 

Com.  Peace,  sirrah! 
You  beastly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence? 

Kent.  Yes,  sir ;  but  anger  bath  &  privilege. 

Com.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent.  That  such  a  slave  as  this  should  wear  a  eword. 
Who  wears  no  honesty.     Such  smiling  rogues  as  these. 
Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  a-twain 
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Whicb  are  too  intriBse  t'  unloose ;  smootli  every  paamoa 

That  in  the  natures  of  their  lords  rebel ;  (") 

Sring  oil  to  fire,  mow  to  their  colder  moods ; 

Renege,  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcjon  beaks 

With  every  gale  and  vary  of  their  masters, 

Knowing(")  naught,  like  dogs,  but  following. — 

A  plague  upon  your  epileptic  visage ! 

Smile  you  my  speeches,  as  I  were  a  fool  ? 

Goose,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarum  plain, 

I'd  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelot, 

Cora.  What,  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow  7 

Glo.  How  fell  you  out  ?  say  that. 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy 
Than  I  and  such  a  knave. 

Corn.  Why  dost  thou  call  him  knave  ?     What  is  his 
fault? 

Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not 

Cora.   Mo  more,  perchance,  does  mine,  nor  bis,  nor 
hers. 

Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain ; 
I  have  seen  better  faces  in  my  time 
Than  stands  on  any  shoulder  that  I  see 
Before  me  at  this  instant 

Com.  This  is  some  fellow, 

Who,  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntness,  doth  affect 
A  saucy  roughness,  and  constrains  the  garb 
Quite  from  his  nature :  he  cannot  flatter,  he, — 
An  honest  mind  and  plain, — ^he  must  speak  truth ! 
An  they  will  take  it,  so ;  if  not,  he's  plain. 
These  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainness 
Harbour  more  craft  and  more  corrupter  ends 
Than  twenty  silly  ducking  6bservants 
That  stretch  their  duties  nicely. 

KstU.  Sir,  in  good  iaith,  in  sincere  verity, 
Under  the  allowance  of  your  great  aspect. 
Whose  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flickering  Phcebus'  front, — 

Com.  What  mean'st  by  this  ? 

Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  dialect,  which  you  discommend 
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SO  much.  I  koow,  sir,  I  am  no  flatterer :  he  that  beguiled 
you  in  a  plain  accent  was  a  plain  knave;  which,  for  my 
part,  I  will  not  he,  though  I  should  win  your  displeasure  to 
entreat  me  to't. 

Com.  What  was  the  offence  you  gave  him  ? 

Ogw.  I  never  gave  him  any : 
It  pleas'd  the  king  his  master  very  late 
To  strike  at  me,  upon  his  misconstruction ; 
When  be,  compact,  and  flattering  his  displeasure, 
Tripp'd  me  behind  ;  being  down,  insulted,  rail'd. 
And  put  upon  him  such  a  deal  of  man, 
That  worthied  him,  got  praises  of  the  king 
For  him  attempting  who  was  self-subdu'd ; 
And,  in  the  fleshment  of  this  dread  exploit. 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent.  None  of  these  rogues  and  cowards 

But  Ajax  is  their  fool. 

Com.  Fetch  forth  the  stocks ! — 

You  stubborn  ancient  knave,  you  reverend  braggart. 
We'll  teach  you — 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn : 

Call  not  your  stocks  for  me :  I  serve  the  king ; 
On  whose  employment  I  was  sent  to  you : 
Tou  shall  do  small  respect,  show  too  bold  malic»  . 
Against  the  grace  and  person  of  my  master. 
Stocking  his  messenger. 

Com.  Fetch  forth  the  stocks ! — As  I  have  life  and  honour. 
There  shall  he  sit  till  noon. 

Meg.  Till  noon  1  till  night,  my  lord ;  and  all  night  too. 

Kent.  Why,  madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog, 
You  should  not  use  me  so. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will. 

Com.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  self-same  colour 
Our  sister  speaks  of. — Come,  bring  away  the  stocks ! 

[Stocks  brought  ou<.(») 

Glo.  XiCt  me  beseech  your  grace  not  to  do  so  : 
His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  king  his  master 
Will  check  him  for't;  your  purpos'd  low  correction 
Is  such  as  basest  and  contemned'st(^  wretches 
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For  pilferings  and  most  common  trespasses 
Are  puiLiah'd  with :  tlie  king  must  take  it  ill, 
That  he,  so  slightly  valu'd  in  his  messenger. 
Should  have  him  thus  restrain'd. 

Corn.  I'll  answer  that. 

Reg.  My  sister  may  receive  it  much  more  worse. 
To  have  her  gentleman  abus'd,  assaulted, 
For  following  her  afiairs. — Put  in  hia  legs. — 

[Kent  U  put  in  the  ttockg. 
Come,  my  lord,  away.      [Exeuni  all  except  Glotter  and  Kent. 

Oh.  I  am  sorry  for  thee,  friend ;  'tis  the  duke's  pleasure, 
Whose  disposition,  all  the  world  well  knows, 
Will  not  be  rubb'd  nor  stopp'd :  I'll  entreat  for  thee. 

Kent.    Pray,  do  not,  sir :  I  have  watch'd,  and  travell'd 
hard; 
Some  time  I  shall  sleep  out,  the  rest  I'll  whistle. 
A  good  man's  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heeb : 
Give  you  good  morrow ! 

Olo,  The  duke 's  to  blame  in  this ;  'twill  be  ill  taken. 

[Exit. 

Kent,  Good  king,  that  must  approve  the  common  saw, — 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benediction  com'st 
To  the  warm  sun ! 

Approach,  thou  beacon  to  this  under  globe, 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  may 
Peruse  this  letter ! — Nothing  almost  sees  miracles 
But  misery : — I  know  'tis  from  Cordelia, 
Who  bath  most  fortunately  been  inform'd 
Of  my  obscured  course;  and  shall  find  time 
From  this  enormous  state, — seeking  to  give 
Iiosses  their  remedies — All  weary  and  o'er-watch'd, 
Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  shameful  lodging. 
Fortune,  good  night :  smile  once  more ;  turn  thy  wheel ! 

[Sleep: 
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ScBNB  III.     7^  open  cotmtry. 
Enter  Edqab. 
Edg.  I  heard  myself  proclaim'd ; 
And  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree 
Escap'd  the  hunt.     No  port  is  free ;  no  place, 
That  guard,  and  most  unusual  vigilance, 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.     While  I  may  scape, 
I  will  preserve  myself:  and  am  hethought 
To  take  the  basest  and  most  poorest  shape 
That  ever  penury,  in  contempt  of  man. 
Brought  near  to  beast :  my  face  I'll  grime  with  filth ; 
Blanket  my  loins  ;  elf  all  my  hair  in  knots ; 
And  with  presented  nakedness  out-face 
The  winds  and  persecutions  of  the  sky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices, 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortified  bare  arms 
Fins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  sprigs  of  rosemary ; 
And  with  this  horrible  object,  from  low  farms. 
Poor  pelting  villages,  sheep-cotes,  and  mills. 
Sometime  with  lunaUc  bans,  sometime  with  prayers, 
Enforce  their  charity. — Poor  Turlygod ! C)  poor  Tom! 
That's  something  yet: — Edgar  I  nothing  am.  [ExU. 


ScENB  IV.     Before  Gi-oster's  aastle.   Kent  in  the  ttoeku 
ErOer  Leak,  Fool,  and  Qentlemau. 

Lear.  'Tis  strange  that  they  should  so  depart  from  hoiUj 
And  not  send  back  my  messenger. 

Gent.  As  I  learn'd. 

The  oight  before  there  was  no  purpose  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  master ! 

Lear.  Ha! 
Mak'st  thou  this  shame  thy  pastime  t 

Kent.  No,  mj  lord. 
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Fool.  Ha,  ha  <  he  wears  cruel  garters.  Honea  are  tied 
bj  the  bead,  dogs  and  bears  b;  the  neck,  monkeys  by  the 
loins,  and  men  by  tiie  legs :  wben  a  man  'a  over-lusty  at  legs, 
then  he  wears  wooden  netber-stocks. 

Lear.  What's  he  that  hath  so  much  tb;  place  mistook 
To  set  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  she, — 

Your  son  and  daughter. 

Lear.  No, 

Kent.  Yes. 

Zear.  No,  I  say. 

Kent,  I  say,  yea. 

Zear.  No,  no,  they  would  not. 

Kent.  Yes,  they  have. 

Lear.  By  Jupiter,  I  swear,  no. 

Xent,  By  Juno,  I  swear,  ay. 

Lear.  They  durst  not  do't ; 

They  could  not,  would  not  do't ;  'tis  worse  than  murder. 
To  do  upon  respect  such  violent  outrage : 
Resolve  me,  with  all  modest  haste,  which  way 
Tbou  mightst  deserve,  or  tbey  impose,  this  usage, 
Coming  from  us, 

Kent.  My  lord,  when  at  their  home 

I  did  commend  your  higbnesa'  letters  to  them. 
Ere  I  was  risen  from  the  place  that  show'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  post, 
Stew'd  in  his  haste,  half  breathless,  panting  forth 
From  Goneril  his  mistress  salutations ; 
Deliver'd  letters,  spite  of  intermission. 
Which  presently  they  read :  on  wliose  contents, 
They  summon'd  up  their  meiny,  straight  took  horse ; 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend 
The  leisure  of  their  answer ;  gave  me  cold  looks : 
And  meeting  here  the  other  messenger, 
Whose  welcome,  I  perceiv'd,  had  poison'd  mine 
(Being  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 
Cisplay'd  so  saucily  against  your  bigbness), 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  drew : 
He  rais'd  the  house  with  loud  and  coward  cries. 
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Your  son  and  daug'hter  found  this  trespass  worth 
The  shame  which  here  it  suffers. 

Fool.  Winter 's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild-geese  fly  that  way. 
Fathers  that  wear  rags 

Do  make  their  children  blind ; 
But  fathers  that  hear  bags 

Shall  see  their  children  kind. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  whore, 
Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  the  poor. — 
But,  for  all  this,  thou  shalt  have  as  many  dolours  for  thy 
daughters  as  thou  canst  tell  in  a  year. 

Lear.  O,  how  this  mother  swells  up  toward  my  heart ! 
fft/iterica  pcuno, — down,  thou  climbing  sorrow, 
Thy  element 's  below ! — "Where  is  this  daughter  ? 
Kent.  With  the  earl,  sir,  here  within. 
Lear.  Follow  me  not ; 

Stay  here.  [Exit. 

Gent.  Made  you  no  more  offence  but  what  you  speak  of? 
Kent.  None. 
How  chance  the  king  cornea  with  so  small  a  number  ? 

Fool.  An  thou  hadst  been  set  i'  the  stocks  for  that  ques- 
tion, thou  hadat  well  deserved  it. 
Kent.  Why,  fool  ? 

Fool.  We'll  set  thee  to  school  to  an  ant,  to  teach  thee 
there's  no  labouring  i'  the  winter.  All  that  follow  their 
noses  are  led  by  their  eyes  but  blind  men ;  and  there's  not  a 
nose  among  twenty  but  can  smell  him  that's  stinking.  Let 
go  thy  hold  when  a  great  wheel  runs  down  a  hill,  lest  it 
break  thy  neck  with  following  it;  but  the  great  one  that 
goes  up  the  hill,  let  him  draw  thee  after.  When  a  wise  man 
gives  thee  better  counsel,  give  me  mine  again :  I  would  have 
none  but  knaves  follow  it,  since  a  fool  gives  it. 
That  sir  which  serves  and  seeks  for  gain, 

And  follows  but  for  form. 
Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  rain. 

And  leave  thee  in  the  storm. 
But  I  will  tarry ;  the  fool  will  stay. 
And  let  the  wise  man  fly : 
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The  knave  turns  fool  that  nms  away; 
The  fool  no  knave,  perdy. 
Kent.  Where  learned  you  this,  fool  t 
Fool.  Not  i'  the  stocks,  fool. 

Be-mter  IjEab,  unlh  Globteb. 

Lear.  Deny  to  speak  with  me  ?    They  are  sick  ?  they  are 
weary? 
They  have  traveU'd  all  the  night  ?     Mere  fetches ; 
The  images  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Fetch  me  a  better  answer. 

Olo.  My  dear  lord, 

You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  duke ; 
How  unremovable  and  fix'd  he  ia 
In  his  own  course. 

Lear.  Vengeance !  plague !  death !  confusion ! — 
Fiery  ?  what  quality  ?     Why,  Gloster,  Gloster, 
I'd  speak  with  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  and  hia  wife. 

Glo.  Well,  my  good  lord,  I  have  inform'd  them  so. 

Lew.  Inform'd  them !    Dost  thou  understand  me,  man  ? 

Glo,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Lear.  The  king  would  speak  with  Cornwall;  the  dear 
father 
Would  with  his  daughter  speak,  commands  her  service : 
Are  they  inform'd  of  this  ? — My  breath  and  blood  1 — 
Fiery  ?  the  fiery  duke  ?— Tell  the  hot  duke  that— 
No,  but  not  yet : — may  be  he  is  not  well  i 
Infirmity  doth  still  neglect  all  office 
Whereto  oar  health  is  bound ;  we  are  not  ourselves 
When  nature,  being  oppress'd,  commands  the  mind 
To  suffer  with  the  body :  I'll  forbear ; 
And  am  fall'n  out  with  my  more  beadier  will. 
To  take  the  indispos'd  and  sickly  fit 
For  the  sound  man. — Death  on  my  state  1  wherefore 

[Lookkig  on  Kent, 
Should  be  sit  here  7    This  act  persuades  me 
That  this  remotion  of  the  duke  and  her 
Is  practice  only.     GHve  me  my  servant  forth. 
Go  tell  the  duke  and's  wife  I'd  speak  with  them, 

VOL.  V.  T  T 
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Now,  presently :  bid  tbem  come  forth  and  hear  me, 
Or  at  their  chamber-dooi  I'll  heat  the  drum 
TiU  it  C17  sleep  to  death, 

Glo.  I  would  have  all  well  hetwixt  ;ou.  \^ExU. 

Lear.  O  me,  my  heart,  my  risiBg  heart ! — hut,  down ! 

Fool.  Cry  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the  eel^ 
when  she  put  'em  i'  the  paste  alive ;  she  knapped  'em  o*  the 
coxcombs  with  a  stick,  and  cried,  "  Down,  wantons,  down !" 
'Twas  her  brother  that,  in  pure  kindness  to  his  horse,  buttered 
his  bay. 

Enttr  CosxwAix,  Reoax,  Qvostke,  and  ServantB. 

Lear.  Ctood  morrow  to  jou  both. 

Com.  H(ul  to  your  grace ! 

[KaU  if  get  at  Ubertjf. 

Reg.  I  am  glad  to  see  youi  highness. 

Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are ;  I  know  what  reason 
I  have  to  think  so :  if  thou  shouldst  not  be  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb. 
Sepulchring  an  adultress. — O,  are  you  free  ?  [7b  KaU. 

Some  other  time  for  that. — Belov&d  R^an, 
Thy  sister 's  naught :  O  Regan,  she  hath  tied 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindness,  like  a  vulture,  here, — 

[PotTitt  to  hi*  heart. 
I  can  scarce  speak  to  thee ;  thoult  not  believe 
With  how  depiav'd  a  quality — O  Began  I 

Reg.  I  pray  you,  sir,  take  patience :  I  have  hope 
You  less  know  how  to  value  her  desert 
Than  she  to  scant  her  duty. 

Lear.  Say,  how  is  that  t 

Reg,  I  cannot  think  my  sister  in  the  least 
Would  f(ul  her  obligation :  if,  sir,  perchance 
She  have  restrain'd  the  riots  of  your  followers, 
'Tis  on  such  ground,  and  to  such  wholesome  end. 
As  clears  her  &om  all  blame. 

Lear.  My  corses  on  her ! 

Reg.  O,  sir,  you  are  old ; 

Nature  in  you  stands  on  the  very  ve^e 
Of  her  confine :  you  should  be  rul'd,  and  led 
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By  some  discretioii,  that  discerns  your  state 
Better  than  you  yourself.     Therefore,  I  pray  youj 
That  to  our  sister  you  do  make  return ; 
Say  you  have  wrong'd  her,  sir. 

Lear.  Ask  her  forgiveaess  I 

Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  house : 
"  Dear  daughter,  I  confess  that  I  am  old ;  \K3ieeliii^.{^ 

Age  is  unnecessary :  on  my  knees  I  beg 
That  youll  vouchsafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food." 

Reg.  Crood  six,  no  more ;  these  are  unsightly  tricks : 
Return  you  to  my  sister. 

I^ar  \Tim,i^\.  Never,  Regan : 

She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train ; 
Look'd  black  upon  me ;  struck  me  with  her  tongue. 
Most  serpent-like,  upon  the  very  heart : — 
All  the  stor'd  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  top !     Strike  her  young  bones. 
You  taking  aits,  with  lameness  I 

Com.  Fie,  sir,  fie ! 

Lear.  You  nimble  lighbiingB,  dart  your  blinding  flames 
Into  her  scornful  eyes !     Infect  her  beau^, 
You  fen-suck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  sun. 
To  fall  an  d  blast  her  pride !  (») 

Reg.  O  the  blest  gods  I  so  will  you  wish  on  me. 
When  the  rash  mood  is  on. 

I^ar.  No,  Began,  thou  sbidt  never  have  my  curse: 
Thy  tender-hefted  nature  shall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harshness :  her  eyes  are  fierce ;  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  biun.    'Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleasures,  to  cut  off  my  tnun. 
To  bandy  bas^  words,  to  scant  my  sizes. 
And,  in  conclusion,  to  oppose  the  bolt 
Against  my  coming  in :  thou  better  know'st 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  childhood, 
Efiects  of  courtesy,  dues  of  gratitude ; 
Thy  half  o'  the  kingdom  hast  thou  not  fot^t, 
Wherein  I  thee  endow'd. 

Reg,  Crood  sir,  to  the  purpose. 

Lear.  Who  put  my  man  i'  the  stocks  ?       \lSicket  witMn. 
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Com.  What  txiimpet '« th«t! 

Beff.  I  know 't, — my  sister's :  this  approves  bet  letter, 
That  she  would  soon  be  here. 

Enter  OaWAij>. 

la  your  lady  come ! 
I     Lear.  This  is  a  slave,  whose  eaay-borrow'd  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  bet  he  follows. — 
Out,  rarlet,  from  my  sight ! 

Com.  What  means  your  grace? 

Lear.  Who  stock'd  my  servant  f     Regan,  I  have  good 
hope 
Thou  didst  not  know  on't — Who  comes  here  i    0  hewou, 

Enter  Gonxbil. 
If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  sweet  sway 
Allow  obedience,  if  yourselves  aie  old. 
Make  it  your  cause ;  send  down,  and  take  my  part  !— 
Art  not  asham'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  ? —        [To  Gok"^ 
O-  Regan,  wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Gon.  Why  not  by  the  hand,  sir  ?    How  have  I  offfflded! 
All 's  not  offence  that  indiscretion  finds 
And  dotage  terms  so. 

Lear.  O  sides,  you  are  too  tough ; 

Will  you  yet  hold  ? — How  came  my  man  i'  the  stocks! 

Com,  I  set  him  there,  sir :  but  his  own  disorders 
Deserv'd  much  less  advancement. 

Lear.  You !  did  you  ? 

Jteg.  I  pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  seem  so. 
If,  till  the  expiration  of  your  month. 
You  will  return  and  sojourn  with  my  sister. 
Dismissing  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me : 
I  am  now  £rom  home,  and  out  of  that  provision 
Which  shall  be  needful  for  your  entertunment. 

Lear.  Return  to  her,  and  fifty  men  dismiss'd  f 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roo&,  and  choose 
To  wage  against  the  enmity  o'  the  air ; 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl, — 
Necessity's  sharp  pinch! — Return  with  hert 
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Why,  the  hot-blooded  France,  that  dowerless  took 

Our  youngest  born,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 

To  knee  his  throne,  and,  squire-like,  pension  beg 

To  keep  base  life  afoot. — Return  with  her  ? 

Persuade  me  rather  to  be  slave  and  sumpter 

To  this  detested  groom.  [Pointing  at  Otioald, 

Gon.  At  your  choice,  sir. 

Lear,  I  prithee,  daughter,  do  Qot  make  me  mad: 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child ;  farewell : 
Well  no  more  meet,  no  more  see  one  another : — ■ 
But  yet  thou  art  my  flesh,  my  blood,  my  daughter ; 
Or  rather  a  disease  that's  in  my  flesh, 
Which  I  must  needs  call  mine :  thou  art  a  boil, 
A  plaguo-sore,  an  embossed  carbuncle, 
In  my  corrupted  blood.     But  Fit  not  chide  thee; 
Let  shame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it : 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  shoot, 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-jud^i^  Jove : 
Mend  when  thou  canst ;  be  better  at  thy  Insure : 
I  can  be  patient ;  I  can  stay  with  Regan, 
I  and  my  hundred  knights. 

Iteff.  Not  altogether  so: 

I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome.     Give  ear,  sir,  to  my  sister; 
For  those  that  mingle  reason  with  your  passion 
Must  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  so— 
But  she  knows  what  she  does. 

Zear.  Is  this  well  spoken? 

^g.  I  dare  avouch  it,  sir :  what,  fifty  followers  ! 
Is  it  not  well  f    "What  should  you  need  of  more  ? 
Yea,  oi  so  niany,  sith  that  both  charge  and  danger 
Speak  'gainst  so  great  a  number  ?     How,  in  one  bouse, 
Should  many  people,  under  two  commands, 
Hold  amity  ?     'Tis  hard ;  almost  impossible. 

Gon.  Why  might  not  you,  my  lord,  receive  attendance 
From  those  that  she  calls  servants  or  from  mine  ? 

Reg.  Why  not,  my  lord  ?     If  then  they  chaac'd  to  slack 
you, 
We  could  control  them.     If  you  will  come  to  me 
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(For  now  I  spy  ft  danger),  I  entreat  you 
To  bring  but  five-and-twenty :  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all — 

Jteg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 

Lear.  Made  you  my  guatdifins,  my  depositaries ; 
Buf  kept  a  reservation  to  be  foUow'd 
With  sttch  a  number.     What,  must  I  come  to  you 
With  five-and-twenty,  Regan  ?  said  you  so  t 

Reg.  And  speak 't  again,  my  lord ;  no  more  vitb  me. 

Lear.  Those  wicked  creatures  yet  do  look  weU-&Tour'd, 
When  others  are  more  wicked ;  not  being  the  worst 
Stands  in  some  rank  of  praise. — I'll  go  with  thee : 

[To  Ooneril. 
Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five-and-tweo^, 
And  thou  art  twice  her  love. 

Gob.  Hear  me,  my  lord : 

What  need  you  five-and-twenty,  ten,  or  five. 
To  follow  in  a  house  where  twice  so  many 
Have  a  conunand  to  tend  you  ! 

Reg.  What  need  one  ? 

Lear,  O,  reason  not  the  need :  our  basest  be^ars 
Are  in  the  poorest  thing  superfluous : 
Allow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beast's :  thou  art  a  lady ; 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous, 
Why,  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous  wear'st, 
Which  scarcely  keeps  thee  warm, — But,  for  true  need, — 
You  heavens,  give  me  that  patience,  patience  I  need  \  (*") 
You  see  me  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man, 
Aa  full  of  grief  as  age  j  wretched  in  both ! 
If  it  be  you  that  stir  these  daughters'  hearts 
Against  their  father,  fool  me  not  so  mach 
To  bear  it  tamely ;  touch  me  with  noble  anger, 
And  let  not  women's  weapons,  water-drops, 
Stain  my  man's  cheeks ! — No,  you  unnatural  hags, 
I  will  have  such  revenges  on  you  both, 
That  all  the  world  shall — I  will  do  such  things, — 
What  they  are,  yet  I  know  not ;  but  they  abaU  be 
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The  terrors  of  the  earth.     You  think  I'll  weep ; 
No,  I'll  not  weep : — 

I  have  full  cause  of  weepiog ;  but  this  heart 
Shall  break  into  a  hundred  thousand  flaws, 
Or  ere  I'll  weep. — O  fool,  I  shall  go  mad ! 

[^Exeant  Lear,  Glotter,  Kent,  and  Fool. 
Storm  heard  at  a  dittanee. 

Com.  Let  us  withdraw ;  'twill  he  a  storm. 

Reg.  This  house  is  little :  the  old  man  and  his  people 
Cannot  be  well  bestow'd. 

Gon.  'Tis  his  own  blame ;  hath  put  himself  ttom  rest, 
And  must  needs  taste  bis  folly. 

Reg.  For  Ms  particular,  I'll  receive  him  gladly. 
But  not  one  follower. 

Oon.  So  am  I  purpos'd. 

Where  is  my  lord  of  Gloster  t 

Com,  Follow'd  the  old  man  forth : — he  is  letum'd. 

Se-enter  Globtxr. 

Glo.  The  king  is  in  high  rage. 

Com.  Whither  is  he  going  ? 

Oh.  He  calls  to  horse ;  but  will  I  know  not  whither. 

Com,  'Tis  best  to  give  him  way ;  he  leads  himself. 

Gon.  My  lord,  entreat  him  by  no  means  to  stay, 

Qlo,  Alack,  the  night  comes  on,  and  the  high  winds 
Do  sorely  ruffle ;  for  many  miles  about 
There's  scarce  a  bush. 

Reg.  O,  air,  to  wilful  men, 

The  injuries  that  they  themselves  procure 
Must  be  their  schoolmasters.    Shut  up  your  doors  : 
He  is  attended  with  a  desperate  train ; 
And  what  they  may  incense  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abus'd,  wisdom  bids  fear. 

Com,  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  lord ;  'tis  a  wild  night : 
My  Regan  cotmsels  well:  come  out  o'  the  storm. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT  III. 

Scene  I.     A  heath. 

A  tiorm,  with  thunder  and  lightning.     Enter  Kent  tutd  a 
Gentleman,  meeting. 

Kent,  Who  *8  there,  besides  foul  weather  ? 

Geat,  One  minded  like  the  weather,  most  imquietlj. 

KerU,  I  know  you.     Where 's  the  king  ? 

GejU.  Contending  with  the  fretful  elements; 
Bids  the  wind  blow  die  earth  into  the  sea, 
Or  swell  die  curled  waters  'bove  the  main, 
That  things  might  change  or  cease ;  tears  hia  white  hair, 
Which  the  impetuous  blasts,  with  eyeless  rage, 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of; 
Strives  in  his  little  world  of  man  to  ont~scom 
The  to-and-fi-o -conflicting  wind  and  rain. 
This  night,  wherein  the  cub-drawn  bear  would  couch, 
The  lion  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf 
Keep  their  fur  dry,  unbonneted  he  runs. 
And  bids  what  will  take  all. 

Kent.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 

GbtU.  None  but  the  fool ;  who  labours  to  out-jest 
His  heart-struck  injuries. 

Kent.  Sir,  I  do  know  you ; 

And  dare,  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note, 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.    There  is  division. 
Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  he  corer'd 
With  mutual  cunning,  'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall ; 
Who  have  (as  who  have  not,  that  their  great  stars 
Throii'd(*>)  and  set  high  ?)  servants,  who  seem  no  less. 
Which  are  to  France  the  spies  and  speculations  (*>) 
Intelligent  of  our  state ;  what  hath  been  seen, 
Either  in  snu^  and  packings  of  the  dukes ; 
Or  the  hard  rein  which  both  of  them  have  borne 
Agai&st  the  old  kind  king;  or  something  deeper, 
Whereof  perchance  these  are  but  furnishings ; — 
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But,  true  it  b,  from  Fiance  there  comes  a  power 
Into  this  acatter'd  kingdtnn ;  who  already, 
Wise  in  our  negligence,  have  secret  feet 
In  some  of  our  best  ports,  and  are  at  point 
To  show  their  open  banner. — Now  to  you : 
If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  so  far 
To  make  your  speed  to  Dorer,  you  shall  find 
Some  that  will  thank  you,  making  just  report 
Of  how  unnatural  and  bemadding  sorrow 
The  king  hath  cause  to  plain. 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding ; 
And,  firom  some  knowledge  and  assurance,  offer 
This  office  to  you. 

GbtU.  I  will  talk  further  with  jou. 

Kent.  No,  do  not. 

For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 
Than  my  out  wall,  open  this  purse,  and  take 
What  it  contains.     If  you  shall  see  Cordelia 
(As  fear  not  but  you  shall),  show  her  this  ring ; 
And  she  will  tell  you  who  your  fellow  is 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.     Fie  on  this  storm ! 
I  will  go  seek  the  king. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  hand :  have  you  no  more  to  say  ? 

Kent,  Few  words,  but,  to  effect,  more  than  all  yet, — 
That,  when  we  have  found  the  king  (in  wluch  your  pain 
That  way,  III  this),  he  that  first  lights  on  him 
Holla  the  other.  [Exeunt  teverally. 


Scene  II.    Another  part  of  the  heath.   Storm  continuei. 

Enteo"  Leab  and  Fool. 
Lear.  Blow,  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks !  rage !  blow ! 
You  cataracts  and  hurricanoes,  spout 
Till  you  have  drench'd  our  steeples,  drown'd  the  cocks  1 
You  sulphurous  and  thought-executing  fires. 
Vaunt. couriers  of  oak-cleaving  thunderbolts, 
Singe  my  white  head  1     And  thou,  all-shaking  thunder. 
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Strike  flat  the  thick  totundit;  o'  the  world ! 
Crack  nature's  moulda,  all  j^ermena  spill  at  ODce, 
That  make  ingrateful  man ! 

Fool.  O  nuncle,  court  holy-water  in  a  diy  boose  is  better 
than  this  rain-water  out  o'  door.  Good  nuncle,  in ;  aak  thy 
daughters'  blessing :  here  's  a  night  pities  neither  wise  men 
nor  fools, 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  bellyful  I     Spit,  fire  t  spout,  rain  1 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters : 
I  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkindnest; 
I  nerer  gave  you  kingdom,  call'd  you  childten. 
You  owe  me  no  subscription :  then  let  fall 
Your  horrible  pleasure ;  here  I  stand,  your  slave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  deapis'd  old  man : — 
But  yet  I-call  you  servile  ministers. 
That  will  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join 
Yoor  high-engendei'd  battles  'gainst  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.     O !  O I  'tis  foul  1 

FoqI.  He  that  has  a  house  to  put 's  head  in  has  a  good 
head-piece. 

The  cod-piece  that  will  house 

Before  the  head  has  any, 
The  head  and  be  shall  louse ; — 

So  beggars  marry  many. 
The  man  that  makes  his  toe 

What  he  bis  heart  should  make 
Shall  of  a  com  cry  woe. 
And  turn  his  sleep  to  wake. 

— for  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman  but  she  made  mouths 
in  a  glass. 

Lear.  No,  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience ; 
I  will  say  nothing, 

Enttr'Kxs't. 

Kent.  Who's  there  ? 

Fool.  if/Larry,  here's  grace  and  a  cod-piece ;  that's  a  wise 
man  and  a  foot 

Kent.  Alas,  sir,  are  you  here  ?  things  that  love  night 
Love  not  such  nights  as  these ;  the  wrathful  skies 
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Gallow  the  very  wanderers  of  the  dark. 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves :  unce  I  was  man, 
Such  sheetf  of  fire,  snch  bursts  of  horrid  thunder, 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard :  man's  nature  cannot  carry 
The  afflictioD  nor  the  fear. 

Lear.  liCt  the  great  gods, 

That  keep  this  dreadful  pother(*')  o'er  our  heads. 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.     Tremble,  thou  wretch, 
That  hast  within  thee  undirulged  crimes, 
Unwhipp'd  of  justice:  hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand; 
Thou  perjur'd,  and  thou  simular  of  virtue 
That  art  incestuous:  caitiff,  to  pieces  shake, 
That  under  corert  and  convenient  seeming 
Hast  practis'd  on  man's  life :  close  pent-up  guilts. 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  cry 
These  dreadful  summonera  grace. — I  am  a  man 
More  sinn'd  against  than  sinning. 

Kent.  Alack,  bare-headed! 

Gracious  my  lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel ; 
Some  friendship  will  it  lend  you  'gainst  the  tempest : 
Repose  you  there ;  while  I  to  this  hard  house 
(More  harder  than  the  atones  whereof  'tis  rais'd ; 
"Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 
Denied  me  to  come  in,)  letum,  and  force 
Their  scanted  courtesy. 

Lear,  My  wits  begin  to  turn. — 

Come  on,  my  boy :  how  dost,  my  boy  ?  art  cold  f 
I  am  cold  myself.—Where  is  this  straw,  my  fellow  ? 
The  art  of  our  necessities  is  strange. 

That  can  make  vile  things  precious.     Come,  your  hovel. — 
Poor  fool  and  knave,  I  have  one  part  in  my  heart 
That's  sorry  yet  for  thee. 

Fool,     He  that  has  and  a  little  tiny  wit, —  \^ngmg. 

With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain, — 
Hfiut  make  content  with  his  fortunes  fit, 
Thon^  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

Lear,  True,  boy. — Come,  bring  us  to  this  hovel. 

\Exewni  Lear  and  Kent, 
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Fool.   This  is  a  brave  nig'ht  to  cool  a  courtezan. — I'll 
speak  a  prophecy  ere  I  go  : 

When  priests  are  more  in  word  than  matter ; 

When  brewers  mar  their  malt  with  water ; 

When  nobles  are  their  tailors'  tutors ; 

No  heretics  bum'd,  but  wenches'  suitors  j 

When  every  case  in  law  is  right ; 

No  squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  knight ; 

When  slanders  do  not  live  in  tongues; 

Nor  cutpurses  come  not  to  throngs ; 

When  usurers  tell  their  gold  i'  the  field ; 

And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build; — 

Then  shall  the  realm  of  Albion 

Come  to  great  confusion: 

Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  see't. 

That  going  shall  be  us'd  with  feet. . 
This  prophecy  Metlia  shall  make ;  for  I  live  before  his  Ume. 

[Exit. 


Scene  III.     A  room  in  Glosteb's  castle. 
Enter  Gloster  and  Edhund. 

Glo.  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  unnatural 
dealing.  When  I  desired  their  leave  that  I  might  pity  him, 
they  took  &om  me  the  use  of  mine  own  house ;  charged  mCj 
on  pain  of  perpetual  displeasure,  neither  to  ^eak  of  him, 
entreat  for  him,  nor  any  way  sustain  him. 

Edm.  Most  savage  and  unnatural  \ 

Glo.  Go  to ;  say  you  nothing.  There  is  divi^on  between 
the  dukes  \  and  a  worse  matter  than  that :  I  have  received 
a  letter  this  night; — 'tis  dangerous  to  be  spoken; — I  have 
locked  the  letter  in  my  closet :  these  injuries  the  king  now 
bears  will  be  revenged  home ;  there  is  part  of  a  power  al- 
ready footed :  we  must  incline  to  the  king.  I  will  look(**> 
him,  and  privily  relieve  him :  go  you,  and  maintain  talk  with 
the  duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of  him  perceived :  if  he  ask 
for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to  bed.  If  I  die  for  it,  as  no  lesa 
is  threatened  me,  the  king  my  old  master  must  be  relieved. 
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There  is  strange  things  toward,  Edmund ;  pray  you,  be  care- 
ful. [Exit. 

Edm.  This  courtesy,  forbid  tbee,  shall  the  duke 
Instantly  know ;  and  of  that  letter  too : — 
This  seems  a  fair  deserving,  and  must  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  loses, — no  less  than  all : 
The  younger  rises  when  the  old  doth  fall.  [ExU, 


Scene  rV.   A  part  ofthe  heath,  toith  a  hovel.  Storm  continuet. 
EfOer  Leak,  Kknt,  and  Foot 

Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  lord ;  good  my  lord,  enter : 
The  tyranny  of  the  open  night's  too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure. 

Lear.  I^et  me  alone. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Wilt  break  my  heart  ? 

Kent.  I  had  rather  break  mine  own.    Good  my  lord,  enter. 

Lsar.  Thou  tHuk'st  'tis  much  that  this  contentious  storm 
Invades  us  to  the  skin :  so  'tis  to  thee ; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  £x'd, 
The  lesser  is  scarce  felt.     Thou'dst  shun  a  bear ; 
But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  roaring  sea, 
Thou'dst  meet  the  bear  i'  the  mouth.     When  the  mind's  free. 
The  body's  delicate :  the  tempest  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  senses  take  all  feeling  else 
Save  what  beats  there. — Filial  ingratitude ! 
Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  should  tear  this  hand 
For  lifting  food  to't? — But  I  will  punish  home  : — 
No,  I  will  weep  no  more. — In  such  a  night 
To  shut  me  out ! — Pour  on ;  I  will  endure : — 
In  such  a  night  as  this !  O  Regan,  Goneril ! — 
Your  old  kind  father,  whose  frank  heart  gave  all, — 
O,  that  way  madness  lies ;  let  me  shun  that ; 
No  more  of  that. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Ijear,  Prithee,  go  in  thyself ;  seek  thine  own  ease : 
This  tempest  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
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On  things  would  hurt  me  more. — But  I'll  go  in. — 

In,  boy;  go  first  [to  the  Fool]. — You  houseless  poverty, — 

Nay,  get  thee  in.     Ill  pray,  and  then  111  sleep. — 

\Fool  goet  in. 
Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm. 
How  shall  your  houseless  heads  and  unfed  sides. 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggedness,  defend  you 
From  seasons  such  as  these  ?     O,  I  hare  ta'en 
Too  little  care  of  this  I    Take  physic,  pomp ; 
Expose  thyself  to  feel  what  wretches  feet, 
That  thou  mayst  shake  the  superflux  to  them, 
And  show  the  heavens  more  just 

Edg.  \withm[  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half!  Poor 
Tom!  [The  FqqI  rutu  intt  from  the  hooBl. 

Fool.  Come  not  in  here,  nuncle,  here's  a  spirit.  Help 
me,  help  me ! 

Kent.  Give  me  thy  hand. — "Who's  there  ? 

Fool,  A  spirit,  a  spirit;  he  says  his  name's  poor  Tom, 

Kera.  What  art  thou  that  dost  grumble  there  i'  the  straw  P 
Come  forth. 

Enter  Edgas  dieguieed  ae  a  madman. 

Edg.  Away]  the  foul  fiend  follows  me ! — 
Through  the  sharp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind.^-(^) 
Hum  1  go  to  thy  cold  (**)  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Z«ar.  Didst  thou  give  all  to  thy  daughters  ? 
And  art  thou  come  to  this  ? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  ?  whom  the  foul 
fiend  hath  led  through  fire  and  through  flame,  through  ford 
and  whirlpool,  o'et  bog  and  guagmire ;  that  hath  laid  knives 
under  his  pillow,  and  halters  in  hia  pew ;  set  ratsbane  by  his 
porridge ;  made  him  proud  of  heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting- 
horse  ovtst  four-inched  bridges,  to  course  his  own  shadow  for 
a  traitor. — Bless  thy  five  wits ! — Tom 's  a-cold, — O,  do  de, 
do  de,  do  de. — Bless  thee  from  whirlwinds,  star-blasting,  and 
taking !  Do  poor  Tom  some  charity,  whom  the  foul  fiend 
vexes : — ^there  could  I  have  him  now,— and  there, — and  there 
again,  and  there.  [Storm  continuet. 

Lear.  What,liave  hia  daughters  brought  him  to  this  pass? — 
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CouldBt  thou  save  nothing  ?    Didat  thou  give  'em  all  ? 

IhoL  Nay,  he  reserved  a  blanket,  else  we  had  been  ill 
shamed. 

Lear.  Novr,  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  aii 
Hang  fated  o'er  men's  faults  light  on  th;  daughters  I 

Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters,  sir. 

Lear.  Death,  traitor  1  nothing  could  have  subdu'd  nature 
To  such  alowness  but  his  unkind  dai^hters. — 
Is  it  the  fashion,  that  discarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flesh? 
Judicious  punishment !  'twas  this  flesh  begot 
Those  pelican  daughters. 

£dff.  Pillicock  sat  on  Pillicock-hill  :— 
Halloo,  halloo,  loo,  loo ! 

Fool.  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools  and  mad- 
men. 

£dg.  Take  heed  o'  the  foul  fiend:  obey  thy  parents; 
keep  thy  word  justly  ;(*^)  swear  not;  commit  not  with  man's 
sworn  spouse ;  set  not  thy  sweet  heart  on  proud  array. 
Tom's  a-cold, 

Lear.  What  hast  thou  been  f 

£dff.  A  serving-man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind;  that 
curled  my  hair ;  wore  gloves  in  my  cap ;  served  the  lust  of 
my  mistress'  heart,  and  did  the  act  of  darkness  with  her; 
swore  as  many  oaths  as  I  spake  words,  and  broke  them  in 
the  sweet  face  of  heaven ;  one  that  slept  in  the  contriving  of 
lust,  and  waked  to  do  it :  wine  loved  I  deeply,  dice  dearly ; 
and  in  woman  out-paramoured  the  Turk :  false  of  heart, 
light  of  ear,  bloody  of  hand ;  hog  in  sloth,  fox  in  stealth, 
wolf  in  greediness,  dog  in  madness,  lion  in  prey.  Iict  not 
the  creaking  of  shoes  nor  the  rustling  of  silks  betray  thy 
poor  heart  to  woman :  keep  thy  foot  out  of  brothels,  thy 
hand  out  of  plackets,  thy  pen  from  lenders'  books,  and  defy 
the  foul  fiend. — Still  through  the  hawthorn  blows  the  cold 
wind :  says  suum,  mun,  nonny.  Dolphin  my  boy,  boy,  sessa  I 
let  him  trot  by.  [Storm  eontinuei. 

Lear,  Why,  thou  yert  better  in  thy  grave  than  to  an- 
swer with  thy  uncovered  body  this  extremity  of  the  ^es.— 
Is  man  no  more  than  this  ?     Consider  him  well.    Thou  owcst 
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the  worm  no  tnXk,  the  beast  no  hide,  die  sheep  no  wool,  the 
cat  no  perftune. — Ha !  here's  three  on 's  are  sophiaticated !— — 
Thou  art  the  thing  itaelf :  unaccommodated  man  is  no  more 
but  such  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as  thou  art. — Ofi^  off, 
you  lendings  !^-come,  unbutton  here. 

[Tearing  offhis  clothe*. 

Foot.  Prithee,  nimcle,  be  contented  j  'tis  a  naughty  night 

to  swim  in.— -Now  a  little  Sie  in  a  wild(^  field  were  like  an 

old  lecher'a  heart, — a  small  spark,  all  the  rest  on 's  body  cold. 

— Look,  here  comes  a  walking  fire. 

£dg.  This  is  the  foul  fiend  Flibbertigibbet:  he  begins  at 
curfew,  and  walks  till  the  first  cock ;  he  gives  the  web  and 
the  pin,  squints  the  eye,  and  makes  the  hare-lip ;  mildews 
the  white  wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  creature  of  earth. 
Swithold  footed  thrice  the  old  ;(*») 
He  met  the  night-mare,  and  her  nine-fold; 
Bid  her  alight, 
And  her  troth  plight. 
And,  aroint  thee,  witch,  aroint  thee ! 
Kent.  How  fares  your  grace  f 

Enter  Glostkr,  toiih  a  torch. 

Lear.  What's  he? 

Kent.  Who 's  there  X    What  is 't  you  seek  f 

Gh.  What  are  you  there  X    Your  names  ? 

Edg.  Pool  Tom ;  that  eats  the  swimming  firog,  the  toad, 
the  tadpole,  the  wall-newt  and  the  water ;  that  in  the  fury 
of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend  rages,  eats  cow-dung  for 
sallets ;  swallows  the  old  rat  and  the  ditch-d(^ ;  drinks  the 
green  mantle  of  the  standing  pool ;  who  is  whipped  from 
tithing  to  tithing,  and  stocked,  punished,  and  imprisoned; 
who  hath  had  three  suits  to  his  back,  six  shirts  to  his  body, 
hoi^e  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear;— 

But  mice  and  rats,  and  such  small  deer, 
Have  been  Tom's  food  for  seven  long  year. 
Beware  my  follower. — Peace,  Smulkin ;  peace,  thou  fiend ! 

Olo,  What,  hath  your  grace  no  bptter  company  X 

Edg,  The  prince  of  darkness  is  a  gentleman : 
Modo  he's  call'd,  and  Mahu. 
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Glo.  Our  flesh  and  blood,  1117  lord,  is  grown  so  vile, 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it 

Sdff.  Poor  Tom 's  a-cold. 

Glo.  Go  in  with  me :  my  daty  cannot  sufTer 
To  obey  in  all  your  daughters'  hard  commands : 
Though  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors, 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you, 
Yet  have  I  ventur'd  to  come  seek  you  out. 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 

JLear.  First  let  me  talk  with  this  philosopher. — 
What  is  the  cause  of  thunder  ? 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  take  his  offer ;  go  into  the  house. 

Lear.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  same  leom&d  Theban.— 
What  is  your  study  ? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermis. 

Lear,  Let  me  ask  you  one  word  in  private. 

Kent.  Importune  Hm  once  more  to  go,  my  lord; 
His  wits  begin  to  unsettle. 

Glo.  Canst  thou  blame  him  ? 

His  daughters  seek  his  death: — ah,  that  good  Kent! — 
He  said  it  would  be  thus, — poor  banish'd  man  !— 
Thou  say'st  the  king  grows  mad ;  I'll  tell  thee,  friend, 
I  am  aliiiost  mad  myself:  I  had  a  son, 
Now  outlaw'd  &om  my  blood ;  he  sought  my  life. 
But  lately,  very  late :  I  lov'd  him,  friend, 
No  father  his  son  dearer :  true  to  tell  thee,   [Storm  ctmtiauet. 
The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits, — What  a  night  'a  this ! — 
I  do  beseech  your  grace, — 

Lear.  O,  cry  you  mercy,  sir. — 

Noble  philosopher,  your  company. 

Edg.  Tom  '8  a-cold.  ' 

Glo.  In,  fellow,  th^re,  into'  the  hovel :  keep  thee  warm. 

Lear.  Come,  let 's  in  all. 

Kent.  This  way,  my  lord. 

Lear,  With  him ; 

I  will  keep  still  with  my  philosopher. 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  soothe  him ;  let  him  take  the  fel- 
low. 

Glo.  Take  him  you  on. 

VOL.  V.  u  o 
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Kent,  Sirrah,  come  on ;  go  along  with  us. 
Zear.  Come,  good  Athenian, 
Glo.  No  words,  no  words : 

Hush. 

Edff.  Child  Rowland  to  the  dark  tower  came, 
His  word  was  still, — Fie,  fob,  and  funi, 

I  smell  the  blood  of  a  British  man.  [JExeiut. 


Scene  V.     ji  room  tn  Glostbr's  cattle. 
Enter  CoBNWALL  and  Edhdnv. 

Corrt.  I  will  have  mj  reyenge  ere  I  depart  his  house. 

Edta.  How,  raj  lord,  I  may  be  censured,  that  nature  thus 
gives  way  to  loyalty,  something  fears  me  to  think  of. 

Com.  I  now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogether  your  brother's 
evil  disposition  made  him  seek  his  death ;  but  a  provoking 
merit,  set  a-work  by  a  reproveable  hadness  in  himself. 

Edm.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  must  repent 
to  be  just !  This  Is  the  letter  he  spoke  of,  which  approves 
him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advantages  of  France.  0 
heavens !  that  this  treason  were  not,  or  not  I  the  detector ! 

Com.  Go  with  me  to  the  duchess. 

Edm.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  he  certain,  you  have 
mighty  business  in  hand. 

Com.  True  or  false,  it  hath  mode  thee  earl  of  Gloster. 
Seek  out  where  thy  father  is,  that  he  may  he  ready  for  our 
apprehentdon. 

Edm.  \iuiie\  If  I  find  him  comforUng  the  king,  it  wOl 
stuff  bis  suspicion  more  fully. — I  will  persever  in  my  course 
of  loyalty,  though  the  conflict  be  sore  between  that  and  my 
blood. 

Com,  I  will  lay  trust  upon  thee ;  and  thou  shalt  find  a 
dearer  father  in  my  love. 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene  VI.     A  chamber  in  afarmhmua  a^oining  the  caitle. 
Enter  Olosteb,  Lkab,  Kent,  Fool,  and  Edgab. 

Glo.  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air;  take  it  thaDk- 
fully.  I  win  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition  I  can : 
I  will  not  be  long  from  you. 

Kent.  All  the  power  of  his  wits  faaveC'")  given  way  to  his 
impatience : — the  gods  reward  70111  kindness !    [Exit  Gloster. 

Edg.  Fiateretto  calls  me ;  and  tells  me  Nero  is  an  angler 
in  the  lake  of  HaTVn>«ui, — I^ay,  innocent,  and  beware  the  foul 
fiend. 

Fool.  Prithee,  nuncle,  tell  me  whether  a  madman  be  a 
gentleman  or  a  yeoman  ? 

Lear.  A  king,  a  king ! 

Fool,  No,  he's  a  yeoman  that  has  a  gentleman  to  his  son ; 
for  he's  a  mad  yeoman  that  sees  his  son  a  gentleman  before 
him. 

Lear.  To  have  a  thousand  with  red  burning  spits 
Come  hissing  in  upon  'em, — 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  bites  my  back. 

Fool.  He's  mad  that  trusts  in  the  tameness  of  a  wolf,  a 
horse's  health,  a  boy's  love,  or  a  whore's  oath. 

Lear.  It  shall  be  done ;  I  will  arraign  them  stra^ht. — 
Come,  sit  thou  here,  most  learned  justicer ; — (")   [To  Edgar. 
Thou,  sapient  sir,  sit  here.    [To  the  FoolJ\ — Now,  you  she 
foxes ! — 

Edg.  Look,  where  he  stands  and  glares ! — Wantest  thou 
eyes  at  trial,  madam  t 

Come  o'er  the  boum,(»')  Bessy,  to  me, — 

Fool.      Her  boat  hath  a  leak. 

And  she  muet  not  speak 
Why  she  dares  not  come  over  to  thee. 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice  of  a 
nightingale.  Hopdance  cries  in  Tom's  belly  for  two  white 
herring.     Croak  not,  black  angel ;  I  have  no  food  for  thee. 

Kent.  How  do  you,  sir?     Stand  you  not  so  amaz'd: 
Will  you  lie  down  and  rest  upon  the  cushions  ? 

Lear.  I'll  see  their  trial  first. — Bring  ia  the  evidence. — ■ 
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Thou  tobH  maD  of  justice,  take  thy  place ;—       [To  Edgar. 
And  thou,  his  joke-fellow  of  equity,  [To  the  Fool. 

Bench  by  his  side : — you  are  o'  the  commissioD, 
Sit  you  too.  [To  Kent. 

JSdff.  Let  us  deal  justly. 

Sleepest  or  wakest  thou,  jolly  shepherd  7 

Thy  sheep  be  in  the  com ; 
And  foi  one  blast  of  thy  minikin  mouth. 
Thy  sheep  shall  take  no  barm. 
Pur!  the  cat  ia  gray. 

Lear.  Arraign  her  first ;  'tis  Goneril,  I  here  take  my 
oath  before  this  honourable  assembly,  she  kicked  the  poor 
king  her  father. 

Fool.  Ccaoe  hither,  mistress.   Is  your  name  Goneril  ? 
Lear.  She  cannot  deny  it. 
Fool.  Cry  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  joinUstool. 
Lear.  And  here's  another,  whose  varp'd  looks  proclaim 
What  store  her  heart  ia  made  on,— Stop  her  there ! 
Arms,  arms,  sword,  fire ! — Corruption  in  the  place ! — 
False  justicer,  why  hast  thou  let  her  scape  ? 
Edg.  Bless  thy  five  wits ! 

Kent.  O  pity ! — Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now, 
That  you  so  oft  have  boasted  to  retain  i 

Edg.  [aeidel  My  tears  b^in  to  take  his  part  so  much. 
They'll  mai  my  counterfeiting. 

Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all, 
Tray,  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart,  see,  they  bark  at  me. 

Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them. — Avaunt,  you 
curs! 

Be  tby  mouth  or  black  or  white, 
Tooth  that  poisons  if  it  bite ; 
Mastiff,  greyhound,  mongrel  grim, 
Hound  or  spaniel,  brach  or  Iym,(^) 
Or  bobtail  tike  or  trundle-tail, — 
Tom  will  make  them  weep  and  wail : 
For,  with  throwing  thus  my  head, 
D<^  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Do  de,  de,  de.     Sessa  1     Come,  march  to  wakes  and  fairs  and 
market-towns. — Poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry. 
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Lear.  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan  j  see  what  breeds 
ahout  her  heart.  Is  there  any  cause  in  nature  that  makes 
these  hard  hearts? — [2fa  Edgar^  You,  sir,  I  entertain  for 
one  of  my  hundred ;  only  I  do  not  like  the  fashion  of  your 
garments:  you  will  say  they  are  Persian;  but  let  them  be 
changed, 

Kent,  Now,  good  my  lord,  lie  here  and  reft  awhile. 

Lear,  Make  no  noise,  make  no  noise ;  draw  the  curtains : 
So,  80.     We'll  go  to  supper  i'  the  morning. 

Fool.  And  111  go  to  bed  at  noon. 

Re-mter  Glostek. 

Olo.  Come  hither,  friend:  where  is  the  king  my  master  f 

Kmt.  Here,  sir ;  hut  trouble  him  not, — his  wits  are  gone. 

Qlo.  Qood  friend,  I  prithee,  take  him  in  thy  arms ; 
I  have  o'erheard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him : 
There  is  a  litter  ready ;  lay  him  in't, 
And  drive  toward  Dover,  friend,  where  thou  shalt  meet 
Both  welcome  and  protection.     Take  up  thy  master : 
If  thou  shouldst  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life, 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him, 
Stand  in  assur^  loss :  take  up,  take  up ; 
And  follow  roe,  that  will  to  some  provision 
Give  thee  quick  conduct. 

Kent.  Oppress'd  nature  sleeps : — 

This  rest  might  yet  have  balm'd  thy  broken  8inews,(") 
Which,  if  convenience  will  not  allow. 
Stand  in  bard  cure. — Come,  help  to  bear  thy  master; 
Thou  must  not  stay  behind.  [Zb  the  Fool. 

Qlo.  Come,  come,  away. 

[Exeunt  Kent,  Qloiter,  and  the  Fool,  bearmg 
off  Lear. 

Edg.  When  we  our  betters  see  bearing  our  woes. 
We  scarcely  think  our  miseries  our  foes. 
Who  alone  suffers  suffers  moat  i'  the  mind, 
Iicaving  free  things  and  happy  shows  behind : 
But  then  the  mind  much  sufferance  doth  o'erskip, 
When  grief  hath  mates,  and  bearing  fellowship. 
How  light  and  portable  my  pain  seems  now, 
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When  that  which  makes  me  bend  makes  the  king  bow. 

He  childed  as  I  father'd !— Tom,  away ! 

Mark  the  high  noises ;  and  thyself  bewray, 

When  false  opinion,  whose  wrong  thought  defile3(^)  thee, 

In  thy  just  proof,  repeals  and  reconciles  thee. 

What  will  ^p  more  to>night,  safe  scape  the  king ! 

Lurk,  lurk.  lExU. 


Scene  VII.    A  room  in  Glostbr's  cattle, 

EnUT  CoBliWALL,  Beoah,  Oomuul,  Edmumd,  and  Servants. 

Com.  Post  speedily  to  my  lord  your  husband ;  show  him 
this  letter:— the  army  of  France  is  landed. — Seek  out  the 
traitor  Oloster,  [^Exeunt  tome  of  the  Seroantt^ 

Reg.  Hang  him  instantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Com.  Leave  him  to  my  displeasure. — Edmund,  keep  yov 
OUT  sister  company :  the  revenges  we  are  bound  to  take  uptm 
your  traitorous  father  are  not  fit  for  your  beholding.  Ad- 
vise the  duke,  where  you  are  going,  to  a  most  festinate  prepa- 
ration :  we  are  bound  to  the  like.  Our  posts  shall  be  swifi 
and  intelligent  betwizt  us.  Farewell,  dear  sister : — farewell, 
my  lord  of  Gloster, 

£nler  OswAij>. 
How  now !  Where's  the  king  ? 

One.  My  lord  of  Oloster  hath  convey'd  him  heace : 
Some  five  or  six  and  thirty  of  his  knights, 
Hot  guestrists  after  him,  met  him  at  gate ; 
Who,  with  some  other  of  the  lords  dependants. 
Are  gone  with  him  toward  Dover ;  where  they  boast 
To  have  well-armSd  friends. 

Com.  Oet  horses  for  your  mistress. 

Oon.  Farewell,  sweet  lord,  and  raster. 
Com.  Edmund,  farewell. 

[Exernit  OoaerU,  Echmtnd,  and  Oiiiwfif. 
Go  seek  the  traitor  Gloster, 
Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  ns. 

[Exnmt  other  SenwtU. 
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Though  well  we  may  not  pass  upon  his  life 

"Without  the  form  of  justice,  yet  our  power 

Shall  do  a  courtesy  to  our  wrath,  which  men 

May  blame,  but  not  control. — Who's  there  ?  the  traitor  f 

Se-enter  SerrantB,  wilh  Olostek. 

Reg.  Ingrateful  fox !  'tis  he. 

Com.  Bind  fast  his  corky  arms. 

Gio,  What  mean  your  graces  ? — Good  my  firiends,  con- 
sider 
You  are  my  guests :  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 

Com.  Bind  him,  I  say.  [ServaiOt  bind  Jam. 

Reg.  Hard,  hard.— O  filthy  traitor! 

Glo.  Unmerciful  lady  as  you  are,  I'm  none. 

Com.  To  this  chair  bind  him, — ^Villain,  thou  shalt  find — 
[Regan  ptuckt  hit  htard. 

Glo.  By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  most  ignobly  done 
To  pluck  me  by  the  beard, 

Reg.  So  white,  and  auch  a  traitor ! 

Glo.  Naughty  lady. 

These  hairs,  which  thou  dost  ravish  from  my  chin. 
Will  quicken,  and  accuse  thee:  I  am  your  host : 
With  robbers'  bands  my  hospitable  favours 
You  should  not  ruffle  thus.     What  will  you  do  t 

Com.  Come,  sir,  what  letters  had  you  late  fi;om  France  t 

Reg.  Be  simple-answer'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Com.  And  what  confederacy  have  you  with  the  traitors 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

Reg.  To  whose  bands  have  you  sent  the  lunatic  king  1 
Speak. 

Glo.  I  have  a  letter  guessinglj  set  down. 
Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  neutral  hear^ 
And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 

Corn.  Cunning. 

Reg.  And  false. 

Com.  Where  hast  thou  sent  the  king  ? 

Glo.  To  Dover. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  t    Wast  thou  not  charg'd  at 
peril — 
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Com.  Wlierefore  to  Dover  ?     Let  him  uuwer  that. 
Olo.  I  am  tied  to  the  stake,  and  I  must  stand  the  course. 
Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 
Glo.  Because  I  would  not  see  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes ;  nor  thy  fierce  sister 
In  his  anointed  flesh  stick  hoarish  fangs. 
The  sea,  with  such  a  storm  aa  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  night  endur'd,  would  hare  buoy'd  up. 
And  quench'd  the  stell^d  fires ; 
Yet,  poor  old  heart,  he  holp  the  heavens  to  rain. 
If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howl'd  that  stem  time. 
Thou  ehouldst  have  said,  "  Good  porter,  turn  the  key," 
AH  cruela  else  subscrib'd : — but  I  shall  see 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  such  children. 

Com.  See't  shalt  thou  never. — Fellows,  hold  the  chaix. — 
Upon  these  eyes  of  thine  I'll  set  my  foot. 

Glo.  He  that  will  think  to  live  till  he  be  old, 
Give  me  some  helpt — O  cruel! — O  you  gods! 

Heg,  One  side  will  mock  another ;  the  other  too. 
Com.  If  you  see  vengeance, — 

lirtt  Sen.  Hold  your  hand,  my  lord : 

I  have  aerv'd  you  ever  since  I  was  a  child ; 
But  better  service  have  I  never  done  you 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 

Seg.  How  now,  you  dog ! 

iWtt  Serv.  If  you  did  wear  a  beard  upon  your  chin, 
I'd  ahake  it  on  this  quarrel.     What  do  you  mean  t 

Com.  My  villain !  [Dratot. 

Urtt  Serv.  Nay,  then,  come  on,  and  take  the  chance  of 
anger. 

[^Drawit.    Theyjight.   Cornwall  it  wounded. 
Reg.  Give  me  thy  sword. — A  peasant  stand  up  thus  I 

\Taket  a  tmordfrom  another  Servant,  and 
rum  at  Mrst  Servant  behind, 
Mret  Serv.  O,  I  am  slain ! — My  lord,  you  have  one  eye 
left 
To  see  some  mischief  on  him.(*'') — 0 1  {Diet, 

Com.  Lest  it  see  more,  prevent  it. — Out,  vile  jelly ! 
l^ere  is  thy  lustre  now  f 
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6lo.  All  dark  and  comfortless. — Wliere's  my  sod  Ed- 
mund? 
Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  sparks  of  nature, 
To  quit  this  horrid  act. 

Reff.  Out,  treacherous  villain ! 

Thou  call'st  on  him  that  hates  thee :  it  was  he 
That  made  the  ov^ture  of  thy  treasons  to  us ; 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glo.  O  my  follies ; 

Then  Edgar  was  abus'd.— 
Kind  gods,  forgive  me  that,  and  prosper  him  1 

Meg.  60  thrust  him  out  at  gates,  and  let  him  smell 
His  way  to  Dover. — How  is't,  my  lord  ?  how  look  you  ? 

Com.  I  have  receiv'd  a  hurt : — follow  me,  lady. — 
Turn  out  that  eyeless  villain ; — throw  this  slave 
Upon  the  dunghill. — R^an,  I  bleed  apace: 
Untimely  comes  this  hurt :  give  me  your  arm. 

[Exit  Cornwall,  led  by  Regan. — Some  of  the  Ser- 
vantt  unbind  Oloster,  and  lead  him  oat. 

Sec.  Sent.  Ill  never  care  what  wickedness  I  do. 
If  this  man  come  to  good. 

Third  Sen.  If  she  live  long, 

And,  in  the  end,  meet  the  old  course  of  death, 
Women  will  all  turn  monsters. 

Sec.  Serv.  Let's  follow  the  old  earl,  and  get  the  Bedlam 
To  lead  him  where  he  would:  his  roguish  madness 
Allows  itself  to  any  thing. 

Third  Serv.  Qo  thou :  111  fetch  some  flax  and  whites  of 
eggs 
To  apply  to  his  bleeding  face.     Now,  heaven  help  him  I 

lExetmt  eeverallg. 
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ACT  IV. 

Scene  I.     The  heath. 
Enter  EdOAB. 
Edg.  Tet  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd. 
Than  bUU  contemn'd  and  flatter'd.     To  be  worst. 
The  lowest  and  moat  dejected  thing  of  fwtune, 
Standa  still  in  eaperance,  lives  not  in  fear : 
The  lamentable  change  is  &om  the  beat ; 
The  wont  returns  to  laughter.     Welcome,  then, 
Thou  unsubstantial  air  that  I  embrace  1 
The  wretch  that  thou  hast  blown  unto  the  wont 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blasts. — But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Qloster,  ledbj/an  Old  Man. 
My  father,  poorly  led  ? — World,  world,  O  world ! 
But  that  thy  strange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee. 
Life  would  not  yield  to  age. 

Old  Man.  O,  my  good  lord,  I  hare  been  your  tenant,  and 
your  father's  tenant,  these  fourscore  years. 

Glo.  Away,  get  thee  away ;  good  fiiiend,  be  g<me : 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all ; 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  You  cannot  see  your  way. 

Glo.  I  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyes; 
I  stumbled  when  I  saw :  full  oft  'tis  seen. 
Our  meansP^)  secure  us,  and  our  mere  defects 
Prove  our  commodities. — O  dear  son  £dgax. 
The  food  of  thy  abused  father's  wrath  1 
Mig^t  I  but  live  to  see  thee  in  my  touch, 
I'd  say  I  had  eyes  again '. 

Old  Man.  How  now!    Who's  there? 

Edff.  [aside^   O  gods!    Who  is't  can  say,  "I  am  at  the 
worst"  ? 
I  am  worse  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old  Man.  'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 
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Edg.  \tuide\  And  worse  I  may  be  yet :  the  worst  is  not 
So  long  as  we  can  say,  "  This  is  the  worst." 

Old  Man.  Fellow,  where  goeat  ? 

Glo.  Is  it  a  beggar-man  ? 

Old  Man.  Madman  and  beggar  too. 

Gh.  He  has  some  reason,  else  he  could  not  beg. 
I'  the  last  night's  storm  I  such  a  fellow  saw ; 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  wonn :  my  son 
Came  then  into  my  mind ;  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  scarce  jriends  with  him :  I  have  heard  more  since. 
As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  the  gods,— 
They  kill  us  for  their  sport. 

Edg.  [oMiJe]  How  should  this  be  7 — 

Bad  is  the  trade  that  must  play  fool  to  sorrow. 
Angering  itself  and  others. — Bless  thee,  master ! 

Gh.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 

Old  Man.  '  Ay,  my  lord. 

Glo.  Then,  prithee,  get  thee  gone :  if,  for  my  sake. 
Thou  wilt  o'ertake  us,  hence  a  mile  or  twain, 
I'  the  way  toward  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love ; 
And  bring  some  coTcring  for  this  naked  soul. 
Which  I'll  entreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man.  Alack,  sir,  he  is  mad. 

Glo.  'Tis  the  times' (°^  pl^uB,  when  madmen  lead  the 
blind. 
Do  as  I  bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleasure ; 
Above  the  rest,  be  gcHie. 

Old  Man.  Ill  bring  him  the  best  'parel  that  I  have, 
Come  on't  what  will.  [Exit. 

Glo,  Sirrah,  naked  fellow, — 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-cold. — I  cannot  daub  it  further.  [Ande. 

Glo.  Come  hitbw,  fellow. 

Edg.  [atidej  And  yet  I  must. — Bless  thy  sweet  eyes,  they 
bleed, 

Glo.  Know'st  thou  the  way  to  Dover  i 

Edg.  Both  stile  and  gate,  horse>way  and  foot-path.  Poor 
Tom  hath  been  scared  out  of  his  good  wits : — 'bless  thee,  good 
man's  son,  from  the  foul  fiend ! — five  fiends  have  been  in  poor 
Tom  at  once ;  of  Inst,  as  Obidicut ;  Hobbididance,  prince  of 
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dumbness ;  Uahu,  of  stealing ;  Modo,  of  murder ;  Flibber- 
tigibbet, of  mopping  and  mowing,(*) — who  since  possesses 
chambermaids  and  waiting- women.     So,  bless  thee,  master ! 

Glo.  Here,  take  this  purse,  thou  whom  the  heavens'  plagues 
Have  humbled  to  all  strokes :  that  I  am  wretched 
Makes  thee  the  happier : — heavens,  deal  so  still  1 
Let  the  superfluous  and  lust-dieted  man, 
That  slaves  jour  ordinance,  that  will  not  see 
Because  he  doth  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickl; ; 
I^o  distribution  should  undo  excess. 
And  each  man  have  enough. — Dost  thou  know  Dover  ? 

£dff.  Ay,  master. 

Olo,  There  is  a  cliff,  whose  high  and  bending  head 
Looks  fearfully  in  the  confined  deep : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it. 
And  111  repair  the  misery  thou  dost  bear 
With  something  rich  about  me :  from  that  place 
1  shall  no  leading  need. 

£dff.  Give  me  thy  arm : 

Poor  Tom  shall  lead  thee.  ExmaU. 


ScEKB  n.     Before  the  Duke  of  Albany's  palace. 
Entar  QoNiatL  tmd  Edmdkd  ;  Oswald  mttting  t&aa. 

Goo.  Welcome,  my  lord :  I  marvel  our  mild  husband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way. — Now,  wheie's  your  master  ? 

Otw.  Madam,  within;  but  never  man  so  chang'd. 
I  told  htm  of  the  army  that  was  landed ; 
He  smil'd  at  it :  I  told  bim  you  were  coming ; 
His  answer  was,  "  The  worse :"  of  Gloster's  treachery. 
And  of  the  loyal  service  of  bia  son, 
When  I  inform'd  bim,  then  he  call'd  me  sot, 
And  told  me  I  had  tum'd  the  wrong  side  out : — 
What  most  he  should  dislike  seems  pleasant  to  him; 
What  like,  offensive. 

Oon.  Then  shall  you  go  no  further.     [To  Edm. 

It  is  the  cowish  terror  of  his  spirit, 
That  dares  not  undertake:  he'll  not  feel  wrongs, 
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WLicli  tie  him  to  aa  answer.     Our  wishes  on  the  way 

May  prove  effects.     Back,  Edmund,  to  my  brother ; 

Hasten  his  musters  and  conduct  his  powers : 

I  must  change  arms  at  home,  and  ^ve  the  distaff 

Into  my  husband's  hands.     This  trust;  servant 

Shall  pass  between  us :  ere  long  you  are  like  to  hear. 

If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 

A  mistiesa's  command.     Wear  this ;  spare  speech ; 

{Giving  a  favour. 
Decline  your  head :  this  kiss,  if  it  durst  speak. 
Would  stretch  thy  spirits  up  into  the  air ; — 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Edm,  Yours  in  the  ranks  ef  death. 
Goa.  My  most  dear  G-Ioster ! 

[Exit  Edmund. 
O,  the  difference  of  man  and  man ! 
To  thee  a  woman's  services  are  due : 
My  fool  usurps  my  body. 

One.  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

{Exit. 
Etiier  AhBiHY. 
Gqr.  I  have  been  worth  the  whistle. 
Alb.  O  Goneril ! 

You  are  not  worth  the  dust  which  the  rude  wind 
Blows  in  your  face.     I  fear  your  disposition  : 
That  nature,  which  contemns  its  origin. 
Cannot  be  border'd  certain  in  itself; 
She  that  herself  will  sliver  and  disbranch 
From  her  materitd  sap,  perforce  must  wither, 
And  come  to  deadly  use. 

Gon.  No  more ;  the  text  is  foolish. 
Alb.  Wisdom  and  goodness  to  ^e  vile  seem  vile : 
Filths  savour  but  themselves.     What  have  you  done  7 
Tigers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  perform'd  ? 
A  father,  and  a  gracious  ag^d  man, 
Whose  reverence  the  head-lugg'd  bear  would  lick. 
Most  barbarous,  most  degenerate  [  have  you  madded. 
Could  my  good  brother  suffer  you  to  do  it  7 
A  man,  a  prince,  by  him  so  benefited  1 
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If  that  tlie  hearens  do  not  tbeir  risible  spirits 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  these  rile  offencea. 
It  will  come, 

HumanityC)  must  perforce  prey  on  itself, 
Uke  monsters  of  the  deep. 

Goa.  Milk-liver'd  man ! 

That  bear'st  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for  wrongs ; 
Who  hast  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  discerning 
Thine  honour  from  thy  suffering ;  that  not  know'st 
Fools  do  those  viUains  pity  who  are  punish'd 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mischief.     Where's  thy  drum  t 
France  spreads  his  banners  in  our  noiseless  land ; 
With  plumed  helm  thy  slayer  begins  threats ; 
Whiles  thou,  a  moral  fool,  sitt'st  still,  and  criest, 
"  Alack,  why  does  he  so  ?" 

Jib.  See  thyself,  devil ! 

Proper  deformity  seems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid  as  in  woman. 

Gon,  O  vain  fool ! 

jllb.  Thou  changed  and  self-cover'd  thing,  for  shame, 
Be-monster  not  thy  feature.     Were 't  my  fitness 
To  let  these  hands  obey  my  bloodjC) 
They  are  apt  enough  to  dislocate  and  tear 
Thy  fiesh  and  bones : — howe'er  thou  art  a  fiend, 
A  woman's  shape  doth  shield  thee. 

Gon.  Marry,  your  manhood  now ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Jib.  What  news  1 

Met*.  O,  my  good  lord,  the  Duke  of  Cornwall's  dead; 
Slain  by  his  servant,  going  to  put  out 
The  other  eye  of  Gloster. 

JU>,  Oloster's  eyes  1 

Mett.  A  servant  that  he  bred,  thrill'd  with  r 
Oppos'd  gainst  the  act,  bending  his  sword 
To  his  great  master;  who,  thereat  enrag'd, 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongst  them  fell'd  him  dead ; 
But  not  without  that  harmful  stroke,  which  since 
Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 
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jiib.  Thii  Bhows  you  are  aboTe. 

You  jusdceis,  tliat  these  our  nether  crimes 
So  speedily  can  veu^e ! — But,  O  poor  Gloater  1 
Lost  he  his  other  eye  ? 

Meti.  Both,  both,  my  lord. — 

This  letter,  madam,  craves  a  speedy  answer ; 
'Tis  from  your  sister. 

Gon,  [atide]  One  way  I  like  this  well ; 
But  being  widow,  and  my  Gloiter  with  her. 
May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life ;  another  way, 
The  news  is  not  so  tart. — 111  read,  and  answer.  [Exit. 

AU).  Where  was  his  son  when  they  did  take  his  eyes? 

Meu.  Come  with  my  tady  hither. 

AB>.  He  is  not  here. 

Mest.  No,  my  good  lord ;  I  met  him  back  again. 

Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickedness  ? 

Meu.  Ay,  my  good  lord;  'twas  he  iuform'd  agunst 
him; 
And  quit  the  house  on  purpose,  that  their  punishment 
Might  hare  the  &eer  course. 

Alb.  Gloster,  I  live 

To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  show'dst  the  king, 
And  to  revenge  thine  eyes. — Come  hither,  friend : 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  know'st.  [Exeunt, 


Scene  III.     The  French  camp  near  Dover, 
Enter  Kent  amd  a  Qentleman. 

Kent.  Why  the  King  of  France  is  so  suddenly  gone  back 
know  you  the  reason  ? 

Gent,  Something  he  left  imperfect  in  the  state,  which 
since  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of;  which  imports  to  the 
kingdom  so  much  fear  and  danger,  that  his  personal  return 
was  most  required  and  necessary, 

Kent.  Who  hath  he  left  behind  him  general  1 

Gent.  The  Uarahal(«)  of  France,  Monsieur  La  Far, 
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Kent,  Did  jour  letters  pierce  the  queen  to  any  deinon- 
stratioB  of  grief? 

Gent.  Aj,Bir;C*)8lie  took  them,  read  them  in  my  pieseDoe; 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  tiill'd  down 
Her  delicate  cheek :  it  aeem'd  she  was  a  queen 
Over  her  passion ;  who,  most  rebel-like. 
Sought  to  be  king  o'er  her. 

JCent.  0,  then  it  mor'd  her. 

Oent,  Not  to  a  rage :  patience  and  sorrow  stroTe(**) 
Who  should  express  her  goodliest.     You  have  seen 
Sunshine  and  rain  at  once :  hei  smiles  and  tears 
Weie  like  a  better  da; :  (*^)  those  happy  smilets. 
That  play'd  on  her  ripe  lip,  seam'd  not  to  know 
What  guests  were  in  her  eyes ;  which  parted  thence, 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropp'd, — In  brief,  sorrow 
Would  be  a  rarit;  most  belov'd,  if  all 
Could  so  become  it. 

Kent.  Made  she  no  verbal  question  t 

Oent,  Faith,  once  or  twice  she  heav'd  the  name  of 
"  father" 
Fantingly  forth,  as  if  it  press'd  her  heart ; 
Cried,  "Sisters!  nstersi — Shame  of  ladies  1  sisters! 
Kent !  father !  sisters  I    Wbat,  i'  the  storm  f  i'  the  night  t 
Let  pit;  not  be  believ'd  t" — There  she  shook 
The  hoi;  water  from  her  beavenl;  e;es, 
And  clamour  moisten'd :  (••)  then  awa;  she  started 
To  deal  with  grief  alone. 

Kent.  It  is  the  stars. 

The  stars  above  us,  govern  our  conditions; 
Else  one  self  mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  different  issues.     You  spoke  not  with  her  since  t 

Oent.  No. 

Kent.  Was  this  before  the  king  retum'd  t 

Gent.  No,  since. 

Kent.  Well,  sir,  the  poor  distressed  Lear's  i'  the  town; 
Who  sometime,  in  his  better  tune,  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about,  and  b;  no  means 
Will  }rield  to  see  his  daughter. 

Oent,  Wh;,  good  sir  f 
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Kent.  A  sovereign  shame  so  elbo¥fs  him:  his  own  un- 
kiodness, 
That  stripp'd  her  from  his  benediction,  tum'd  her 
To  foreign  casualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog-hearted  daughters, — these  things  sting 
His  mind  so  venomously,  that  burning  shame 
Detains  him  from  Cordelia. 

Gent.  Alack,  poor  gentleman ! 

Kent.  Of  Albany's  and  Cornwall's  powers  you  heard  not? 

Gent.  'Tis  so  they  are  a-foot. 

Kent.  Well,  sir.  111  bring  you  to  our  master  Lear, 
Aud  leave  you  to  attend  him :  some  dear  cause 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  awhile ; 
When  I  am  known  aright,  you  shall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance,     I  pray  you,  go 
Along  with  me.  \Exeunt. 


Scene  IV.     The  tame.    A  tent. 
Enter  OoanELiA,  Physician,  ond  Soldiera. 

Cor.  Alack,  'tis  he :  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
As  mad  as  the  vex'd  sea ;  singii^  aloud ; 
Crown'd  with  rank  fumiterC^  and  furrow-weeds. 
With  hoar-docks,(")  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckoo-flowerH, 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  sustaining  com. — A  century  send  forth  -, 
Search  every  acre  in  the  high-grown  field, 
And  bring  him  to  our  eye.    [Exit  an  Officer.'\ — What  can 

man's  wisdom 
In  the  restoring  his  bereaved  sense  7 
He  that  helps  him  take  all  my  outward  worth. 

Pky.  There  is  means,  madam : 
Our  foster-nurse  of  nature  is  repose, 
The  which  he  lacks ;  that  to  provoke  in  him, 
Are  many  simples  operative,  whose  power 
Will  close  the  eye  of  anguish. 

Cor.  All  bless'd  secrets. 

All  you  unpublish'd  virtues  of  the  earth, 

VOL.  V.  XX 
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Spring  with  my  tears !  be  aidant  and  remediate . 
In  the  good  man's  distress ! — Seek,  seek  for  him ; 
Lest  his  ungoreni'd  rage  disgolve  the  life 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it 

Enter  a  Messenger, 
Jifiuf.  News,  madam ; 

The  British  powers  are  marching  hitherward. 

C<rr>  'Tis  known  before ;  our  preparation  atands 

In  expectation  of  them. — O  dear  father, 

It  is  thy  business  that  I  go  about ; 

Therefore  great  France 

My  mourning  and  impcfftant  tears  hath  pitied. 

No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite, 

But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right : 

Soon  may  I  bear  and  see  him !  \ExeuKt. 


Scene  V.    A  rwrn  in  Gloster's  cattle. 

Enter  Reoait  and  Oswald. 

Reg.  But  are  my  brother's  powers  set  forth  ? 

One.  Ay,  i 

Reg,  Himself  in  person  there  ? 

Ota,  Madam,  with  much  ado : 

Your  sister  is  the  better  soldier. 

Reg.  Lord  Edmund  spake  not  with  youi  lord  at  home  f 

Otio.  No,  madam. 

Reg,  What  might  import  my  sister's  letter  to  him  f 

OtK.  I  know  not,  lady. 

Reg.  Faith,  he  is  posted  hence  on  serious  matter. 
It  was  great  ignorance,  Gloster's  eyes  being  out, 
To  let  him  live :  where  he  arrives  he  moves 
All  hearts  against  us :  Edmund,  I  think,  is  gone, 
In  pity  of  his  misery,  to  dispatch 
His  nighted  life ;  moreover,  to  descry 
The  strength  o'  the  enemy. 

One.  I  must  needs  after  him,  madam,  with  my  letter. 
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Reg.  Our  troops  set  forth  to-morrow :  stay  with  us ; 
The  ways  are  dangerous. 

Oaw,  I  may  not,  madam : 

My  lady  charg'd  my  duty  in  this  business. 

Reg.  Why  should  she  write  to  Edmimd  ?   Might  not  you 
Transport  her  purposes  by  word  7     Belike, 
Something — I  know  not  what : — I'll  lore  thee  much. 
Let  me  unseal  the  tetter. 

Otis.  Madam,  I  had  rather — 

Reg.  I  know  your  lady  does  not  love  her  husband ; 
I  am  sure  of  that :  and  at  her  late  being  here 
She  gave  strange  eyeliads  and  most  speaking  looks 
To  noble  Edmund.    I  know  you  are  of  her  bosom. 

Oiw,  I,  madam  ? 

Reg.  I  speak  in  understanding ;  you  are,  I  know 't : 
Therefore  I  do  advise  you,  take  this  note : 
My  lord  is  dead ;  Edmund  and  I  have  talk'd ; 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand 
Than  for  your  lady's : — ^you  may  gather  more. 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you,  give  him  this ; 
And  when  your  mistress  hears  thus  much  from  you, 
I  pray,  desire  her  call  her  wisdom  to  her. 
So,  fare  you  well. 

If  yva  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor. 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

Otto,  Would  I  could  meet  him,  madam !  I  should  show 
What  party  I  do  follow. 

Reg.  Fare  thee  well.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  VI.     The  country  near  Dover. 
Enter  Glostbb,  and  Eboab  dreitad  Ske  apacuant. 
Glo.  When  shall  I  come  to  the  top  of  that  same  hill  t 
Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now :  look,  how  we  labour. 
Glo.  Methinks  the  ground  is  even, 
Edg.  Horrible  steep. 

Hark,  do  yon  hear  the  sea  f 

Qh.  No,  truly. 
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Sdff.  Why,  thenj  your  other  senses  grow  imperfect 
By  your  eyes'  anguish. 

Olo.  So  may  it  be,  indeed : 

Methinks  thy  voice  is  alter'd ;  and  thou  speat'st 
In  better  phrase  and  matter  than  thou  didsL 

Edg.  You're  much  deceiv'd :  in  nothing  am  I  chang'd 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glo.  Methinks  you're  better  spoken, 

Edg.  Come  on,  sir;  here's  flie  place : — standstill. — How 
fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  cast  one's  eyes  so  low  ] 
The  crows  and  choughs  that  wing  the  midway  air 
Show  scarce  so  gross  as  heetlea ;  halfway  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  samphire,  — dreadful  trade ! 
Methinks  he  seems  no  bi^j^er  than  his  head : 
The  fishermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach, 
Appear  like  mice ;  and  yond  tall  anchoring  bark, 
Diminiah'd  to  her  cock ;  her  cock,  a  buoy 
Almost  too  small  for  sight:  the  murmuring  surge, 
That  on  the  unnumber'd  idle  pebbles  chafes, 
Cannot  be  heard  so  high. — 111  look  no  more ; 
Lest  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  sight 
Topple  down  headlong, 

Glo.  Set  me  where  you  stand.  • 

£dff.  Give  me  your  hand : — you  are  now  within  a  foot 
Of  the  extreme  veige :  for  all  beneath  the  moon 
Would  I  not  leap  upright. 

Glo.  Let  go  my  hand. 

Here,  friend, 's  another  purse  j  in  it  a  jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking :  fairies  and  gods 
Prosper  it  with  theel     Go  thou  further  off; 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  hear  tHee  going. 
Edg.  Now  fare  you  well,  good  sir^ 
Glo.  With  all  my  heart. 

£<tg.  Why  I  do  trifle  thus  with  his  despair 
Is  done  to  cure  it. 

Glo,  O  you  mighty  gods ! 

This  world  I  do  renounce,  and,  in  your  sights. 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affliction  off: 
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If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  opposeless  wills, 
Mjr  snuff  and  loathed  part  of  nature  should 
Bum  itself  out     If  Edgar  lire,  0,  bless  hiui! — 
Now,  fellow,  fare  thee  well. 

Edff.  Grone,  sir : — farewell. — 

[Glotier  leap*,  andfatU  along. 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treasury  of  life,  when  life  itself 
Yields  to  the  theft :  had  he  been  where  he  thought, 
By  this,  had  thought  been  past. — Alive  or  dead  ? 
Ho,  you  sir !  friend ! — Hear  you,  sir ! — speak ! — 
Thus  might  he  pass  indeed : — yet  he  revives. — 
What  are  you,  sir  f 

Glo.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 

E^,  Hadst  thou  been  aught  but  gossamer,  feathers,  air. 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating, 
Thou'dat  shiver'd  like  an  egg :  but  thou  dost  breathe ; 
Hast  heavy  substance ;  bleed'st  not ;  speak'st ;  art  sound. 
Ten  masts  at  each  make  not  the  aldtuda 
Which  thou  hast  perpendicularly  fell : 
Thy  life 's  a  miracle.     Speak  yet  again. 

Glo.  But  have  I  fall'n,  or  no  ? 
•  Edg.  From  the  dread  summit  of  this  chalky  bourn. 
Look  up  a-height ;— the  shrill-gorg'd  lark  30  far 
Cannot  be  seen  or  beard :  do  but  look  up. 

Glo.  Alack,  I  have  no  eyes. — 
Is  wretchedness  depriv'd  that  benefit, 
To  end  itself  by  death  t    'Twaa  yet  some  comfort, 
When  misery  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage, 
And  frustrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  arm : 

Up : — so. — How  is't  ?    Feel  you  your  1^  ?    You  stand. 

Glo.  Too  well,  too  well. 

Edg.  This  is  above  all  strangeness. 

Upon  the  crown  o'  the  cliff,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you  f 

Glo.  A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

Edg.  As  I  stood  here  below,  methought  his  eyes 
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Were  two  full  moona ;  he  had  a  thousand  nOBes, 
Horns  whelk'd  and  wav'd  like  the  enridj^ed  sea : 
It  was  some  fiend ;  therefore,  thou  happ;  father, 
Think  that  the  clearest  gods,  who  make  them  honours 
Of  men's  impossibilities,  have  preserr'd  thee. 

Qlo.  I  do  remember  now :  henceforth  I'll  bear 
Affliction  till  it  do  cry  out  itself, 

"  Enough,  enough,"  and  die.     That  thing  you  speak  of, 
I  took  it  for  a  man ;  often  'twould  say, 
"  The  fiend,  the  fiend ;"  he  led  me>to  that  place. 

Edff.  Bear  free  and  patdent  thoughts. — But  whocomes  here  ? 

StOer  LiiR,  fanltutwaSy  dnued  toith  toUdfiotoen. 
The  safer  sense  will  ne'er  accommodate 
Hia  master  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coining ;  I  am  the 
king  himself, 

Bdg.  O  thou  side-piercing  sight ! 

Lear,  Nature  'a  abovtf  art  in  that  respect. — There 's  your 
press-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  how  like  a  crow- 
keeper  :  draw  me  a  clothier's  yard. — Look,  look,  a  mouse ! 
Peace,  peace; — this  piece  of  toasted  cheese  will  do*t. — 
There's  my  gauntlet;  I'll  prove  it  on  a  giant. — Bring  up 
the  brown  bills. — O,  well  fiown,  bird ! — i'  the  clout,  i'  the 
clout ;  hewgh ! — Give  the  word. 

Edg.  Sweet  maijoram. 

Lear.  Pass. 

Olo.  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear,  Ha!  Ooneril, — with  a  white  beard! — They  flat- 
tered me  like  a  dog ;  and  told  me  I  had  white  hairs  in  my 
beard  ere  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  say  "  ay"  and  "  do" 
to  every  thing  I  said! — "Ay"  and  "no"  too  was  no  good 
divinity.  When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me  once,  and  the  wind 
to  make  me  chatter;  when  the  thunder  would  not  peace  at 
my  bidding;  there  I  found  'em,  there  I  smelt  'em  out.  Go 
to,  they  are  not  men  o'  their  words :  they  told  me  I  was 
every  thing;  'tis  a  lie, — I  am  not  ague-proof. 

Qlo.  The  trick  of  that  voice  I  do  well  remember : 
Is't  not  the  king  ? 
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Lear,  Ay,  every  inch  a  king : 

When  I  do  stare,  see  how  the  subject  quakes. 
I  paidoa  diat  man's  life. — What  was  thy  cause  ?— 
Adultery  ? — 

Thou  shalt  not  die :  die  for  adultery  I  No : 
The  wren  goes  to't,  and  the  small  gilded  fiy 
Does  lecher  in  my  sight. 

Let  copulatioD  thrive ;  for  Gloster's  bastard  son 
Was  kinder  to  his  father  than  my  daughters 
Got  'tween  the  lawful  sheets. 
To't,  luxury,  pell-mell !  for  I  lack  soldiers. — 
Behold  yond  simpering  dame. 
Whose  fJELce  betweea  her  forks  presages  enow; 
That  minces  virtue,  and  does  shake  the  head 
To  hear  of  pleasure's  name ; — 
The  fitchew,  nor  the  soiled  horse,  goes  to't 
With  a  more  riotous  appetite. 
Down  irom  the  waist  they  are  Centaurs, 
Though  women  all  above : 
But  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  inherit. 
Beneath  is  all  the  fiends' ;  there's  hell,  there's  darkness, 
there  is  the  sulphurous  pit,  burning,  scalding,  stench,  con- 
sumption;— fie,  fie,  fie!  pah,  pahl     Give  me  an  ounce  of 
civet,  good  apothecary,  to  sweeten  my  imagination :  there's 
money  for  thee. 

Glo.  O,  let  me  kiss  that  hand ! 

Lear,  Let  me  wipe  it  first ;  it  smells  of  mortality. 

Glo.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature  I     This  great  world 
Shall  so  wear  out  to  naught — Dost  thou  know  me  * 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough.  Dost  thou 
squioy  at  me  f  Ko,  do  thy  worst,  blind  Cupid  -,  111  not  love. 
— Read  thou  this  challenge ;  mark  but  the  penning  of  it. 

Glo.  Were  all  the  letters  suns,  I  could  not  see  one. 

E^.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report ; — it  is, 
And  my  heart  breaks  at  it. 

Lear,  Read. 

Qlo.  What,  with  the  case  of  eyes  i 

Lear.  O,  ho,  are  you  there  with  me  ?  No  eyes  in  your 
head,  nor  no  money  in  your  purse  X    Your  eyes  are  in  a 


U,y,l,.e..yGoOgle 


680  KQfO  LEAR.  [aot  iv. 

heavy  esse,  your  purse  in  a  light :  yet  you  see  hoW  this  world 
goes. 

Glo.  I  see  it  feelingly. 

Lear,  What,  art  mad  ?  A  man  may  see  how  this  world 
goea  with  no  eyes.  I^ook  with  thine  ears:  see  how  yond 
justice  rails  upon  yond  simple  thief.  Hark,  in  thine  ear: 
change  places ;  and,  bandy-dandy,  which  is  the  justice,  which 
is  the  thief? — Thou  hast  seen  a  (armer's  dog  hark  at  a 
b^^arf 

Glo,  Ay,  sir. 

Lear,  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur?  There  thou 
mightst  behold  the  great  image  of  authority :  a  dog's  obeyed 
in  office. — 

Thou  rascal  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  band  1 
Why  doit  thou  lash  that  whore  !    Strip  thine  own  back ; 
Thou  hotly  luat'st  to  use  her  in  that  kind 
For  which  thou  whipp'st  her.    The  usurer  hangs  the  cozener. 
Through  tatter'd  clothes  8mall(M)  vices  do  appear ; 
Robes  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  all.     Flate(^'>)  sin  with  gold. 
And  the  strong  lance  of  justice  hurtless  breaks ; 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  straw  does^')  pierce  it. 
None  does  offend,  none, — I  say,  none ;  I'll  able  'em : 
Take  that  of  me,  my  iriend,  who  have  the  power 
To  seal  the  accuser's  lips.     G-et  thee  glass  eyes  ; 
And,  like  a  scurvy  politician,  seem 
To  see  the  things  thou  dost  not. — Now,  now,  now,  now : 
Pull  off  my  boots: — ^harder,  harder; — so. 

Edg.  O,  matter  and  impertinency  miz'd ! 
Reason  in  madness ! 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough ;  thy  name  is  Gloater : 
Thou  must  be  patient ;  we  came  crying  hither : 
Thou  know'st,  the  first  time  that  we  smell  the  air. 
We  wawl  and  cry. — I  will  preach  to  thee ;  mark. 

Glo.  Alack,  alack  the  day ! 

Lear,  When  we  are  bom,  we  cry  that  we  are  come 
To  this  great  stage  of  fools— This'  a  good  block : — (») 
It  were  a  delicate  stratagem,  to  shoe 
A  troop  of  horse  with  felt :  I'll  put 't  in  proof ; 
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And  when  I  have  atoVn  upon  these  sons-in-law, 
Then,  kill,  kill,  kiU,  kill,  kill,  kiU ! 

Enter  a  Gentleman,  xoith  Attendants. 

Gent,  O,  here  be  is :  lay  hand  upon  him. — Sir, 
Your  most  dear  daughter — 

Lear.  No  rescue  ?     What,  a  prisoner  t    I  am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune. — Use  me  well ; 
You  shall  have  ransom.     Let  me  have  surgeons ;  (") 
I  am  cut  to  the  hrains. 

Oent.  You  shall  have  any  thing. 

Lear.  No  seconds  7  ^1  myself  ? 
Why,  this  would  make  a  man  a  man  of  salt, 
To  use  his  eyes  for  garden  water-pots, 
Ay,  and(^')  laying  autumn's  dust. 

Oent.  Good  m, — 

Lear.  I  will  die  bravely,  like  a  smug  bridegroom.    What ! 
I  will  be  jovial :  come,  come ;  I  am  a  king, 
My  masters,  know  you  that. 

Oent.  You  ate  a  royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in 't.     Nay,  an  you  get  it,  you 
shall  get  it  fay  running.     Sa,  sa,  sa,  sa. 

[Exit ;  Attendants  follow. 

Oent.  A  sight  most  pitiful  in  the  meanest  wretch, 
Post  spealdng  of  in  a  king ! — Thou  hast  one  daughter, 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curse 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 

£dg.  Hail,  gentle  air. 

Oent.  Sir,  speed  you :  what's  your  will  ? 

Edg.  Ho  you  hear  aught,  sir,  of  a  battle  toward  7 

Oent.  Most  sure  and  vulgar :  every  one  hears  ih&t, 
Whidi  can  diatrnguisb  sound. 

Edff.  But,  by  your  favour. 

How  near  'e  the  other  army  ? 

Gent,  Near  and  on  speedy  foot ;  the  main  descry 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 

Edg,  I  thank  you,  tat :  that's  all. 

Gent,  Though  that  the  queen  on  special  cause  is  here, 
Her  army  is  moVd  on. 
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Edg.  I  thank  jou,  sir.  [Exit  Gmt. 

GU>.  You  ever-gentle  god^,  take  idj  breath  from  me ; 
Let  not  my  woner  spirit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  please ! 

Edg.  Well  pray  you,  fatber. 

Glo.  Now,  good  air,  what  are  you  ? 

Edg.  A  moat  poor  man,  made  tame  to^)  fortune's  blows; 
Who,  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  sorrows. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.     Give  me  your  hand, 
I'll  lead  you  to  some  biding. 

Glo.  Hearty  thanks: 

The  bounty  and  the  benison  of  heaven 
To  boot,  and  boot ! 

EfUer  Oswald. 

Otw.  A  proclaim 'd  prize!     Most  happy! 

That  eyeless  head  of  thine  was  first  firam'd  flesh 
To  raise  my  fortunes.— Thou  old  unhappy  traitor. 
Briefly  thyself  remember; — the  sword  is  out 
That  must  destroy  thee. 

Glo.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 

Put  strength  enough  to  it.  [Edgar  inlerpotet. 

One.  Wherefore,  bold  peasant, 

Dar'st  thou  support  a  published  traitor  ?     Hence ; 
I^est  that  the  infection  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.     Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go,  zir,  without  vurther  'canon. 

Ono.  Let  go,  slave,  or  thou  diest ! 

Edg.  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gait,  and  let  poor  rolk 
pass.  An  chud  ha'  been  zwaggered  out  of  my  life,  'twould 
not  ha:*  been  zo  long  as  'tis  by  a  vortnight.  Nay,  come  not 
near  the  old  man ;  keep  out,  che  vor  ye,  or  ise  try  whether 
your  costard  or  my  hallow  be  the  harder :  chill  be  plain  with 
you. 

Otw.  Out,  dunghill ! 

Edg.  Chill  pick  your  teeth,  zir:  come;  do  matter  vor 
your  foins.  [^Thef/^ht,  and  Edgar  knock*  him  doan, 

Otw.  Slave,  thou  hast  slain  me : — villain,  take  my  purse : 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body ; 
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And  give  the  letters  which  thou  find'st  about  me 

To  Edmund  earl  of  Q-loster ;  seek  him  out 

Upon  the  English  party : — O,  untimely  death !(")  [Diet. 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well :  a  serviceable  villain ; 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  tbj  mistress 
As  badness  would  derare. 

Glo.  What,  is  he  dead  f 

Edg.  Sit  you  down,  father ;  rest  you. — 
Let's  see  these  pockets:  the  letters (^  that  he  speaks  of 
May  be  my  fiiends. — He's  dead ;  I  am  only  sorry 
He  had  no  other  death's-maD. — 1*1  us  see : — 
Leave,  gentle  wax ;  and,  manners,  blame  ua  not : 
To  know  our  enemies'  minds,  we'd  rip  their  hearts ; 
Their  papers,  is  more  lawful. 

[Asa(&]  "  Iiet  OUT  redprocal  tows  be  remembered.  You  have 
many  opportunities  to  cut  him  off:  if  your  will  want  not,  time  and 
place  will  be  fraitfally  offiered.  There  is  nothing  done,  if  be  return 
the  conqueror :  then  am  I  the  prisoner,  and  his  bed  my  gaol ;  from 
the  loathed  warmth  whereof  deliver  me,  and  supply  the  place  for 
your  labour. 

"  Tour  (wife,  so  I  wonld  say)  affectionate  servant, 

"GOMKBH.." 

O  undistinguish'd  space  of  woman's  will !  ('*) 

A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  husband's  life ; 

And  the  exchange  my  brother ! — Here,  in  the  sands, 

Thee  I'll  rake  up,  the  post  unsanctified 

Of  murderous  lechers :  and,  in  the  mature  time. 

With  this  ungracious  paper  strike  the  sight 

Of  the  death-practis'd  duke :  for  him  'tis  well 

That  of  thy  death  and  business  I  can  tell. 

Glo.  The  king  is  mad :  how  stiff  is  my  vile  sense. 
That  I  stand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  sorrows  t     Better  I  were  distract : 
So  should  my  thoughts  be  sever'd  from  my  griefs. 
And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lose 
The  knowledge  of  themselves. 

Edg.  Give  me  your  hand : 

\_DTUm  afar  off. 
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Fur  off,  methinks,  I  hear  the  beaten  drum : 

Come,  father,  I'll  bestow  you  with  a  friend.  [ExaaL 


Scene  VII.     A  tent  in  the  IVench  camp,    Leab  on  a  W 

Oileep,  toft  mufic  playing ;   Physician,    Gentleman,  tfi 

others  attending. 

Enter  Coboelia  and  Kkht. 

Cor.  O  thou  good  Kent,  how  shall  I  live  and  work, 
To  match  thy  goodness  ?     My  life  will  be  too  gh<^ 
And  every  measure  fail  me. 

Kent.  To  be  acknowledg'd,  madam,  is  o'erpaid. 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modest  truth ; 
Not  more  nor  clipp'd,  but  so, 

Cor.  Be  better  suited : 

These  weeds  are  memories  of  those,  worser  hours : 
I  prithee,  put  them  off. 

Kent.  Pardon,  dear  madam ; 

Yet  to  be  known  shortens  my  made  intent : 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not 
Till  time  and  I  think  meet 

Cor.  Then  be 't  so,  my  good  lord. — How  does  the  king? 
[To  tie  P*y»n«- 

Phgs.Q^  Madam,  sleeps  still. 

Cor.  0  you  kind  gods. 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abused  nature ! 
The  untun'd  and  jarring  senses,  O,  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father  t 

Pht/s.  So  please  your  majesty 

That  we  may  wake  the  king :  he  hath  slept  long. 

Cor.  Be  goreru'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
I'  the  sway  of  your  own  will.     Is  he  array'd  ?(_*) 

Gent.^^)  Ay,  madam ;  in  the  heaviness  of  sleep 
We  put  fresh  garments  on  him. 

JPhys.  Be  by,  good  madam,  when  we  do  awake  him; 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor.  Very  well. 
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Phyt,  Please  you,  draw  near. — LoAder  the  music  there  1 

Cot,  O  my  dear  father !     Restoration  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips ;  and  let  this  kiss 
Repair  those  violent  harms  that  my  two  sisters 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made  1 

Kent.  Kind  and  dear  princess ! 

Cor.  Had  you  not  been  their  father,  these  white  flakes 
Had  challeng'd  pity  of  them.     Was  this  a  face 
To  be  oppos'd  against  the  warring  winds  7 
To  stand  against  the  deep  dread-bolted  thunder? 
In  the  most  terrible  and  nimble  stroke 
Of  quick,  cross  lightning  I  to  watch  (poor  perdu !) 
With  this  thin  helm  ?    Mine  enemy's  dog, 
Though  he  had  bit  me,  should  have  stood  that  night 
Against  my  £re ;  and  wast  thou  fain,  poor  father, 
To  hovel  thee  with  swine,  and  rogues  forlorn, 
In  short  and  mnsty  straw  ?     Alack,  alack ! 
'Tis  wonder  that  ^y  life  and  wits  at  once 
Had  not  concluded  all. — He  wakes;  speak  to  him. 

Phys.  Madam,  do  you  \  'tis  fittest. 

Cor.  How  does  my  royal  lord  ?   How  fares  your  ma- 
jesty? 

Lear.    Yon  do  me   wrong  to   take  me  out  o'   the 
grave  :— 
Thou  art  a  soul  in  bliss ;  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  scald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me  I 

Lear.  You  are  a  spirit,  1  know :  when  did  you  die  ? 

Ct»:  Still,  still,  far  wide ! 

Phyi.  He's  scarce  awake :  let  him  alone  awhile. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been  ?     Where  am  I  ? — Fair  day- 
light f— 
I  am  mightily  abus'd. — I  should  e'en  die  with  pity, 
To  see  another  thus. — I  know  not  what  to  say. — 
I  will  not  swear  these  are  my  hands : — let's  see ; 
I  feel  this  pin  prick.     Would  I  were  assur'd 
Of  my  condition  t 

Cor,  0,  look  upon  me,  sir, 
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And  hold  your  hands  ill  benediction  o'er  me : — 
No,  air,  you  must  not  kneel. 

Xeor.  P'^y$  do  not  mock  me : 

I  am  a  very  foolish  fond  old  man, 
Fourscore  and  upward,  not  an  hour  more  nor  less ;  (") 
And,  to  deal  plainly, 
I  fear  I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind, 
Methinks  I  should  know  you,  and  know  this  man ; 
Yet  I  am  doubtful :  for  I  am  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  thia  is ;  and  all  the  sldll  I  have 
Remembers  not  these  garments ;  nor  I  know  not 
Where  I  did  lodge  last  night.     Do  not  laugh  at  me ; 
For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  this  lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  so  I  am,  I  am. 

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet?  yes,  faith.     I  pray,  weep  not: 
If  you  have  poison  for  me,  I  will  drink  it. 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me ;  for  your  sisters 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong : 
Yon  have  some  cause,  they  bave  not. 

Cor,  No  (Sause,  no  cause. 

Lear.  Am  I  in  France  ? 

Kent.  In  your  own  kingdom,  sir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abuse  me. 

Phf/s.  Be  comforted,  good  madam :  the  great  rage. 
You  see,  is  kill'd  in  him :  and  yet  it  is  danger 
To  make  him  even  o'er  the  time  he  has  lost. 
Desire  him  to  go  in ;  trouble  him  no  more 
Till  further  settling. 

Cor.  Will't  please  your  highness  walk  ? 

Lear,  You  must  hear  with  me : 

Pray  you  now,  forget  and  foi^ve :  I  am  old  and  foolish. 

lExeiMt  Lear,  Cordelia,  Pkytioian,  and 
Attendants. 

Gent.  Holds  it  true,  sir,  that  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  was 
■0  slain? 

Kent.  Most  certain,  sir. 

Gent.  Who  is  conductor  of  his  people  ? 

Kent.  As  'tis  said,  the  bastard  son  of  Gloster. 
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GenL  Thej  say  £dgar,  his  banished  son,  is  with  the  Earl 
of  Kent  in  Crennany, 

Kent.  Report  is  changeable.     'Tis  time  to  look  abont; 
the  powers  of  the  kingdom  approach  apace. 

Gent.  The  arbitrement  is  like  to  be  bloody.     Fare  you 
well,  sir.  [Exit. 

Kent.  My  point  and  period  will  be  throughly  wrought, 
Or  well  or  ill,  as  this  day's  battle's  fought.  [Exit. 


ACT  V. 

Scene  I.     The  camp  of  the  British  forcei,  near  Dover. 

Elder,  vnA  drum  and  colontri,  Esvcnd,  Rbqajt,  Officers,  Soldiers, 
and  othen. 

Edtn.  Enow  of  the  duke  if  his  last  purpose  hold, 
Or  whether  since  he  is  advis'd  by  aught 
To  change  the  course :  he's  full  of  alteradon 
And  self-reproTing : — bring  his  constant  pleasure. 

[7b  on  Officer,  who  goee  out. 

Reg.  Our  sister's  man  is  certainly  miscarried. 

Edm.  *Tis  to  be  doubted,  madam. 

Reg.  Now,  sweet  lord, 

You  know  the  goodness  I  intend  upon  you : 
Tell  me, — but  truly, — but  then  speak  the  truth. 
Do  yoa  not  love  my  sister  ? 

Edm.  In  honour'd  lore. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's  way 
To  the  forfended  place  ? 

Edm.  That  thought  abuses  you. 

Reg.  I  am  doubtful  that  you  have  been  conjunct 
And  bosom'd  with  her,  as  far  as  we  call  hers. 

Edm.  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam. 

Reg.  I  never  shall  endure  her :  dear  my  lord. 
Be  not  familiar  with  ber. 
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Edm.  Feat  me  not : — 

She  and  the  duke  her  husband ! 

Enter,  wUh  drum  and  eolaurs,  Albany,  Oohebil,  and  Soldiers. 

Gon.  [atide]   I  had  rather  lose  the  battle  than  that  sister 
Should  loosen  him  and  me. 

Alb.  Our  very  loving  sister,  well  be-met. — 
Sir,  this  I  heard, — the  king  is  come  to  his  dai^hter. 
With  others  whom  the  rigour  of  our  state 
Forc'd  to  cry  out.     Where  I  could  not  be  honest, 
I  never  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  business, 
It  toucheth  us,  as  France  invades  our  land, 
Not  holds  the  king,  with  others,  whom,  I  fear. 
Most  just  and  heavy  causes  make  oppose. 

Edm.  Sir,  you  speak  nobly. 

Reff.  Why  is  this  reason'd  ? 

Gon.  Combine  together  'gainst  the  enemy ; 
For  these  domestic  and  particular  broils 
Are  not  the  question  here. 

Alb.  Let 's,  then,  determine 

With  the  ancient  of  war  on  our  proceeding. 

Edm.  I  shall  attend  you  presently  at  your  tent, 

Reg.  Sister,  you'll  go  with  us  7 

Gon.  No. 

Jfteff.  "Tis  most  convenient ;  pray  you,  go  with  us. 

Gon.  O,  ho,  I  know  the  riddle  [aiide], — I  will  go. 

Ag  they  are  going  out,  enter  Kdoak  dingwMd. 
Edg.  If  e'er  your  grace  had  speech  with  man  so  poor. 
Hear  me  one  word. 

AU).  I'll  overtake  you. — Speak. 

[Exeunt  Edmund,  Regan,  Goneril,  Officer*, 
Soldiert,  and  Attendant*. 
Edg.  Bef(XK  you  fight  the  battle,  ope  this  letter. 
If  you  have  victory,  let  the  trumpet  sound 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretched  though  I  seem, 
I  can  produce  a  champion  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.    If  you  miscarry. 
Your  business  of  the  world  hath  so  an  end. 
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And  raachinatioa  ceases.     Fortune  love  you ! 

AU).  Stay  till  I  have  read  the  letter. 

Edg.  I  was  forhid  it. 

When  time  shall  serve,  let  hut  the  hetald  cr;, 
And  111  appeat  again. 

Alb.  Why,  fare  thee  well :  I  wdll  o'erlook  thy  paper. 

\_ExU  Edgar. 
.£<-«Rier  Ei>ituin). 

Edm.  The  enemy 's  in  view ;  draw  up  your  powers. 
Here  is  the  guess  of  their  true  strength  and  forces 
By  diligent  discovery ; — but  your  haste 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 

Alb.  We  will  greet  the  time.  [_Exit. 

Edm.  To  both  these  sisters  have  I  sworn  my  love ; 
Each  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  stung 
Are  of  the  adder.     Which  of  them  shall  I  take  ? 
Both?  one?  or  neither?     Neither  can  be  enjoy'd. 
If  both  remain  alive :  to  take  the  widow 
Exasperates,  makes  road  her  sister  Qoneril ; 
And  hardly  shall  I  carry  out  my  side, 
Her  husband  being  alive.     Now,  then,  we'll  use 
His  countenance  for  the  battle ;  which  being  done. 
Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him  devise 
His  speedy  taking  off.     As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Lear  and  to  Cordelia, — 
The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power, 
Shall  never  see  his  pardon ;  for  my  state 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  [Exit. 


ScEll£  II,     A  field  between  the  two  camps. 

Alarum  mthin.    Enter,  imth  drum  and  eolovfi,  LsAB,  CoBnxLlA, 
and  tkeir  Forces;  and  exmnt. 
Enter  Edqax  and  Glosteb. 
Edg.  Here,  father,  take  the  shadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  host ;  pray  that  the  right  may  thrive : 
If  ever  I  return  to  you  again, 
I'll  bring  you  comfort. 

VOL.  v.  TY 
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Glo.  Grace  go  with  you,  sir !  [Exit  Edgar. 

Alarum  and  retreat  uiUkm.     Be-ertter  Edoas. 

Edg,  Away,  old  man, — give  me  thy  hand, — away! 
King  Lear  hath  lost,  he  and  his  daughter  ta'en : 
Give  me  thy  band ;  come  on. 

Glo.  No  further,  sir ;  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 

Ec^.  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?     Men  must  endure 
Their  gcdng  hence,  even  as  their  coming  hither : 
Ripeness  is  all : — come  on. 

Glo.  And  that 's  true  too.  [Exeu^. 


ScEMK  III.     The  British  camp  near  Dover. 

£nter,  in  amquat,  tmih  dram  and  eotoura,  Edhukd;  Leab  and 
CoRDtLiA,  priMmert ;  Officers,  Soldiers,  &c. 

Edm.  Some  officers  take  them  away :  good  guard. 
Until  their  greater  pleasures  first  be  known 
That  are  to  censure  them. 

Cor.  We  are  not  the  first 

Who,  with  best  meaning,  have  incurr'd  the  worst. 
For  thee,  oppressed  king,  am  I  cast  down ; 
Myself  could  else  out-&own  false  fortune's  frown.— 
Shall  we  not  see  these  daughters  and  these  sisters  t 

Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no  t     Come,  let's  away  to  prison : 
We  two  alone  will  sing  like  birds  i'  the  cage : 
When  thou  dost  ask  me  blessing,  I'll  kneel  down. 
And  ask  of  thee  forgiveness :  so  we'll  live. 
And  pray,  and  sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies,  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court  news ;  and  we'll  talk  with  them  too, — 
Who  loses  and  who  wins ;  who's  in,  who's  out ; — 
And  take  upon 's  the  mystery  of  things, 
As  if  we  were  God's  spies :  and  well  wear  out. 
In  a  wall'd  prison,  packs  and  sects  of  great  ones. 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  the  moon, 

Edm.  Take  them  away. 
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Lear.  Upon  sucli  sacrifices,  my  Cordelia, 
The  gods  themselves  throw  incense.     Have  I  caught  thee  t 
He  that  ports  us  shall  bring  a  brand  from  heaven. 
And  fire  us  hence  like  foxes.     Wipe  thine  eyes ; 
The  goujeer8(^  shall  devour  them,  flesh  and  fell, 
£re  they  shall  make  us  weep :  we'll  see  'em  starve  first. 
Come.  [Exeunt  Lear  and  Cordelia,  guarded. 

£dm.  Come  hither,  captain ;  hark. 
Take  thou  this  note  [giving  a  paper] ;    go  follow  them  to 

One  step  I  have  advanc'd  thee ;  if  thou  dost 
As  this  instructs  thee,  thou  dost  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes :  know  thou  this, — that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is :  to  be  tender-minded 
Does  not  become  a  sword : — thy  great  employment 
Will  not  bear  question ;  either  say  thou'lt  do  't, 
Or  tlirive  by  other  means. 

Of.  Illdo't,  mylord. 

Edm.  About  it ;  and  write  happy  when  thou  hast  done. 
Mark, — I  say,  instantly ;  and  carry  it  so 
As  I  have  set  it  down. 

Off".  I  cannot  draw  a  cart,  nor  eat  dried  oats  ; 
If  it  be  man's  work,  I  will  do 't.  [Exit. 

Flowrith.    ErOer  Albaby,  Qonkbil,  Rxoax,  Officers,  and 
Attendant. 

Alb,  Sir,  you  have  show'd  to-day  your  valiant  strain. 
And  fortune  led  you  well :  you  have  the  captives 
Who  were  the  opposites  of  this  day's  strife  : 
We  do  require  them  of  you,  so  to  use  them 
As  we  shall  find  their  merits  and  our  safety 
May  equally  determine, 

Edm.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit 

To  send  the  old  and  miserable  king 
To  some  retention  and  appointed  guard ; 
Whose  age  has  charms  in  it,  whose  title  more. 
To  pluck  the  common  bosom  on  his  side, 
And  turn  our  impress'd  lances  in  our  eyes 
Which  do  conmiand  them.     With  him  I  sent  the  queen ; 
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My  reason  all  tlie  same ;  and  they  ore  ready 
To-morrow,  or  at  further  space,  to  appear 
Where  you  shall  hold  your  season.     At  this  time 
We  sweat  and  bleed :  the  friend  hath  lost  lus  friend ; 
And  the  best  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  curs'd 
By  those  that  feel  their  sharpness : — 
The  question  of  Cordelia  and  her  father 
Requires  a  fitter  place. 

Alb,  Sir,  by  your  patience,  I 

I  hold  you  hut  a  subject  of  this  war. 
Not  as  a  brother. 

Jt£ff.  That's  as  we  list  to  grace  him. 

Methinks  our  pleasure  might  have  been  demanded, 
£re  you  had  spoke  so  far.     He  led  our  powers; 
Bore  the  commission  of  my  place  and  person ; 
The  which  immediacy  may  well  stand  up. 
And  call  itself  your  brother. 

Gon.  Not  so  hot : 

In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himself. 
More  than  in  your  addition. 

Seg.  In  my  rights. 

By  me  invested,  he  compeers  (he  beat. 

Gon.  That  were  the  most,  if  he  should  husband  jou. 

Reg.  Jesters  do  oft  prove  prophets. 

Gon.  Holla,  holla! 

That  eye  that  told  you  so  look'd  but  a-«qaint. 

^g.  Lady,  I  am  not  well ;  else  I  should  answer 
From  a  full- flowing  stomach. — General, 
Take  thou  my  soldiers,  prisoners,  patrimony ; 
Dispose  of  them,  of  me ;  the  walls  are  thine : 
Witness  the  world,  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  lord  and  master. 

Oon.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him  t 

Alb,  The  let-alone  lies  not  in  your  good  will. 

Edm.  Nor  in  thine,  lord. 

Alb.  Half-blooded  fellow,  yes. 

Reg.  Let  the  drum  strike,  and  prove  my  title  thine. 

Alb.  Stay  yet;  hear  reason.— Edmund,  I  arrest  thee 
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On  capital  treason ;  and,  in  thy  arrest, 

This  gilded  serpent  [pointinff  to  Gon.]. — For  your  claim,  fair 

sister, 
I  bar  it  in  the  interest  of  my  wife ; 
*Tis  she  is  sub-contracted  to  this  lord, 
And  I,  her  husband,  contradict  your  bans. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves  to  me, 
My  lady  is  bespoke. 

Gtm.  An  interlude  I 

Alb.  Thou  art  arm'd,  Oloster : — let  the  trumpet  sound : 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  person 
Thy  heinous,  manifest,  and  many  treasons. 
There  is  my  pledge  [thromng  down  a  glove] ;  I'll  make  it  on 

thy  heart. 
Ere  I  taste  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  less 
Than  I  have  here  proctaim'd  thee. 

Jteg.  Sick,  O,  sick  1 

Gon.  [atide]  If  not,  111  ne'er  trust  medicine. 

£dm.  There's  my  exchange  [(ArOTPtB^dOTon  a  ^fope]:  what 
in  the  world  he  is 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies : 
Call  by  thy  trumpet :  he  that  dares  approach, 
On  him,  on  you,  who  not?  I  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Alb.  A  herald,  ho! 

Edm,  A  herald,  ho,  a  herald  1 

Alb.  Trust  to  thy  single  virtue ;  for  thy  soldiers, 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  discharge. 

Reg.  My  sickness  grows  upon  me. 

Alb.  She  is  not  well ;  convey  her  to  my  tent. 

[Exit  Regan,  led. 

Enter  a  Herald. 
Come  hither,  herald, — Let  the  trumpet  sound, — 
And  read  out  this. 

Off.  Sound,  trumpet  1  [A  trumpet  loundt. 

Her.  \reada\  "  If  any  man  of  quality  or  degree  within  the  lists 
of  the  anny  will  maintain  upon  Edmund,  supposed  Earl  of  Gloster, 
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that  he  is  %  manifdd  tnutor,  let  him  appear  bj  the  third  Bonnd  of 
the  trumpet :  he  is  hold  in  his  defence." 

Edm.  Sound!  [Firtt  trumpet. 

Her.  Again  \  {Second  trumpet. 

Her.  Again!  [Third  trumpet. 

[Trumpet  ajuwert  within. 
Enter  Eeniar,  armed,  andpraeeded  by  a  trwnpet. 

Alb.  Ask  him  his  purposes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  o'  the  trumpet. 

Jfer.  •  What  are  you  ? 

Your  name,  your  quality  ?  and  why  you  answer 
This  present  suaimoDB  ? 

Edg.  Know,  my  name  is  lost ; 

By  treason's  tooth  bare-gnawn  and  canker-bit ; 
Yet  am  I  noble  as  the  adrersary 
I  come  to  cope.(") 

jilb.  Which  is  that  adversary  ? 

Edg.  What's  he  that  spealu  for  Edmund  earl  of  Gloster? 

Edm.  Himself: — what  saj'st  thou  to  him  ? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  sword. 

That,  if  my  speech  offend  a  noble  heart, 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  justice :  here  is  mine. 
Behold,  it  is  the  priTilege(^)  of  mine  honours, 
My  oath,  and  my  profession  :   I  protest, — 
Maugre  thy  strength,  youth,  place,  and  eminence, 
'  Despite  thy  victor  sword  and  fire-new  fortune, 
Thy  valour  and  thy  heart, — thou  art  a  traitor ; 
False  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father ; 
Conspirant  'gainst  this  high  illustrious  prince  ; 
And,  from  the  extremest  upward  uf  thy  head 
To  the  descent  and  dust  below  thy  foot, 
A  most  toad-spotted  traitor.     Say  thou  "  No," 
This  sword,  this  arm,  and  my  best  spirits,  are  hent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  speak. 
Thou  liest. 

Edm.    In  wisdom  I  should  ask  thy  name ; 
But,  since  thy  outside  looks  so  fair  and  warlike, 
And  that  thy  tongue  some  say  of  breeding  breathes. 
What  safe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 
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B;  rule  of  knighthood,  I  disdain  and  spurn : 

Back  do  I  toss  these  treasons  to  thy  head ; 

With  the  hell-hated  lie  o'erwhelm  thy  heart ; 

Which, — for  they  yet  glance  by,  and  scarcely  bruise, — 

This  Bword  of  mine  shall  give  them  instant  way. 

Where  they  shall  rest  for  ever. — Trumpets,  speak  ! 

[Alarumt.    They  fight.    Edmund  faiU. 

AV>,  Save  him,  save  him ! 

Gon.  This  is  practice,  Qlostei ; 

By  the  law  of  arms  thou  wast  not  bound  to  answer 
An  unknown  opposite ;  thou  art  not  Tsnquish'd, 
But  cozen'd  and  beguil'd. 

Alb.  Shut  your  mouth,  dame, 

Or  with  this  paper  shall  I  stop  it: — Hold,  siij(**) 
Thou  worse  than  any  name,  read  thine  own  evil : — 
No  tearing,  lady ;  I  perceive  you  know  it 

[Gives  the  letter  to  Edmund. 

Gon.  Say,  if  I  do, — the  laws  are  mine,  not  thine : 
Who  can  arraign  me  for't  ? 

Alb.  Most  monstrous ! 

Know'st  thou  this  paper  ? 

Gon.  Aok  me  not  what  I  know.  \_Exit.(^ 

Alb.  Go  after  her:  she 's  desperate ;  govern  her. 

\To  an  Officer,  who  goes  out. 

Edm.  What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  that  have  i  done; 
And  more,  much  more ;  the  time  will  bring  it  out : 
'Tis  past,  and  bo  am  I. — But  what  art  thou 
That  hast  this  fortune  on  me  ?    If  thou'rt  noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg.  Let 's  exchange  chari^. 

I  am  DO  less  in  blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund ; 
If  more,  the  more  thou  hast  wrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  father's  son. 
The  gods  are  just,  and  of  our  pleasant  vices 
Make  instruments  to  plague  us : 
The  dark  and  vicious  place  where  thee  he  got 
Cost  him  his  eyes. 

Edm,  Thou  hast  spoken  right,  'tis  true ; 

The  wheel  is  come  full  circle ;  I  am  here. 
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jilb.  Methought  thy  very  gait  did  prophesy 
A  royal  nobleness : — I  must  embrace  thee : 
Ijet  sortow  split  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee  or  thy  father ! 

Edg.  Worthy  prince,  I  know^ 

^ib.  Where  have  you  hid  yourself? 
How  have  you  known  the  misenes  of  your  fatherf 

Edff.  By  nursing  them,  my  lord. — List  a  brief  tale;- 
And  when  'tU  told,  O,  that  my  heart  would  hurst! — 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  escape, 
That  foUow'd  me  so  near,  (O,  our  lives'  sweetness ! 
That  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  die  (^) 
Rather  than  die  at  once  I)  taught  me  to  shift 
Into  a  madman's  rags  j  to  assume  a  semblance 
That  very  dogs  disdain'd :  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings. 
Their  precious  stones  new  lost ;  became  his  guide. 
Led  him,  hegg'd  for  him,  sav'd  him  from  despair; 
Never  (O  fault!)  reveal'd  myself  unto  him. 
Until  some  half-hour  past,  when  I  was  arm'd ; 
Not  sure,  though  hoping,  of  this  good  success, 
I  ask'd  his  blessing,  and  from  first  to  last 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage :  but  his  flaw'd  heart, — 
Alack,  too  weak  the  conflict  to  support ! — 
'Twixt  two  extremes  of  passion,  joy  and  grief. 
Burst  smilingly. 

Edm.  This  speech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me, 

And  shall  perchance  do  good :  but  speak  you  on ; 
You  look  as  you  had  something  more  to  say. 

jflb.  If  there  be  more,  more  woful,  hold  it  in  j 
For  I  am  almost  ready  to  dissolve. 
Hearing  of  this. 

Edg.  This  would  have  seem'd  a  period 

To  such  as  love  not  sorrow ;  but  another. 
To  amplify  too-much,  would  make  much  more. 
And  top  extremity. 

Whilst  I  was  big  in  clamour,  came  there  a  man, 
Who,  having  seen  me  in  my  worst  estate, 
Shunn'd  my  abhorr'd  society ;  but  then,  finding 
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Who  'twas  that  ao  endur'd,  with  his  strong  arms 
He  fasten'd  on  my  neck,  and  bellow'd  out 
Aa  he'd  burat  heaven ;  threw  him  (^  on  my  father ; 
Told  the  most  piteous  tale  of  Iiear  and  him 
That  ever  ear  receiv'd :  which  in  recounting 
His  grief  grew  puissant,  and  the  strings  of  life 
Began  to  crack :  twice  then  the  trumpets  sounded. 
And  there  I  left  him  tranc'd. 

Alb.  But  who  was  this  ? 

Edff.  Kent,  sir,  the  hanish'd  Kent ;  who  in  di^uise 
FoUow'd  his  enemy  king,  and  did  him  service 
Improper  for  a  slave, 

£nter  a  Qentleman  hattUj/,  toUK  a  Uoody  hnfi. 

Gent.  Help,  help,  O,  help  I 

Edg.  What  kind  of  help  ? 

A&.  Speak,  man. 

Edg,  What  means  that  bloody  knife  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  hot,  it  smokes ; 

It  came  even  from  the  heart  of — O,  she's  dead  1 

Alb.  Who  dead  7  speak,  man. 

Gent.  Your  lady,  sir,  your  lady:  and  her  sister 
By  her  is  poison'd ;  she  hath  confess'd  it. 

Edm.  1  was  contracted  to  them  both :  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  instant. 

Edg.  Here  comes  Kent, 

Alb.  Produce  the  bodies,  be  they  alive  or  dead : — 
This  judgment  of  the  heavens,  that  makes  us  tremble, 
Touches  us  not  with  pity.  [Exit  Gentleman. 

Enter  Esht. 
O,  is  this  he  f 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment 
"Which  very  manners  urges. 

Kent.  I  am  come 

To  bid  my  king  and  master  aye  good  night : 
Is  he  not  here  ! 

AJi.  Great  thing  of  us  forgot ! — 

Speak,  Edmund,  where'a  the  king?  and  where's  Cordelia  f — 
[The  bodiei  ofGtmeril  and  Regan  are  brought  in. 
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See'st  thou  this  object,  Kent  i 

Kent.  Alack,  why  thus  f 

£dm.  Yet  Edmund  was  belov'd : 

The  one  the  other  poison'd  for  my  sake, 
And  after  slew  herself. 

jilb.  Even  so. — Cover  their  faces. 

£dm.  I  pant  for  life : — some  good  I  mean  to  do, 
Despite  of  mine  own  nature.     Quickly  send, — 
Be  brief  in  it, — to  the  castle ;  for  my  writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear  and  on  Ck>rdelia : — 
Nay,  send  in  time. 

Alb.  Run,  run,  O,  run ! 

Edg.  To  who,  my  lord  ?— Who  has  the  office  ?  send 
Thy  token  of  reprieve. 

£ldm.  Well  thought  on :  take  my  sword, 
Give  it  the  captain. 

Alb.  Haste  thee,  for  thy  life.         [Exit  Edgar. 

Edm.  He  hath  commission  from  thy  wife  and  me 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prison,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  despair. 
That  she  fordid  herself. 

Jib.  The  gods  defend  her! — Bear  him  hence  awhile. 

[Edmund  it  borne  off, 
Re-«ta«r  Leah,  mlh  Coboelia  dtad  in  hU  arm* ;  Edoas,  Ofiicer, 
and  other* /oBowiTig. 

Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl,  howl ! — O,  you  are  men  of 
stones : 
Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,  I'd  use  them  so 
That  heaven's  vault  should  crack. — She  *s  gone  for  ever ! — 
I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives; 
She's  dead  as  earth. — Lend  me  a  looking-glass; 
If  that  her  breath  will  mist  or  stain  the  stone. 
Why,  then  she  lives. 

Kent.  Is  this  the  promis'd  end  ? 

Mdff,  Or  image  of  that  horror  i 

Alb.  Fall,  and  cease  I 

Lear.  This  feather  stirs ;  she  lives!  if  it  be  so, 
It  is  a  chance  which  does  redeem  all  sorrows 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 
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Kent.  O  my  good  master !  [Kneeling. 

Lear.  Prithee,  away. 

Edg,  'Tis  noble  Kent,  your  friend. 

Lear.  A  plague  upon  you,  murderers,  traitors  all  I 
I  might  have  sav'd  her ;  now  she  'a  gone  foi  ever  I — 
Cordelia,  Cordelia !  stay  a  little.     Ha ! 
What  is't  thou  say'st  ? — Her  voice  was  ever  soft, 
Gentle,  and  low, — an  excellent  thing  in  woman. — 
I  kill'd  the  slave  that  was  a-hanging  thee. 

Of.  'Tis  true,  my  lords,  he  did. 

Lear.  Did  I  not,  fellow  ? 

I  have  seen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  falchion 
I  would  have  made  them  skip :  I  am  old  now, 
And  these  same  crosses  spoil  me. — Who  are  you  ? 
Mine  eyes  are  not  o'  the  best;— 111  tell  you  stra^ht. 

Kent.  If  fortune  bri^  of  two  she  lov'd  and  hated. 
One  of  them  we  behold. 

Lear.  This  is  a  dull  sight.     Are  you  not  Kent  ? 

Kent.  The  same. 

Your  servant  Kent — Where  is  your  servant  Caius  ? 

Lear.  He 's  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that ; 
Hell  strike,  and  quickly  too : — he 's  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  No,  my  good  lord ;  I  am  the  very  man, — 

Lear.  I'll  see  that  straight. 

Kent.  That,  from  your  first  of  difference  and  decay, 
Have  follow'd  your  sad  steps. 

Lear.  You  are  welcome  hither. 

Kent.  Nor  no  man  else:  —  all's  cheerless,  dark,  and 
deadly. — 
Your  eldest  daughters  hare  fordone  themselves. 
And  desperately  are  dead. 

Lear.  Ay,  so  I  think.  • 

Alb.  He  knows  not  what  he  says ;  and  vain  is  it 
That  we  present  us  to  him. 

Edff.  Very  bootless. 

Enter  an  Officer. 
Off".  Edmund  is  dead,  my  lord. 
Jib.  That  'a  but  a  trifle  here.— 
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You  lords  and  noble  friends,  know  our  intent. 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decay  may  come 
Shall  be  applied :  for  us,  we  will  resign. 
During  the  life  of  this  old  majesty, 
To  him  our  absolute  power: — you,  to  your  rights; 

[Tb  Edgcur  and  Kent. 
With  boot,  and  such  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited. — All  friends  shall  taste 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
The  cup  of  their  deserrings. — O,  see,  see ! 

Lear.  And  my  poor  fool  is  hang'd!     No,  no,  no  life! 
Why  should  a  dog,  a  horse,  a  rat,  have  life. 
And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?     Tbou'lt  come  no  more, 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never ! — 
Pray  you,  undo  this  button : — thank  you,  sir. — 
Do  you  see  this !     Look  on  her, — look, — ^her  lips,— 
Look  there,  look  there ! —  [Diet. 

Edg,  He  faints ! — My  lord,  my  lord ! — 

Kent.  Breakj-heart;  I  prithee,  break  1 

Edg,  Look  up,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  ghost :  O,  let  him  pass !  he  hates  him 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  toughC")  world 
Stretch  him  out  longer. 

Edg.  He  is  gone,  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endur'd  so  long : 
He  but  usurp'd  his  life. 

AH.  Bear  them  from  hence. — Our  present  business 
Is  general  woe. — Friends  of  my  soul,  you  twain 

[7b  Kent  and  Edgar. 
Rule  in  this  realm,  and  the  gor'd  state  sustain. 

Kent.  I  have  a  journey,  sir,  shortly  to  go ; 
My  master  calls  me, — I  must  not  say  no. 

AU),  The  weightC)  of  this  sad  time  we  must  obey ; 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  say. 
The  oldest  hath  borne  most :  we  that  are  young 
Shall  never  see  so  much,  nor  live  so  long. 

[Exeunt,  with  a  dead  march. 
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p.  604.  (')       "mart  Oian  mardt  can  midd  tJkt  ttatUr"  &o. 

So  tfa«  qouiofl The  folio  hu  "mora  rAfu  word  am"  bo.,  which  U  ret^ned 

bj  Mr.  Kni^t  and  Mr.  Collier;  and  bj  Delina,  who  defenda  it  bj  ritiDg  (u 
paraB^  from  act  iii.  ac.  9,  "  When  prieata  are  more  n  KwrJ  fAan  matltr  .■" — 
Mr.  Enight  and  Mr.  Collier  at  least,  being  Engliihmen,  ongfat  to  have  X'^ 
that  bare  the  anthor  mnit  hare  osed  the  plnraL  (Perhaps  in  the  preaent 
P"M«e«.~ 

"  Sir,  I  love  jou  more  than  words  can  wield  the  matter,"  &c. 
M  «1m>  in  •  lBt«r  one,  p.  633, — 

"  In  nuik  and  not-to-be-eodurid  rioti.    Sir,"  &c. 
tha  "  Sir"  ought  to  stand  in  a  line  bj  itself.) 


F.  60S.  (>)  "  What  rioO  ConUu  do  t  Lax,  and  bt  nUnL" 
So  the  qnartoa.— The  folio  has  "What  thaB  Corddia  ipeake  ?  Zom,  and  ht 
tUaU;"  which  i*  retained  bj  Mr.  Enight,  Hr.  Collier,  and  Delins.  ("  The 
quartos,"  sajt  Mr.  Knight,  "  read  '  What  shaL  Cordelia  do  f  This  feebler 
reading  dastroys  the  force  of  the  answer, '  LoTe,  and  ht  Jtfanf ."  Now,  to  my 
thinkiag, "  the  answer"  shows  moat  distiootlj  that  the  reading  of  the  folio 
is  (he  wrong  one.) 

P.  605.  O    ''0<'rdtaxt*tBt^s»,iBifitoOinMa&t   SptaJC 
So  the  qnartoa. — Tha  folio  omits  >■  Sp«ak  f  but  Lear  has  c<Hialaded  bl*  ad* 
dret*  to  Qoneril  with  "qMaA  first;"  and  he  afterward*  Snishes  that  to  Cor- 
delia with  "  SptaJL"    (In  Began'i  reply,  perhapa  the  reading  of  the  qoarloa  , 
has  the  greater  propriety  of  expression, — 

"  Sir,  I  am  made 
Of  the  telfo-eame  mettle  that  ny  sister  is,"  &0. : 
compare  Goneril's  speech, 

"  Sir,  1  lore  you  more,"  ftc 
and  Cordelia's  "  Nothing,  m>/  £ml") 


P.  605.  (*>  "JVow,  ourjcji, 

Mlhoitgh  the  but,  not  leattt  to  xhete  yomg  loot 
Tht  Vina  of  France  andmilA  ofBurgtmdy 
Strive  to  be  intereet'di  what  eon  j/ou  taa/  ft>  drate 
A  Ourd  more  opulent  l/ian  your  eiileri  f    Speai." 
The  qoartos  hare, 

Abhough  Ae  but,  not  leaet  in  our  deere  bnte. 
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What  can  yon  My  to  win  a  tiiiri,  won  optJati 
Thtnyoio'iuterit" 
The  folio  Hm, 

Allkough  OUT  latl  uid  leatt  i  te  vkett  t/oiatg  bmi, 

Tht  Vina  o/Frmet,  a»d  MUkt  of  Bmrymdit, 

Sbriae  to  bt  htttraL    What  can  you  my,  lo  drau 

A  tiurj,  mart  opUent  lien nour  Sitleri f  tpeake' — 

with  s  flagTMit  error  in  the  secoad  line,  which  (instead  of  carrectiog  it  bj 

mauu  of  the  quftrtos)  Hr.  Knigbt,   Mr.  Collier,  uid  Delias  relua.     Tie 

two  (brmer  editors  do  not  lell  ua  how  they  miderHtand  "  Although  oar  lut 

•ad  l«Mti"  bat  Delim  boldly  ujs  that  "  laut"  meviB — tmaJlest,  joungeK  I 

(**  So,  in  the  old  uionymoui  pl>y.  King  Leir  speaking  to  Uomfordj 

'  to  thee  lu(  of  all ; 

Not  greeted  lut,  'canse  thy  desert  wal  snail'.'' 

"  Again  in  Tha  Spanith  Tragetfy,  written  before  1593; 

'  The  Aird  and  latt,  not  lout,  in  onr  ■coount'." 

ICUOHX.) 

P.  606.  (»)  "ffooif  my  brd." 

So  the  qnarto*. — Th«  folio  ba>  "  my  good  lord:"  bat  compare  CMdelia'*  pra- 
oeding  Bpeoch. 

F.  6U6.  (')  "  7^  mgHeria  of,"  tee. 

So  the  Kcond  folio. — The  quartaa  hare  "  Tit  nii«tr«8iia  ^''  Ac;  while  the 
.    flm  folio  has  "  Tic  miseries  qf"  &o. 

P.  606.  O  "Hence,  and  avoid  aiy  tight  r 

"  These  words  are  in  all  the  [modem]  editions  directed  to  Cordelia,  wliieb 
mtdoidHedlf  are  addressed  to  KenL  For  in  the  next  words  Lear  sends  tar 
France  and  Borgundy,  in  order  to  tender  them  his  youi^est  daughter,''  &A 
Hbath. — And  compare  what  Lear  afterwards  says  lo  Kent,  "Out  of  my 
sight  I"  p.  607. — Malone,  bowsTer,  has  no  doubt  that  the  direction  "  To  Cor- 
ddia"  is  right ;  and  he  remarks  truly  enough,  that  "  Kent  has  hitherto  said 
nothing  that  c«nld  extort  eren  from  the  choleric  king  so  harsh  a  senteoc*," 


P.  607.  P)  "Bacnre  rty  sWM,"  4c 

So  the  folio. — The  quartos  have  "Reuerse  (Ay  dooiue,"  &c. — "I  an 
think  that  nvent  ihy  doom  was  Shakespeare's  first  reading,  as  mi 
to  the  present  occasion,  and  that  he  changed  it  afterwards  lo  rsstr 
which  eondnees  more  to  the  pr<^reM  of  the  action."    Johhoit. 


:,9,t,zec.yG00gle 


In  thii  line  the  folio  hai  **  seiitencei,"— ml,  bj  tlie  lame  tort  of  error,  i' 
p.  605,  **To  (hiiie  uid  Albuiiei  unei,''  &e.,— and  Hr.  Knight  kdheres  tc 
both  places  I— Delias  also  retaiiw  and  defends  "  lentences"! 


P.  60ft  (") 

^Tealiitldlhee/romdaiutimofAtiBarU"&<s. 

So  the  folio. — The  quartea  hsTC  "  To  shield  Ihit  /ran  diseases  [i.  e.  inconve- 
niences] of  the  morld,"  Scc^ — which  Malone  adopts,  insisting  that  "  duaifer*" 
was  introdiiced  by  the  editor  of  the  folio  "  in  conseqnenoe  of  his  not  knowing 
the  meaning  of  the  original  word i"  this  is  posaibls;  but  Malone  seems  to  un- 
derstand "disasters"  in  too  limited  a  sense. 


P.  609.  (") 

*>  That  the,  vho  teen  but  mno  uxu  your  bett  objun,"  &c. 
Hie  quartos  have, 

"  that  the  that  eaen  bat  noa 
Wai  your  beet  obiect,"  lus. 
The  toiia  has,  "  That  the  whom  euen  but  notf,  mu  your  obiect,"  &c.— (Ur. 
Collier's  Ma.  Corrector  reads,  altogether  unneoessarilj, — " gour  blest  ob- 
ject," So.) 

P.  609.  (")  "  Moet  beet,  noet  deareet,"  &c. 

So  the  quartos,— The  folio  has  "The  £«*<,  the  deereet,"  &a — (Cknnpare  at 
p.  6S8,  "  To  take  the  basest  and  mtwt  pooreet  shape,"  &c : — and  in  the  speech 
preceding  the  present  one  we  haie  "To  aTcrt  yooi'  likit^  a  more  leor&ier 
way,"  &c.) 

P.  609.  (")  "  sine*  what  I  udl  attml,"  flw. 

So  the  quartos. — The  folio  has  >■  eince  tehal  I  will  attend,"  Ac, — as  afterwards, 
p.  617,  it  has,  by  the  same  mistake,  "If  hut  as  mil  I  other  accents  borrow," 
&&;  yet  here  Mr.  Knight  adheres  to  the  folio;  and  so  does  Delius. 


P.  6ia  (")     "/(  >»  ao  eieumi  blot,  murder,  or/ouliuee,''  &c. 
In  (his  line  the  spelliag  of  the  quartos  is  "  murder,"  that  of  the  folio  "  sntr- 
Aer." — Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  sabstitntes, 

"It  it  no  ncuRu  blot,  nor  other /oaJasM,"  &c. : 
and  undoubtedly  the  original  reading  is  a  very  suspicious  one,  though  a  critic 
Id  Blachvooirt  Magazine  for  Oct.  ISilS,  p.  461,  defends  it  as  follows: — "The 
King  of  Prance  has  jost  before  Mid, 
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t  »"  ] 

'  Sots  her  offence 
Unit  be  of  inch  tamatiiral  degree 
Th»t  iMWten  it,'— 
that  is,  that  makes  amoneter  of  it— it  can  be  noUiiiig  short  of  loaic  oiaeor 
the  deepest  dje — and  therefore  '  roorder'  does  not  seem  to  be  so  mod)  out  oT 
plscd  in  the  mouUi  of  Cordelia  i" — who  had  been  described  bj  Lear  u 
"  a  wrelob  whom  nature  is  asham'd 
Almost  to  acknowledge  hen." 

P.  610.  (■*)  -  ilojMi  kilfy,"  &c 

So  the  fbliot  and  compare,  p.  609,  "  Host  nynl  maje^,"  &&— llM  <pMha 
hare  **  iioyoU  Iisar,"  &c 

P.  611.  (")  "  ThtjmA  Iff  miT father'  *«. 

"  As  tbii  reading  aS<>rds  senie,  thongh  an  awkward  one,  it  maj  stand:  ssd 
jet  Yt  instead  of  The,  a  change  adopted  bj  former  editors,  may  be  jnitifitdi 
it  being  frequently  impossible,  in  ancient  Has.  to  distinguiih  the  opa  v^i 
from  the  cnatomary  abbreriation  of  the  other,"  Stebverb.^ — fix.  CoDier'i 
Ua.  Corrector  also  substitutes  "YejewtU,"  &a.;»iid,  in  spite  of  what  naybe 
•aid  to  the  contrary,  I  suspect  that  so  the  author  wrote. 


P.  e  1 1.  CO  "  Time  ehall  m/M  vhat  piighted  emnaig  hidet : 
Who  cootT  JaiitiM,  at  hut  dmmt  fibm  dendte. 
Well  mag  yoK  proeper  !" 
"  So  the  quartos  (ezoepttDg  that  '  corer,'  b j  a  Tsrj  commoD  error,  Ii  mis- 
printed ctnwr*)  oorrectly ;  and  the  folio,  corruptly,  *  at  last  m'fil  ahsme  it- 
ridee'."  -Collieb. — But  Mr.  Knight  and  Delius  hare  brought  back  ^ 
reading  of  the  folio,  "  Wic  corers  fatdte,  at  hut  with  Aame  daidei^ — aain- 
standing  "  Who"  as  the  reiatire  to  "  tine,"  and  aapposing,— rery  errraeoulj. 
I  think, — that  the  line  unaltered  will  bear  the  same  meaning  as  it  does  with 
Hanmer's  alteration,  "  TFAo  corer'd  [Mason  propoaeB  "  corert"]  yaafis  of  It' 
with  AiMe  Jeridee."-^!  adhere  to  the  quartos  because  I  feel  coDTlucsd  that 
"Who"  refers  to  people  in  general, —  "Those  bAo,"  &&: — and  it  ceitainlj 
would  seem  that  here,  as  Henley  obserres,  Cordelia  alludes  to  a  pasnge  >s 
Scripture,  Prm,  xxTiiL  16,  "  Be  that  cooereA  his  dns  shall  not  pntper."  ^ 
As  to  the  "  with"  of  the  folio  (which,  by  the  by,  Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Con«*« 
changes  to  "  Aem"),  I  can  no  more  account  for  it,  than  for  hundreds  d  lk« 
other  strange  things  which  the  folio  exhibits. 


P.  All.  a")        "Youite  haa/iiU  ofehan^et  hU  ageie;  tieai 
have  auult  of  ii halM  itotbeen  Hide"  &a 
Here  the  "not"  happens  to  hare  dropt  out  of  the  folio;  and  acoordiogiy  lb. 

Kni^t  and  Dalius,  in  defiance  of  common  sense,  print  " the  obaerfsliin 

we  hare  made  of  it  bath  been  little,"  &a. 
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[     705    ] 

P.  612,  ('»)      "hit  together:  ^oarfa&tr  carry  authority  wxA  taek  £*pcti- 
&ma  at,"  Sec 
So  die  quartos.— The  folio  has  "  sit  together,  ifimr  Fathtr  cany  authority  with 
tuch  diapoaition  at,"  See.;  which  Mr.  Knight  gives,  Ihough  "sit"  is  a  stark 
mispriot.    As  to  "  diMpoaitioat"  or  "  dispositioB," — either  reading  Bia;  stand: 
we  hare  afterwards  from  tlia  mouth  of  the  present  speaker,  p.  633, 
**  aad  put  ana; 
These  ditpotitumt"  Sta. 
and  p.  G2S, 

"But  let  his  ditpotiHoa  hsTe  that  scope,"  Sus. 


P.  SIS.  (*)  •'Edamid^baK 

Shall  top  the  legitimate.    Igroie  j  I  proeper,"  &o. 
The  quartos  have  "^dmiad  the  baee  ehall  tooth'  legitimate:  1  grmo,  I proe- 
per"  8ec.— The (blio has, 

"  Ednumd  the  hate 
ShaU  to'  tb'  Legitimate :  I  graa,  I  proigitr,''  &o. — 
Bowe  printed  "  ShaS  to  th'  legitimale~I  ffroa,  Iproeper,"  Ac,  suppouing  the 
sentence  to  bo  imperfect,— which  it  eridently  is  not,— Theobald  reads,  "  ShaB 
be  A'  legitimate,"  &c. — Haniner  ^Tes  "  Shall  toe  th'  legitimate,"  &c. — I  have 
adopted  the  more  probable  oorrtction  of  Edwards. 


P.  619.  C)  "  TV/,  IihoM  hane  been,"  &c 

The  folio  omits  the  interjection:  but  without  it  Che  sentence  has  a  baldnew, 
(In  all  the  quartos  I  hare  seen  it  stands  "  Fat,"  which  seems  to  be  a  mispiint 
for"  Tilt,"  rather  than  intended  for  "Fool"  or"'Sfoot." 


P.  62a  (")  "Kent.   Whyi/oott" 

Bo  the  quartos. — The  folio  has  "  Lear.  Why  my  Boy  ?" — the  eje  of  the  tran- 
scriber or  compositor  baring  most  probably  caught  the  next  speech  but  one. — 
Here  Mr.  Collier  and  I>elius  adhere  to  the  folio,  and  conEeqnently  mark  the 
words  "  Why,  for  tailing  ooe's  part  that's  out  of  farour"  (which  they  wrongly 
poiat,  with  the  folio,  "Why  ?  for  taking,"  &c.)  ss  spoken  by  the  Fool  to 
Lear.  But  it  is  plain  that  the  Pool  addresses  the  king  for  the  first  time  when 
he  says,  "  How  now,  uuncle,"  &c. 

P.  6S0.  C*}  "  vihen  the  lady  brach  may  ttand,"  &c. 
So  the  folio. — The  qnarCoa  hare  "ahen  lady  oth'e  brach  may  ttimd,"  4c.— 
This  has  been  altered  to  "lehen  the  lady's  brach,"  &o.,  and  to  "when  Lady,  the 
brach,"  tec;  but  unnecessarily.  Steerens  cites  from  "the  old  black-letter 
Books  of  Huntyi^,"  Sec,  no  date, — "and  small  hdi  popttt,"  &c.:  and  see 
Nares'a  Gh>ie.  in  v.  **  Brach." 
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[    TO*    ] 

p.  Ml.  <") 

-iMt.Da." 

C^ieU  giTM  this  t 

ofnt 

P.  634.  (■») 

"1  mnJdhani  Aati^,bgAemarlitofmmtragiitg, 
KimeUdge,  and  reatait, 
I  ihould  be/aUi  po'naded  I  had  dauglUtn." 
Thit  U.onlj.in  the  qn&rtos,  where  it  gtuidi  u  proae  (for  which  aaniTedl;  Ihe 
ftnlbor  did  not  intend  it),  and  is,  perhaps,  Mxnewhat  cormpted.    Mr.  W.  N. 
Leniom  infomui  me  that  the  laie  Mr,  Sidnej  Walker  uranged  it  tbiu, — 
"I  would  learn  that;  for,  b;  the  marks  of  aovereign^. 
Knowledge,  and  reason,  I  should  be  &lse  pertnaded 
[That]  I  had  daoghten." 

P.sas.  («) 

**  Lear.  /(  mt^  te  or,  a^  hrd. — 

Htar,  nodrr^,  hear  j  dear  goddta,  hear  I 
Sa^tnd  tigpwrpam,  tfihm  didtt  mtaid 
T»  MoJte  thi»  erealartjhatjyr 
So  the  lines  are  arranged  in  the  fidio. — The  quartos  gtTe  them  as  proMk. — 
Hie  usual  modem  regulation  is, — 

"  Lear.  It  maj  be  so,  my  lord. — Hear,  nature,  hear; 
Dear  goddess,  hear  I    Suspend  thy  purpose,  if 
Thon  didst  intead  to  make  this  creatnre  fruitfiil  I" 


P.  6S7.  (")  "  Though  I  Mufnui  net,"  Ice 

Qy.  "  Thongh  I  oauUmK  it  not,"  Stc.1 — which  I  find  in  moat  of  the  m>dem 
editions  (tboDBh  none  of  the  old  copies,  as  &r  as  I  know,  have  "  if}. 

P.  630.  {")  "tit  rrnenging  godt 

'Gaitut  parrieidtt  did  aU  Ihtir  thvudert  bold,''  Sec 

So  the  quartos. — The  folio  has  " did  all  the  tbonder  batd,"  fte.,  which 

Ur,  Knit^ht  ud  Delius  adopt  Mr.  Grant  White  also  (_ShaJit^>am'»  Sdiolar, 
fto:  p.  4i4)  ivrff  I?  the  latter  reading,  though  he  allowi  that  it  may  be  a  mit- 
prnli— which  I  hare  net  the  sUghlest  doubt  it  ii. 


P.  830.  C*)  "LH  kirn Jls  far: 

Not  in  tAu  Uaid  ahalt  he  rMNlui  uncaughti 
Ajtdfatmd — dixpalck. — The  noiU  dute  my  nuula-,"  ho. 
If  "  AKd/otatd—ditpatch,"  ite  the  right  retKling,  it  can  only  meaii,  ■*  And  wiien 
faa  is  fonnd, — to  death  with  him  M  once  1"    That  here  **  ditpatek"  cannot  be 
nuderslood  as  "make  haste,"  is  plain  from  the  context  (and  Glotter  has 
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iin*dj  Bsnt  KHenduitt  in  panuit  of  Edgar).— WMbnrton  uid  Mr.  Collkr'f 
Ua.  Corrector  read  "Aiid/otmd,  ditpftlch'd." 


P.  631.  ("^    •'I/lli^tuimKni^a€prqfiaijfmydea& 
Wert  very  pregnant  and  potatitat  *pve 
To  aula;  Ate  mi  it" 
In  this  puwge  "  tpurt,"  which  i^  the  reading  of  the  qnmrtoi,  meuu,  of  coime, 

— incilamonta.— The  folio  hu  " paUutud  spirits,"  4c,, — which  Delin* 

adopts,  and  defends  bj  what  he  considere  to  be  a  pan>flElu»(!), — "As  he  ia 
Ter;  potent  with  such  ^iriU'  Hamlet,  act  IL  sc  S.  But  here  the  Action  □( 
the  folio,  "  spirits,"  b  a«  evidently  wroi%  aa  is  its  reading  ■■  atrange,"  in  the 
coiiiiDenc«ai«nt  of  the  next  speech, — "  O  strange  [instead  of  "  itnmg,'  i.  bl  de- 
termined] amd  fattead  wBaiM" — which,  however,  Hr.  Knight  and  Delitw 

P.  634.  (") 

"Edm.  jBoBKoKr/    'WhateAenaUeri 
Kent.  WiA  you,  jtoodnuui  ho^"  be 
So  the  quartos.— The  fblio  has, 

"  Batt,  How  tuM,  whaft  tit  matter  t    Fart. 
SenL  With  j/OH  goodmcM  Bog"  &c. 
Bnt "  Part"  is  nndonbtedly  a  stage-direction.    This  is  dear  from  its  interfer- 
ing with  the  diali^ne:  Edmund  asks  "  What's  the  matter  F"  and  Sent  inune- 
dialelj  replies,  "With  jou  [i,  e.  the  matter  is  with  jou,  I  will  deal  with  yon] 
goodmoD  boy,"  &c. — The  stage-direction  "Part"  is  found  in  other  old  dramas: 

"Rich.  Art  thon  content  to  breath  ?        \FigM  j-  port  ono  or  beitt.^ 
APUatant  Commodie,  adUd  Looke  ahaai  yat,  IBOO,  sig.  L  3. 
(Here  I  bav*  let  tiie  entrances  stand  as  they  are  marked  in  the  folia — The 
qnartoB  hare  "  Enttr  EJmiaid  wiA  hU  rapier  draime,  Gloceeter,  tlu  Duit  and 
IhiteheiM.''~-(ij.  when  the  play  was  acted  on  onr  early  stage,  did  all  these 
come  in  together  ?    Did  they  not  enter  thus  ?— 
"Enter  Edmund. 
Edm.  How  now  1    What 's  the  matter  ? 
JTcnt.  With  yoo,  goodman  boy,  if  you  please  :  come.  Til  flesh 
yon;  come  on,  young  master. 
Enter  Glotter. 
do.  Weapons  t  arms  I    What  *s  the  matter  here  ? 

Enter  ComwaB,  Regan,  and  Sertante. 
Com.  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives,"  Jco.) 


P.  S34.  (^     "The  aeuengtrejhm  our  atttr  and  &e  king.' 
On  this  line  Mr.  Collier  obserres,  "All  the  old  copies  have  'i 
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Onrald  i«  the  only  one  upon  the  aUge." — The  old  oo[nes  ue  quite  right. — 
OafitM 'a  ihenuumger  "from  onr  sister,"  Eeot  die  meuoijrer  "from  the  kiDg." 


P.  63S.  C)  "mooAtBtrypiutiaK 

Tiatim  the  aatura  ef  Ihtir  lordt  r^d,''  tea. 
See  ToL  ii.  p.  1E9,  note  (■•). 

F.  63S.  (»)  "  fwwM;  naught,"  3tc 

A.  line  slightly  mntilAted. — The  obiuI  modem  emendation  is,  '  Ai  hteuAtg 
aaaght,"  &c. — Ur.  CoUier'i  Ms.  Corrector  reftds,  "And  ImaBnig  mu^U,'  ftc 


P.  636.  (")  "  Onw,  bring  amjr  Ihe  tlaeh ! 

[SlockB  bTODglit  ont." 
In  the  folio  the  stage -direction  "  Staclu  brought  ml"  is  placed  two  lines  enriier 
(u  it  no  doufat  stood  in  the  prompter's  boolc,  tbst  the  stock*  might  be  in 
readioess);  and  so  it  is  ^ven  by  the  modem  editors,  withont  any  r^ard  to 
the  present  speech. — Here  th^  quMTtos  hare  no  stage-direction. 


"/«  neh  a>  batttt  and  contanju^tt  lentcha^  &c. 
So  SteeTsna  fonnd  the  line  corrected  in  an  old  hand  on  (he  mai^in  of  one  of 
the  qnartoa,  n-hich  all  have  " It  mch,  at  batal  and  teoiDest  vrelcka"  ice — 
This  passage,  from  "His  fnnlt  is  mnch''lo*'Are  punish'd  with"  inclusive, is 
not  in  the  folio  (where,  in  consequence  of  that  omission,  the  words  "  The  king 
most  take  it  ill"  are  altered  to  "  The  King  hu  Matttr  need*  must  take  it  ill"). 


P.  638.  (»)  "  Tttrfygod,"  Stc 

Hf.  Collier,  who  gives  "Tnrlygood,"  remarks;  "In  all  the  old  copies  it  is 
printed  Tiirfypod,  but  '  Tnrlygood'  is  perhaps  a  corruption  of  ThorougUy- 
good," — a  rather  bold  ooT^ectnre  about  a  name,  the  very  orthography  of 
which  is  so  uncertain. 


P.  643.  {»)    "  Dear  daughter,  I  em^fat  that  J  am  old,  tea. 

[Kneeling." 
Hie  "  [EueeUng"  is  not  in  the  old  eds.  (which  are  generally  sparing  of  st^^ 
directions):  bat  eren  if  the  present  speech  were  not  suGHcient  (and  I  think  it 
is)  to  show  that  Lear,  aithiiig  to  I'mprMt  Sega*  ailh  tht  uUtr  ahntrdit)  of  hit 
atknig/orgivaittt  o/htr  tittar,  drops  upon  his  knees,— the  immediately  follow- 
ing words  of  Began  would  be  decisive  on  the  point, 

"  Good  sir,  no  more;  that  an  mtightlf  fricAs." — 
Here  Hr.  Collier's  Hi.  Corrector  also  inserts  "  Entdimf"  in  accordance  with 
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whkt  wM  tti«  stage-practice  of  his  tuna,  just «« it  is  of  oara,  and  as  it  will  no 
donbt  wnliDDe  to  be.  Id  spite  of  wbM  Deliiu  lias  said  to  die  coDtrar;. 


P.  643.  (•)  "To/all and  liatt  itr pridtr 

So  the  quartos.— The  folio  has  "  To  fall,  and  blister,"  a  mere  blnoder,— which, 
however,  Mr.  Knight  finds  a  reason  for  preferring. 

P.  MG./") 

"  You  heavtm,  give  me  that  palmet,  pattenet  I  nttd  T 
Capell  sajB  this  line  "was  to  he  altered  of  conne  [bj  the  modem  editors], 
fbr  haTing  a  middle  redundanoj,  and  a  repetition  of  which  thej  saw  not  the 

meaning)  and  so  its  tame  conclusion  is  this,  in  the  font  latter  modeme 

give  mt  that  palience  which  /  need,  &c."  iVoto,  ftc.  toI.  L  r.  iL  IBS,  Other 
alterations  have  been  su^ested  by  Malone,  RitsoQ.  Mason,  and  Hr.  Collier's 
Ub.  Corrector;  nor  would  I  assert,  with  Capell,  that  the  old  text  is  DDOor- 

F.  64S.  (*■)  "  Thnm'd  and  set  higb,''-tus. 

Has  been  altered,  and,  I  irnpect,  rightly,  to  "  Throne  and,"  &c. 


"  Which  are  to  France  the  tpia  and  tpeadationt,"  tee. 
Mr.  Colller'a  Ms.  Corrector  alters  "  tpeadatiom"  to  "  spectitors,"  which  vio- 
lates the  metre. — Mr.  Singer  (SAadcjpcare  Vindicated,  kcf.^li)  says,  "There 
can  be  no  doubt  that  it  should  be  tpectdaton,  as  I  find  it  corrected  in  mj 
second  folio;  and  Mr.  Collier,  in  a  supplemencat  note,  has  seen  that  this  is 
moat  probably  the  true  word."  (Johnson  too,  in  his  Diet,  sub  v.,  sn^ested 
"speculators."] — Bat  I  wonder  that  Mr.  Singer  should  advocate  any  change 
here,  since  he  rejects  the  alteration,  made  by  Mr.  Caiiier's  Corrector  and  his 
own,  of  "  encmmleri"  to  "  eucounterers,"  in  Looe'i  Lahour't  hit,  act  v.  ac  3, 

"  Ann,  wenuhea,  arm  1  aicounleri  mounted  are,"  &c. — 
where  "  MCOimtnV  is  used  for  encomiterart,  as  in  the  present  passage  "  spem- 
laffnu"  is  equiTtJent  to  "  speculators." 

P.  651.  ("> 

"T^ilie^  thit  drea4fid poAtr  o'er m^  htade"  tec 
Here  the  spelling  of  the  folio  is  "  dreadfuU  pudder,"— which  Mr.  Knight  re- 
tains, observing  "  this  is  always  modernized  intojxi(A<r."  jcc    Butoneofthe 
quartos  (considerably  leas  "modem"  (ban  the  foho)  has  "dreadjidl  powther:" 
and  in  CorioUaiiu,  act  iL  sc.  1,  the  folio  has, 

"  such  a  poolher. 
As  if  that  whatsoever  God,"  &c. ; 
where  Hr.  Knight  prints  "  such  a  pother." 
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p.  Si  (") 

"  Thrmtgh  the  ikarp  hawithom  blomt  the  cold  maul," 
So  the  quMtoa.—  The  folio  hu  "  through  the  Aarpe  Havthonu  blow  tie 
windesi"  which  Mr.  Knight  and  Delim  adopt,  though  in  the  next  ptgs  £^*l- 
repeatt,  "StUt  Ihnyagh  Iht  hamthoni  Unoi  the  cold  wiiui,"^^^  quotatioD  doubt- 
leas  from  loiae  ballad. 

P.  65i.  C^  "pa  to  thy  cM  bed,  and  warm  Out." 

So  the  quutoa:  and  die  yery  lame  wordi  (which,  originaUj  intended  to  ndi- 
cnle  a  paaiage-of  Tht  SpanUh  Tragedg,  appear  to  hare  passed  into  a  sort  of 
proTBtbial  expression)  occur  in  the  Indnction  to  The  Taming  of  the  Shrtv. 
The  folio  has  onlj  "got  to  Ihg  bed  and  varme  thee;"  thongh,  as  Capell  ob- 
seTTes,  "the  banter's  essence  is  'cold,'  and  that  word  as  necesaarj  in  this 
place  as  the  other,  for  their  iotentionB  are  like."  JVolei,  &c.  toL  i.  p.  ii.  166. 
(Delias,  who.  with  the  folio,  omits  "cold,"  caqjectures  that  Shakespeare  himself 
may  hare  struck  oat  the  word,  in  order  to  get  rid  of  the  comic  torn  which  it 
gives  to  the  sentencei— if  so,  why  did  not  Shakespeare  also  strike  ont  what 
Edgar  presently  says  about  "  eating  cow-dung  for  salleta"  ?  The  &ct  is,  the 
poet  has  sCudiouely  made  the  Mtiined  madness  of  Edgar  somewhat  akin  to 
the  comic,  that  it  might  contrast  the  better  with  the  real  insanity  of  Iiear. — 
Elsewhere  in  this  play  poinm  Delius  has  adopted  from  the  qtuutoa  a  great 
number  of  words  that  are  wanting  in  the  folio,  without  any  miiglTinga  that 
thq/  may  bare  been  struck  ont  by  the  author.) 

P.  65S.  (V)  "ieep  thy  aordjjatly"  Sec. 

The  quartos  hare  "keepe  thji  words  ivstfy,"  &c. — The  fint  folio  baa  "ketpe 
Aji  words  luBtice,"  &o.;  and  the  second  folio  "ieep*  thy  word,  justice,"  &o. — 
Mr.  Knight  and  Deliue  make  out  from  the  first  folio  the  ridiculous  reading 
"keep  thg  word's  justice,"  &c. 

P.  656.  (")  "a  UilUfire  in  a  aiUJield,"  to, 

Hr.  W.  N.  lettsom  informs  me  that  here  the  late  Sydney  Walker  read  " 

M  a  wiAe  field,"  &c.;  and,  on  looking  into  Mr.  Collier's  one-Tolnme  Shahe- 
meare,  I  God  that  bis  Ms.  Corrector  makes  the  same  altera^on.  But  why 
nay  not "  ui'U"  stand  in  the  sense  of— desert  ?  (Shakespeare  ha*  "  fbresta 
vUd,"  and  "  vHd  wood,"  and  **  wild  htlls.") 

P.  656.  (*)  "lieeM,"&j. 

Is  usually  altered  to  "  (Ae  wUd,"  &c. :  but  see  Farmer's  note  ad  I.,  and  Narce's 
Cfa«f.iny.  "Old." 
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F.659.  C*)     "Alllhepoieeri^huwiahiuitgioaivag,"  tie. 
See  ToL  iL  p.  169,  note  ("> 

P.  639.  (")  "Uan^juttieer,"  &o. 

The  i{a«etoi\i».y%''UitnwdijatXrx"  &c.— Thii  portion  of  the  scene,  iWim  the 
preceding  speech  bat  one,  "Bdg.  The  foul  Bend  bitea  mj  back"  to  "Fain 
juatieer,  whj  hMt  iboa  let  her  acape  7"  inclnsite,  Is  omitted  in  the  folio. 

P.  6S9.  (")  "  (At  Ixmnt,"  ko. 

The  quartos  hare  "  Aa  broome,"  &c. — See  the  preceding  note. 

P.  fi60.  (")  "or  h/m;'  &c.  , 

The  <Jd  eds.  bare  "to-  him,"  &c.,  and  "or  hjai,"  Sec. 


**  Tki»  rat  mighl  j/tt  have  baha'd  Ap  broktit  tatut,"  &c. 
Hera  Theobald'!  veT7  specioiu  alteration  ofiinev^  to  "senses"  is  genenJlf 
adopted  (and  without  any  note  bj  Mr.  Knight,  who  seems  to  lake  it  for  the 
original  reading). — This  speech,  and  all  that  follows  to  the  end  of  the  aoene, 
excepting  "  Gla.  Come,  come,  away,"  is  omitted  in  the  folio. 


F.  663.  (H)  "  lAought  defiht  thet,"  &c 

The  qnartot  baTe  "  thoughts  defile  ihte"  &c— See  the  preceding  note. 


P.  664.  (■*)               "To»tt  tomt  mtch^fm  Am." 
Qy.  " on  then"  or  " m  'em"  (Le.  on  Cornwall  and  Began)  ?  for 

"them"  and  "'em"  are  often  confounded  with  "Am"  bj  transcribers  sad 
printers  :  so  afterwards  in  this  plaj,  p.  G99,  the  folio  has  erraneonslj,  "I 
would  haxe  made  Am  [the  quartos  rightly  "  them"]  skip,"  ic.  And  compare 
what  the  other  Servants  saj  at  the  close  of  the  present  scene,—"  If  fAu  man 
come  to  good" — "If  (Ac  Iitc  long,"  Jcc 

P.666L  C")  "Oia- meant tairttu,iudo>iTmeTtdefect» 
Prtmt  our  conaioditat." 
Pope  printed  "  Otir  mean  secures  lui"  Ur.  Collier's  Hs.  Corrector  rabstitutes 
"  Our  wants  Hcvrt  ks,"  &c.  ;  the  late  Sidney  Walker  (as  Mr.  W.  N.  Lettsom 
informs  me)  was  confident  that  the  tme  lection  is  "  Our  maims  tvcvre  at," 
See.;  and  Mr.  Singer  (SSaiaptart  Vatdicatti,  &c.  p.  ST3)  proposes  "Our 
needs  secure  us,"  &o. — In  some  remarks  on  this  passage  (A'olu  and  Qutria, 
Tol.  xiL  p.  9S),  Mr.  Arrowsmith  says;  "laSBnn  that  not  only  is  means  or 


U,y,l,.e..yG00^k' 


[     "2     ] 

meanet  the  right  Teading,  but  McurEs  is  ao  libewiie;  that  u,  I  affirm  tb«  cor- 
rectneu  of  the  tiro  first  folios  in  both  tbese  words."  Now,  I,  in  mj  turn, 
" a£rm"  that  neither  the  fint  nor  the  second  folio  has  "secnrES;"  tlie;  both 
agree  with  the  other  old  eds.  in  readiog  "  secnre." 

P.667,  (••)  "'7^lfe(im«*pS(yii«,«>fen,''&c. 
According  to  Delius,  here  Shakespe&re  wrote  "  'Tit  the  time's  plagae,  wiai,'' 
ic,— which  is  bj  DO  means  certun.  Compare  Sec,  PailqfHmjy  IV^"T^ 
timet  are  wild,"  &c^  act  L  sc.  1 ;  "  to  dignif  j  ilu  timei,"  Sec  ibid,  i  "  as  l&c  tima 
do  brawl,"  &c.,  act  i.  bc.  3;  "  the  visage  of  tlie  lima,"  &c„  act  ii.  so.  3:  Sinj 
JohK,  "  Iht  Hrna  conspire  with  ;ou,"  &c.,  act  itL  sc.  4 :  The  JtfenKanl  of  Vaiiet, 
"the  chaff  and  rain  otiit  tinut,"  &c,  act  it  sc.  8. 

P.  flSS.  (**)  "  of  moppii^  and  mowi)ig"  &C. 

The  quartos  have  "of  mobing,  and  Mohing,"  Jcc—The  latter  part  of  this 
■peech,  from  "  file  fiends  hare  been"  incliuiv e,  is  omitted  in  the  folio. 

P.  670.  (•)  "  HMBKOiUg  miul,"  he 

The  quartos  hare  "  Humanly  mat,"  See. — This  speech,  and  indeed  the  greater 
portion  of  the  present  dialogue  between  Albany  and  Ooneril,  ii  omitted  in 


A  mntilated  line. — Theobald  printed  " aiy  boiling  Hood,"  &c — lliis 

speech  is  not  in  the  folio:  aee  the  preceding  note. 

P.671.  (")    "ThtMaTihalo/Fraiict,MiMtuiirLaFar.' 
Here  "  MarAat  ii  usually  altered  to  "  Hareschal"  (see  vol  iv.  p.  93,  note 
(*^);  and  "Zn  far"  to  "Le  Per,"  because  there  is  in  fioi/y  F.  act  ir.  sc  4, 
aconuDon  soldier  of  the  latter  name,  whom  Pistol  threaten!  to  fer,firk,  aad 
ftrret. — The  whole  of  this  scene  is  omitted  in  the  folio. 

P.  67a.  ("^  "Ay,  tir;  At,"  &c. 

Theobald's  correction. — The  qaartoa  have  "  I  say  she,"  ftc—See  the  preced- 
ing note. 

P.  878,  (")  "aoTTme  Mlrme;'  &c 

Pope's  correction.— The  quartos  have  "lomnp  streme,"  ic— See  note  {*). 

P.  672.  (•■)               "  Were  lOe  a  better  day,"  &c 
The  quartos  have  ** a  better  way,"  &c,  which,  though  retained  and  de- 
fended by  Delius,  cannot  be  right. — I  prefer,  on  the  whole,  the  reading  io  the 
teit  to  the  other  modem  alteration,  " a  ieBsr  May,"  io.— See  note  ("> 


U,y,l,.e..yG00^lc 


[     "3     ] 
P.  67S.  C)         "AnddamonTmntlat'd:  (Act,"  &o. 
Th«  quartos  1i«vb  " nmtttntd  her,  (Am,"  &c. — See  note  (•"). 

P.  873,  C)  "fimiltr,"  &c 

The  quBTloB  hare  "femiter,"  Sic.-,  the  folio  has  **  PenitU','*  &0. 

P.  673.  (")  "hoar-docla,"  to. 

The  qnartoa  have  "  hor-docka,"  &c :  the  folio  hai  "  Hardokes,"  &o. — Perhaps 
the  right  reading  is  "harlocka;"  aee  notes  o^  I.  in  the  Varies.  ShaHetptart. 

P.  680,  (•> 

"  Through  UMo'd  elotin*  tmoR  vict»  da  apptor,"  &o. 
The  qoartoa  hare  "Aroagh  tallirtd  ragges  Mmall  viuj,"  &e. — The  fbUohai 
"  normgh  tatUr'd  eloalhti  great  Vica,"  &c. 

P.  680.  (")  *■  Plate  tin  with  gold,"  So. 

Pope's  correction  (and  an  obTiona  one). — The  folio  haa  "Place  aiane*  wilk 
~  '   "  -        —  a  ucnier's  lipi"  iacliuive  is  onlj  in  the 

P.  680.  (")  "  daa  pierct  it" 

The  usual  modem  reading  is  "doth  pierce  i^"— which  may  be  prehrable  on 
account  of  the  "does"  in  the  next  line;  bat  that  reading  haa  no  earUer 
authority  that)  the  third  folio. 

P.  680.  C")  "  Thii-  a  good  bioelt .—" 

Here  I  follow  Sidney  Walker  (see  his  SkaAeepear^e  Vertifieatiim,  &c.  p.  80} 
in  markiog  "  ThW"  as  the  contraction  of  "  Thu  it."  CWaiker,  ibid.  p.  81, 
observes  that  the  same  contntclioo  ought  to  be  introduced  in  a  passage  of 
The  Taming  0/ the  Shrex;— where  I  introduced  it  of  my  own  accord.  Walker's 
essay  haviog  not  yet  appeared  when  I  was  occupied  with  that  play  ;  see 
ToL  ii.  p.  S02,  note  (").)— After  these  words  an  interrogation.point  or  an 
ezclamHtion-point  is  usually  put,  in  opposition  to  the  old  eds. — Mr.  CoUier'a 
Ms.  Corrector  sobstitutes  "  'Tia  a  good  plot :"  but  see  Steereng's  nolo  ad  L 

P.  681.  (•*)  "  law  turgeoHt,"  Jcc 

So  the  folio. — The  quarto*  read  "Aoae  a  chimrgeon,"  &c — (Moat  of  the 
modern  editors  print  silentiy  "ham  a  surgeon.") 

P.  681.  C)  "Ay,  and  laying  autiam't  datL" 

SteeTens, "  for  the  sake  of  metre,"  printed  "  Ay,  oxtf  for  toying"  &c, — Mr. 
Collier  and  Mr.  Knight  silently  gite  the  same  reading:  but  qy.  ii  "fcr"  in 
any  of  (he  old  eds.? 

VOL.  T.  3  A 
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P.  683.  (f )  "mail  lame  it/forbai*  hiom,''  &o. 

So  th«  folio.— The  quutoi  have  "madt  Unw  hjfartat*  Naoet,"  Ac  (whicb 
Malooe  coDudera  lo  be  the  right  reading,  because  in  nor  aathor'*  xxxTii* 
Sonnet  we  find,  "  So  I,  Modt  lamt  byfurtun^t  demM  spite,"  &C.) 

P.  683.  C»)  "  O,  UMtim^  dtath  r 

Here  the  old  eds.  hare  the  word  "dtoA"  twice. 

P.  683.  C^ 

•^  Left  tee  ikai  podult ;  llie  lettert  Aatit  ^>eait  qf 
Mag  be  mgjnaidt,'' 
This  ia  the  reading  of  the  folio;  and  I  see  no  reasoa  for  pre&rrii^  that  of  the 

"  leU  tee  his  juxkttt. 
These  htttrt  Aat  U  ipaxh*  of'  && 

F.  683.  (">  "  O  mdUtiiigmh'd  rpace  iff  mnoaV  itiU  r 
The  qoartofl  have  "  O  inuIufD^niuAt  f^Hice  of  mmaiu  ifitz"  the  fiwt  R^ohaa 
"  Oh  ictdingoisb'd  ^>aee  of  Woman*  wiOr  the  saoond  and  third  folios  bai« 
"Of  indingoish'dspaoaq/'TFomaKt  wifl;"  and  the  fourth  folio  has  "OttadU- 
tinguuh'dipace  qf  Wonuau  miU." — The  reading  of  the  qnartos,  ezoept  in  the 
last  word,  is  no  donbt  the  right  one:  and  the  sense  is  plain  enoi^h,  "  Miifw- 
tingaUk'd  «pac«"  meaning  ^tace  »&>m  UaiiU  are  aof  to  te  duAguMed. — Here 
Mr.  Collier's  Ms.  Corrector  makes  one  of  his  nnhappicst  eniendatioaa, — "  O, 
unextinguish'd  blaze  of  iiNMiiia'«  aill!"  and  Hr.  Singer  (Skaietptart  Vtmdi- 
eated,  &c.  p.  273)  ofTera  a  braoe  of  co^jecturea,  which  I  must  take  the  libenj 
of  saying  he  ought  to  hare  auppressed. 

P.  684.  C*)  "  Phjs.  Madam,  Jeept  tHO." 

"  According  to  the  folio,  the  two  parts  of  the  Doctor  and  the  Qentlemaii  acsm 
to  have  been  oombined,  and  pla;ped  bj  the  tame  actor.  In  the  qoarloa,  thej 
are  distinct,  and  bare  separate  prefixes.  We  have  followed  the  latter,  becaoae 
the  scene  wss,  in  all  probabilitj,  so  origioallj  written,  and  because  merely 
the  econom;^  of  performers  seems  to  have  led  to  the  nnion  of  the  two  dtane- 
lers  in  the  folio."    CoiJ.iEB.-~Seo  also  Malooe's  firat  note  on  this  scene. 

P.  684.  0^  "It  he  arra/dr 

After  these  words,  DeUus  inserts,  with  the  folio,  the  sti^e-^reetian  "Emt^ 
Lkiaoii  [in]  a  chair  carried  bg  Stmanttf  andhesa;!  that  "bomCoidefia'a 
quesdon  it  is  plain  that  Lear  is  not  on  the  stage  at  the  beginoing  of  ihi* 
(  scene."  Bat,  as  Capell  long  ago  observed,  "  their  [the  folios']  mode  of  brin^ 
ing  in  lear  was  a  mere  atsge-cooTenience."  iVofra,  &c  vol.  i-  p.  ii  p.  ISl, 
Cordelia  has  evidentl}'  come  with  Kent  into  the  chamber  where  ber  HOttr  i* 
•sleep  on  a  bed<  the  cortains  of  which  conceal  him  tnm  view)  and  a  snbse 
qaentfxclamation  of  the  Fhjsiciau,  "Louder  the  mnilo  theiel"  shows  that 
soft  music  is  playing  while  he  sleeps. 
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P.  <e4.  (■>)    "Gent  Ay,  madam;  in  &e  heamtttu  o/*k«p 

Wt  pul/rtth  garmnls  m  him. 

Phj8.  Bt  bg,  goud  madam,  icAcn  mb  do  amaJtt  him  ; 

/  ibmit  aot  of  hit  ttmptramei." 
One  quarto  gives  the  Snt  of  these  speechsE  to  "  DocL"  and  the  second  to 
"Gent:"  tha  other  two  qnartos  give  the  first  to  "Doct."  and  the  eecond  to 
"Kent:"  and  the  fotio  gives  both  to  "GtnL." — Mr,  Collier  adheres  to  the 
quartos  which  assign  the  first  speech  to  "Doct."  and  the  second  to  "  Kent-" 
and  remarka  that  "some  modera  editors  (followiag  Maloae)  hare  adopted  a 
course  oonsiaCent  with  no  authority ,  bj  pving  the  two  first  lines  to  the  Oeo- 
tleman,  and  the  two  next  to  the  Doctor."  But  where  the  old  copies  are  so 
stntDgelj  at  variance  with  each  other,  some  liberty  ma;  be  allowed  to  ao 
editor ;  and  the  usual  modem  distribution  of  these  speeches  appears  to  me 
■he  only  one  which  is  at  all  satisfkctory. 

P.  6H6.  (")     "  FoHTKora  and  tijiti>aTd,  not  an  hoar  mtre  nor  Uu  ; 
Artd,  to  dtal plaialji"  &□. 
In  this  passage  the  folio  alone  has  the  words  "not  an  hoar  men  nor  Uti." 
Sidney  Walker  (Shahtrpear^s  Vertifiealiim,  &c  p.  IS6)  obserres,  "  The;  are 
nonsense,  it  is  true ;  but  aie  thej  oat  of  place  in  the  month  of  Lear  ?"    Cer- 
tainly not 

P.691.  C)  "  Tht  grmjter*  fhaU  dmcsr  Ihcm,"  Sk. 


P.  694.  (X)        "Ytlaml  noble  at  the  adtmrtary 

I  come  to  cope. 

Alb.  Which  U  that  a, 

Here  most  of  the  modem  editors  insert,  from  the  qnartcc,  '  withal"  after 
"  cops ;"  but  nnnecessarilj :  compare  TroUiie  and  Cratida,  act  ii  so.  3,  "  Ajaz 
shall  cope  the  beiL" 

P.  694.  (")    "Behold,  il  U  iheprimiege  of  mini  honoari. 

My  oath,  and  mg  pro/euion :  I  pnteet,"  Sk. 
The  quartos  have, 

"  Behold  it  it  ths  priuHedge  of  my  tongve 
My  oath  and  profettion.    I  protttt,"  ftc 
The  folio  has, 
*  "  Behold  it  it  my  priuiledge. 

The  priuiledge  of  mine  Bommrt, 
My  oalh,  and  myprofettion.     I  protetl,"  StC 
by  some  mistake  in  the  transcript,  I  presume. 

« 
P.  69S.  {■)  "HM.tiri 

Thou  loortt  Aon  any  nam*,  read  thine  omi  nil : — " 
Belius  says  that  "^Hold,  tir,"  is  a  command  to  Edgar  to  fortwar  further  violence 


U,y,l,.e..yGoOgle 


[  "«  1 

on  Edmund,  and  that  the  next  line  U  addresied  to  Edmnnd,  to  whom  AI- 
baoj  hwidi  Goneril's  letter  fonnd  on  Oswald.  About  "  the  next  lino"  Delius 
i*  no  doubt  right ;  but  (lik«  Halone  >nd  Mr.  Collier,  as  shown  by  the  note  of 
the  fomer  and  the  pnnctaatioD  of  the  latter)  he  is  quite  mistaken  about  the 
"Hold,  tir,"  which  is  &L10  spoken  to  Edmund, — "HoW'  being  fonoerlj  a  word 
eommonly  lued  when  any  one  preseot«d  BQj  thing  to  another :  compare  our 
aatbor's  Mtattirt /or  Meanrt," BM,  therefore,  Anpilo,"  &c  act  i.  sc.  1 ;  and 
JttliM  Ctuar,"BiM,mj  hand,"  &c.  act  L  sc.  3;  "But,Aofrf  eAee,  take  this 
garland  on  thj  brow,"  &c.  act  t.  sc.  3. — The  previous  excluoation  of  the 
J>uke,  "  SaTa  him,  cave  him  I"  was  qui(«  enough  to  stay  the  sword  of  Edgar. 

P.  695.  <*)    "Goo.        Atk  mt  net  lehal  I  know.  [Exit." 

So  the  quartos. — "  The  folio,"  as  Mr.  Collier  obaerrBS,  "  haring  erroneoiuly 
fixed  Qoneril't  exit  earlier,  tluufbrs  '  Ask  me  not  what  I  know'  to  Edmund:" 
and  to  Edmund  both  Mr.  Enight  and  Delius  asngn  the  words,  though  Ibej 
are  manifestlf  those  of  Ooneril  in  her  desperation,  and  proved  by  Edmund's 
next  speech  not  to  belong  to  him. 

P.  696.  (") 

"ThattDtA*pai»^d«ailnimiIdi«mrhldit,"  ftc. 
80  the  folio, — Tie  quartos  hsTS, 

"lAot  with  iht  paint  Iff  itath 
'Would  hourdy  dyt,"  &c. 
oot  of  which  Malone  made  the  very  probable  reading, "  Thai  iritlt  lit  pom  of 
dtath  we'd  hottrfy  dit,"  && 

P.  697.  (")  "  (*r«c  him  on  fxy  father"  &o. 

The  quartos  have  "Areia  me  m  mg  Jalher,"  &o. — This  speech  and  the  two 

next  speeches  are  not  in  the  folio. 


P.  700.  ("^  "  (Ail  toask  Koria,    ax. 

Pope  printed  "  (Au  rough  world,"  &c. 

P.  70a  (•!)  "  The  atight,"  &c 

"This  speech  from  the  authority  of  the  old  quarto  is  rightlyplaped  to  Albany; 
in  the  edition  by  the  players,  it  is  given  to  Edgar,  by  whom,  I  doubt  not,  it 
n-as  of  custom  spokes.  And  the  case  was  this:  he  who  played  Edgar,  being 
a  more  favourite  actor  than  he  who  personated  Albany,  in  spite  of  decorum  it, 
was  thought  proper  he  should  have  the  last  word."    Theoraij). 

END  OP  VOL.  V. 
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